
-1-

Introducing…

CROMPS TM

They’re Crampons 
They’re Crocs

They’re… CROMPS

For the Discerning Mountaineer

Eliminate the need for mountaineering 
boots, approach shoes and camp shoes
Safety back strap for extreme conditions
Boils down to a tasty soup in emergencies

Crampon points now featuring real metal
Stylish and comfortable
Drainage holes

Another innovation from 
Crack Diamond (Ltd.)

www.crackdiamond.comLET’S GO CROMPING!

TM

O · U · T · C 

Antics 2015

A
ntics 2015



-2-



-3-

The 55th Annual Journal of the 
Otago University Tramping Club

Antics 2015



-4-

In Memory of Ally Willen
1994-2015

Each time you meet a person, you leave a mark on them and we have 
a responsibility to only leave good marks, leave good impressions, and 

consciously put positive energy into the world.

-Ally Willen
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Learning to Kepple
Ally Willen

My knees still ache, and I waddle to class with swollen feet. Completing my first 
Great Walk, the Kepler Track, was as beautiful as it was painful. I came to New 
Zealand with intentions of answering each invitation with a firm “yes” because 
I didn’t want to miss out on any adventures during my semester abroad. When 
Friday afternoon rolled around, I couldn’t have identified the track on a map. 
Though this was my first tramping trip, I felt a strange amount of confidence 
about the 60-kilometre, 1,400-metre-high trail that lay ahead. I piled into a rental 
van with new friends and strangers and was on my way.

We started with a flat 15-kilometre stretch that lured me into a false sense of 
security. Our second day spanned 23 kilometres, to the highest peak and down 
again, and in that afternoon I learned more about myself than I thought was 
possible. While I climbed, my legs burned and my back ached, yet I had to push 
forward and conquer the desire to quit. I learned that I could quiet the pain, that 
my mind was stronger than my body. In that moment, I understood that while 
situations may be beyond our control, we have responsibility in choosing our 
mindset.

With each new blister, cramp and sore muscle, I was one step closer to completing 
the Kepler. I had only one chance to soak in the gorgeous views and landscapes. 
Never again would I be so interconnected with that particular mountain, and I 
refused to allow pain or a bad attitude to taint my experience.

I survived, and would have kissed the asphalt in the parking lot if not for the 
strange looks from fellow travellers. Before leaving, I laid in the grass and felt a 
sort of bliss and pride that I had never before experienced. Kepler taught me that 
our limits exist only because we create them, and I feel a more genuine sense 
of confidence about my next Great Walk. I will be equipped with a new type of 
mental strength I did not know I was capable of.

This article first appeared in Issue 3, 2015 of Critic Te Arohi.
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Above: Pineapple Track (Tiffany Young)
Opposite: Cheers! (Anton Jackson-Smith)
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Editorial

Dear Reader, 

You may have found this copy of Antics 2015 in an isolated biv, maybe a          
desperate gear officer shoved it into your hands trying to make space in the 
gear room, maybe you are reading it in the future and this is the only text that             
survived the ravages of the 21st Century, or maybe you’re at the launch party 
right now and we’re watching you read this (yell “AMAZING WORK GUYS!” 
right now).

To reiterate what has been said in many previous editorials, it is a special thing to 
have the life, members and activities of the club preserved in our annual journal. 
It’s clear when you read old Antics (check them out on our website www.outc.
org.nz) that the character of the club endures even as the generations roll over. 
Tramping in the OUTC remains equally about having outdoor adventures “with 
an unhealthy degree of enthusiasm and style” (as per the OUTC Constitution) 
and the people you do it with.

What other institution can boast Gandalf carrying a keg on a trip, “borrowing” a 
chair to take up a mountain, or the surprise arrival at a party by a suited Canadian 
in a rainbow hat rappelling from the roof into a first floor window? If you haven’t 
already we encourage you to join the OUTCult and to write some Antics articles. 
The editor(s) will be grateful for anything whether you’re an old crusty, new 
blood, or an exchange student having a fling with the New Zealand outdoors. The 
best Antics have submissions that cover the entire spectrum of skill levels and 
backcountry experiences.

As we write this at the end of the editing process we haven’t felt the need to get 
up on our soapbox or to wax lyrical about the joys of tramping (Max does this   
really well in his Patron’s Report). Regardless, Antics 2015 is hearty and we hope 

The editors’ first Bushball in 2013

it captures the energy of the club.

Happy Tramping,
Your friendly local Antics Editors
Lochiel and Ella 

P.S. With Antics being (just over) 
a year late we acknowledge we 
are in breach of s 5(3)(b) of the                               
Backcountry Activities Act 2003. 
As the penal clauses of the Act have 
not been enforced in previous years 
we are hoping for the same lenient  
treatment.
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Top left: Marginalised Max 
(Penzy Dinsdale)

Top right: Perth tent selfie 
(Jamie Gardner)

Mid left: Jaz planning Antics 
“encouragement” emails 

(Pete Harris)
Mid right: Camping at Long 
Beach (Jeremy Jester Brown)
Bottom left: TWALK pirates 

(William Hulme-Moir)
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President’s Report
Rowan Cox

My year as president started two days after the AGM - with a visit to the proctors 
office.  The club had been called in for a visit after “abusing” the no alcohol 
policy on University grounds, as the club had provided one drink and food - as 
an incentive, to all those that showed up to the AGM.  The proctor was not happy 
with the club’s “reckless” actions so Anna (last year’s president) and I received 
an earful.  Luckily none of his proposed penalties ever eventuated, however 
the meeting had left me wondering what I had got myself in for and what the 
upcoming year would bring.

Fast forward to the first weekend in March and the bus and vans were being 
loaded for the clubs first annual trip - Paradise.  Clubs day and the organisation 
for Paradise had largely gone off without a hitch and I had forgotten all about my 
initial fears. We arrived at the Lake Sylvan campground to constant rain.  The 
rain continued throughout the night and into Saturday morning, which lead to 
many of the harder trips being downgraded to less exciting, more bad-weather 
friendly trips.  Luckily the weather fined up during the afternoon and a fun and 
social night was had by all.  By Sunday mid day the camp had been cleaned up, 
the bus and vans loaded and we were back on our way to Dunedin.  At this point 
Luke (the club bastard) decided to congratulate me on a “successful Paradise” 
which of course jinxed it and moments later one of the hired vans was on the side 
of the road with mechanical problems.  A phone call was made to AA and the van 
was dropped off at the garage in Queenstown, Jake allowed a few extras on the 
bus which meant we all made it back to Dunedin that night (although a lot later 
than initially planned).

Two weeks later, we had the second big OUTC trip - Fiordland.  Unusually, 
we had stunning weather (not a drop of rain!) and there was no major incidents 
throughout the weekend.  This year we increased the number of people and trips, 
we took five vans and a bus, with a total 110 people and 16 trips.  Trips varied 
greatly from aquanauting on Lake Marian, to Giffords Crack and even the entire 
Greenstone-Caples.   
 
Bushball, the last big trip of the year, also largely went off without a hitch.  This 
was despite the apocalyptic weather forecast that had the old crusties warning 
that it would “be just like stress ball 2011.”  Fortunately the weather wasn’t as 
bad as forecast and the only thing that went wrong was a broken generator, which 
was quickly fixed with a box of beer and a visit to the Aspinals. 
     
Other notable club trips this year included Makarora, Twalk and Snowcraft.  
Makarora was held at the end of first semester with a total of three vans heading 
away.  This year a CUTC took out the student category at Twalk, but an enjoyable 
weekend was had by the five OUTC teams that entered in the annual event.  
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Snowcraft once again proved popular and was held in the Remarkables ski area.  
Unfortunately soft powder conditions were encountered, which made teaching a 
little difficult, but none the less the course has seen a number of new members 
gain the skills and the drive to get into the alpine terrain.  

Unfortunately not all of the events that took place this year were good.  Members 
of the OUTC were involved in a number of incidents this year, with the worst 
ending in the loss of Ally Willen, an American exchange student, who drowned 
in the Wilkin river when she was tramping the Wilkin-Young circuit with friends.  
We had four other helicopter rescues involving club members, which, of course 
is four too many. Luckily all of these other rescues had better outcomes.  They 
all (with the exception of my own) ended without injury and just red faces for 
those involved.  I guess these incidents serve as a reminder to us all, for what 
we already know (or should know) - that the weather/terrain can be worse than 
expected, anchors can fail, and we all need to look out for each other.    

This year’s committee finally took action in reducing the clubs growing bank 
account.  A significant amount of new gear was purchased, including (but not 
limited to) new helmets, ice axes, crampons, cookers and gaiters.  A big thank 
you to Frazer Attrill must be made, for organising the majority of these gear 
purchases.  It’s good to see some of the club money finally being spent after 
sitting in the bank for too many years.  However as membership and therefore 
the clubs annual income continues to rise, how the club spends its annual income 
each year will continue to be a problem for future committees - as these only 
so much new gear the club needs.  Dropping membership fees further is not a 
solution, as we end up with more members joining and a higher overall income.  I 

Captain Cox 
(Jeremy Jester Brown)

wish future committees all the best when 
dealing with this very unique problem. 

And that just about sums up the OUTC 
year for 2015, I would just like to finish 
by thanking Jake - for once again taking 
annual leave from his job as a bus driver, 
to drive a bus on club trips, making the 
journey more enjoyable and saving us all 
a significant amount of money. I would 
also like to thanking the 2015 committee 
for all their hard work throughout the 
year.  

See you in the hills!
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Friday or Saturday night parties that go on around Dunedin, and also some of the 
biggest parties of the year. I think my best cases of missing parties were a few 
years back when I spent two New Year’s Eves in a row in a cave in the mountains. 
On the first of these, Tom McKellar, James Thornton, and I had a late night walk 
into Canyon Creek Rock Bivy. We stayed awake until five minutes past midnight 
and shared a 330ml bottle of beer between the three of us. Exactly a year later, 
Tom and I were again in a rock-bivy, this time at Lake Moreton in Fiordland, 
one of the most inaccessible places in the country, and five days’ walk from any 
other people. We had a fire and, upon the 12 o’clock beep of someone’s watch, 
we added a couple of teaspoons of sugar to our billy of re-boiled tea leaves and 
drank to the next five days of our trip. With those sorts of celebrations being what 
passes for a party among many trampers, a knees-up like Bushball can be good 
to remind us that suffering isn’t the only path to fun.

Despite doing a lot of tramping since I first joined the Club in 2008, I didn’t 
make it to my first Bushball until I’d been in the Club three years. I’ve always 
been terrified of anything involving dancing, and in many ways it didn’t seem to 
me like a legitimate enough tramping activity; in fact, in either 2009 or 2010, a 
number of us were involved in long and spirited debates about whether Bushball, 
which at the time was making a loss, should receive subsidies from the Club 
when it was essentially about going a couple of hours from the road and drinking 
too much, whereas real tramping trips received no such club subsidy. Needless 
to say, Bushaball won out in the end, and if it hadn’t, perhaps none of us would 
be here this evening.

Patron’s Report
Max Olsen

Bushball always features an interesting 
combination of people. For some, it’s 
a time to celebrate a year of heavy 
involvement in the Club, time for a 
party with people with whom you’ve 
shared tents, huts, flies, and rock-bivvies 
since this time last year. At the same 
time though, because Bushball takes 
place at the beginning of a semester, it 
may be the first Club trip ever for new 
members.

For people who tramp a lot, Bushball 
is actually one of the few real parties 
of the year that we manage to make 
it to. When you’re in the hills most 
weekends, you tend to miss most of the 

Max at Bushball 
(Rowan Cox)
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Now, talking of what is and isn’t tramping brings me onto the main point that 
I wanted to talk about tonight. I want to see if we can get somewhere towards 
defining tramping, or at least defining tramping in the OUTC sense.

More than once, when I’ve told people that I do a lot of tramping, they’ve 
responded by saying something like “You must really like walking!” Now, there 
is a certain logic to that assumption, but I’ve always been somewhat taken aback 
by this as a comment.  Perhaps it’s partly because, actually, I don’t like walking 
all that much. But it’s also because walking is, to me, such a minor part of what 
tramping is, particularly when you’re involved in a club like the OUTC.

If we look at a single weekend tramping trip, it’s actually hard to say where 
the tramping begins. It might be happy-hour on a Tuesday, when several people 
sit around a table with a map on someone’s phone or laptop, debating plans 
for the weekend, or it might be a cluster of phone calls and emails to various 
combinations of people. For trips during university holidays, planning can start 
even earlier, often with meals or drinks at people’s flats followed by long-lists and 
shortlists of locations, hours of debates and talk of back-up plans, and discussion 
of what the weather is “traditionally like” during the Easter holidays or ANZAC 
weekend. There’s not a lot of walking involved, but it’s all part of the process of 
going tramping.

Then there’s the Friday: meeting to drive out to Pak‘n’Save to do trip shopping; 
picking up a van from Rhodes; trying to get a car fixed, warranted, or registered 
in time; or just trying to get hold of a car at all after the one person who said they 
could bring a car pulled out. Generally, sometime long after everyone planned to 
leave, the car—or van, or cars, or vans, or bus—pulls up outside the gear room, 
and even more time is spent playing Tetris to fit five packs into the boot of a 
sedan. Again, there’s not a lot of walking, but I’ve never had a tramping trip that 
didn’t involve at least some of this.

The drive, as you all discovered yesterday, is also an integral part of going 
tramping. There’s the inevitable stop at a supermarket or gas station to buy 
whatever someone forgot—usually drink bottles or fuel for the cooker. In my 
own experience, the drive to and from tramping trips has twice involved two 
extra nights in Central Otago because of snow. There have been more break-
downs than I can count, including my car’s drive-shaft snapping at 90 km/h and 
Penzy’s car hitting a cow on the very road we all travelled last night. The drive 
can also involve numerous amusing and less-amusing hitch-hiking experiences, 
like a few years ago, when James Thornton and I were picked up by a Southern 
Westland local who drove the Haast Pass road at 150km/h wearing a T-shirt that 
read simply “it ain’t gonna suck itself”. Driving isn’t exactly walking, but it’s 
hard to say that the drive isn’t somehow part of the tramp.

Of course, once you get where you’re actually trying to go, there is some walking 
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involved, although, in the case of off-track travel and mountaineering, what 
you’re actually doing can range from climbing, clambering, falling, and slipping 
up and down steep slopes, cliffs, snow, and ice, to literally crawling and tearing 
your way through impenetrable Fiordland scrub. Even when you’re supposed to 
be walking, you find that you’re often doing something that looks a lot different 
from what people might have in mind when you say you’re going tramping.
Of course, on any good trip, there’ll only be a few hours of walking/climbing/
falling/crawling until it’s morning tea time, or lunch time (with tea), or afternoon 
tea time, or just time for some tea. Tea drinking is arguably the most central 
element of the tramping experience, and the quality of a trip may be judged by 
the quantity of tea consumed. 

At the end of a day of tramping comes making camp, or making yourself at 
home in a hut or rock bivy. Choosing a campsite—including arguing about the 
merits of different spots, setting up camp, making tea, cooking dinner, drinking 
more tea, and snuggling up next to your tramping buddies—is often the part of 
a tramping day that I look forward to most, and it is unarguably a part of what it 
means to go tramping.

Even taking a dump can be an important part of tramping. Actually, it’s definitely 
an important part of tramping, because I can tell you from personal experience on 
Mount Tasman that not taking a dump can make tramping a whole lot less fun. 
Unless you’re an unhygienic person, taking a dump when tramping actually does 
involve some walking, at least twenty metres from the campsite, and then you 
have the fun of finding a suitable rock to turn over –one that hasn’t been used by 
someone else previously—and of finding some nice soft Fiordland moss to use 
as toilet paper. Yes, even taking a dump is tramping.

Well, I don’t think I can take this too much further now, but, as you can hopefully 
see, tramping is a whole lot more than just walking. In fact, I think the best 
way to define tramping, at least in the OUTC sense, might be to say simply that 
tramping is whatever trampers do, whether it’s crawling through wet West Coast 
bush at night, setting up camp on the Olivine Ice Plateau, having a cup of tea at 
Princhester Hut, driving through snow on Haast Pass, planning a trip in Dunedin, 
or getting ready for Bushball in Aspiring hut.

So, fill your glass, turn up the music, and let’s do some tramping!



-17-

Environmental Officer’s Report
Henry Ritchie

The environment was pretty good this year, I think. At the end of the day, I think 
ordinary Nu Zulanders would agree the government are doing all they possibly 
can to protect the environment. #teamkey

Henry protecting the environment 
(Original Photo Marissa Le Lec) 

“I think the easiest route would probably be to scramble up that tussock slope, 
traverse around those cliff bands, and then swim up that waterfall.” 

- One of Meg’s punters on Ocean Peak at Paradise
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Paradise Sheets

[Eds note: we didn’t expect to get any articles from Paradise becasue it’s hard to 
write something substantial about a day walk. With this in mind we created an 
activity sheet for all the groups. There was about a 50% return rate, which we’re 
pretty pleased with.]

Ella: *handing out blank Paradise sheets.*
Frazer: “Can you not give that to me now?”
Ella: “When can I give it to you?”
Frazer: “Sometime when my main priority is not drying my balls, because they’ve 
been wet for 8 hours.”

OUTC really splashed out for clubs day advertising this year.

Frazer and 
group at 
Paradise. He 
never did 
return his 
completed 
Paradise sheet. 
(Ellie Henry)
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From: Christopher Greenan 
To: OUTC

Otago University Tea Club
Put the Kettle on Old Chap!
---------------------------------------

Since we are now the Otago University Tea Club I thought I’d start of with the 
basic of what makes a great cup of tea.

First of all, one should use Indian or Ceylonese tea. China tea has virtues • 

April Fools: OUTeaC Edition
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which are not to be despised nowadays — it is economical, and one can 
drink it without milk — but there is not much stimulation in it. One does 
not feel wiser, braver or more optimistic after drinking it. Anyone who has 
used that comforting phrase ‘a nice cup of tea’ invariably means Indian tea.
Secondly, tea should be made in small quantities — that is, in a teapot. • 
Tea out of an urn is always tasteless, while army tea, made in a cauldron, 
tastes of grease and whitewash. The teapot should be made of china or 
earthenware. Silver or Britanniaware teapots produce inferior tea and 
enamel pots are worse; though curiously enough a pewter teapot (a rarity 
nowadays) is not so bad.
Thirdly, the pot should be warmed beforehand. This is better done by • 
placing it on the hob than by the usual method of swilling it out with hot 
water.
Fourthly, the tea should be strong. For a pot holding a quart, if you are • 
going to fill it nearly to the brim, six heaped teaspoons would be about 
right. In a time of rationing, this is not an idea that can be realized on every 
day of the week, but I maintain that one strong cup of tea is better than 
twenty weak ones. All true tea lovers not only like their tea strong, but like 
it a little stronger with each year that passes — a fact which is recognized 
in the extra ration issued to old-age pensioners.
Fifthly, the tea should be put straight into the pot. No strainers, muslin • 
bags or other devices to imprison the tea. In some countries teapots are 
fitted with little dangling baskets under the spout to catch the stray leaves, 
which are supposed to be harmful. Actually one can swallow tea-leaves in 
considerable quantities without ill effect, and if the tea is not loose in the 
pot it never infuses properly.
Sixthly, one should take the teapot to the kettle and not the other way • 
about. The water should be actually boiling at the moment of impact, 
which means that one should keep it on the flame while one pours. Some 
people add that one should only use water that has been freshly brought to 
the boil, but I have never noticed that it makes any difference.
Seventhly, after making the tea, one should stir it, or better, give the pot a • 
good shake, afterwards allowing the leaves to settle.
Eighthly, one should drink out of a good breakfast cup — that is, the • 
cylindrical type of cup, not the flat, shallow type. The breakfast cup holds 
more, and with the other kind one’s tea is always half cold before one has 
well started on it.
Ninthly, one should pour the cream off the milk before using it for tea. • 
Milk that is too creamy always gives tea a sickly taste.
Tenthly, one should pour tea into the cup first. This is one of the most • 
controversial points of all; indeed in every family in Britain there are 
probably two schools of thought on the subject. The milk-first school 
can bring forward some fairly strong arguments, but I maintain that my 
own argument is unanswerable. This is that, by putting the tea in first and 
stirring as one pours, one can exactly regulate the amount of milk whereas 
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one is liable to put in too much milk if one does it the other way round.
Lastly, tea — unless one is drinking it in the Russian style — should be • 
drunk without sugar. I know very well that I am in a minority here. But 
still, how can you call yourself a true tealover if you destroy the flavour 
of your tea by putting sugar in it? It would be equally reasonable to put in 
pepper or salt. Tea is meant to be bitter, just as beer is meant to be bitter. If 
you sweeten it, you are no longer tasting the tea, you are merely tasting the 
sugar; you could make a very similar drink by dissolving sugar in plain hot 
water.
Some people would answer that they don’t like tea in itself, that they only • 
drink it in order to be warmed and stimulated, and they need sugar to take 
the taste away. To those misguided people I would say: Try drinking tea 
without sugar for, say, a fortnight and it is very unlikely that you will ever 
want to ruin your tea by sweetening it again.

Cheers Chris
---------------------------------------
I LOVE TEA!!!

From: Luke Gardener 
To: Chris Greenan, Cc: OUTC

April fools day ends at 12. Please please please, no more tea emails. If
they continue I will be forced to mount a raid on all of your houses and
have my own Boston Tea Party, except instead of throwing your tea in the
sea, I will be soaking it in petrol and proceeding to have a Guy Fawkes/tea
burning party, something I might yet do regardless, as there is no place for
tea on tramping trips...

From:Max Olsen 
To: Luke Gardener, Cc: OUTC

What, Luke? 
You don’t like getting Tea-mailed?

Opposite page: Cooker at work 
(Meg Buddle)

[Eds note: suprisingly they’re not 
making tea, perhaps that’s why the 
photo only won second place in the 
Hut and Camp Life division of the 
2015 Photo Competition.]
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“We spent $1000 to do THIS” - Frazer on Rivercrossing

“An appreciation of tea and Neil Young will get you far in the tramping club”
 - Rowan 

What is the meaning of Paradise? Dinner. (Joanna Davies)
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Fraser’s Aquanaughting Adventures
Lottie Armstrong

This was my first time leading an OUTC trip and I was partnered up with Fraser 
Brown (see Annual Dinner Awards 2015) to go aquanauting at Lake Marian. 
Before we even left, Fraser received a long and contentious email from a girl 
who bashed the idea of using aquanauts and repeatedly stated how she thought 
the trip was irresponsible. But if there isn’t even a slight bit of irresponsible-
ness, is it really an OUTC trip? To prove our safety consciousness we got those 
heinous yellow life jackets and Fraser even got us some $6 lilos from Kmart just 
in case the aquanauts didn’t make it - because lilos are known to be a very safe 
mode of transport across lakes!

Come Saturday we woke up to clear blue skies and lots of good spirits from our 
American punters. Paddles in hand we strolled up to the beautiful Lake Marian. 
At the end we were all sweaty and keen to go for a dip. We had carried in 3 
aquanauts and of course after attempting to inflate them 2 out of 3 didn’t even 
make it to the shore line without deflating. Out came the lilos then! 

Fraser was taking the first half of the girls out. Jackie and Lauren were all eager 
to go whilst Joy (who had joined the trip last minute) seemed a bit hesitant to get 
on a lilo and insisted on going in the aqaunaught with Fraser, the reason for this 
we later found out was because she could not swim…oops. Well of course the 
aquanaut didn’t last long. Half way across the lake it was sinking.  Joy obviously 
did not want to get out of the deflating boat leaving Fraser to slide out and kick 

Lauren, Joy, Fraser, Jackie, Austin, Jessie and Haema (Lottie Armstrong)
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behind the collapsing aquanaut. Joy, half submerged in water, tried to pitifully 
bail out as much water as possible. With this failing Fraser put the extra life 
jacket under Joys legs and she soon became the aquanaut.  Fraser, still swimming 
for the both of them, was probably seeing his watery grave. Apparently his main 
motivation to reach the shore was the thought- “there’s no point pulling the PLB 
whilst I’m in the middle of the lake because the helicopter wouldn’t be able to 
pick me up here!” So he had no option but kept kicking and at the same time 
he kept encouraging Joy to help out too by trying and re-inflating the aquanaut: 
“KEEP BLOWING JOY! KEEP BLOWING!!!” he would yell in between breaths 
of air as they slowly made their way back across the lake. Somehow they made 
it back to shore. Fraser a little shaken up but Joy seemed absolutely fine, not at 
all fazed on what just happened! Even in her soaking wet cotton t-shirt she was 
happy.
  
All in all the rest of the weekend went perfectly, myself and the other girls were 
still determined to get across the lake to see the waterfall but decided to ditch 
the aquanaughts and just to embrace the lilos. Lake Marian was stunning and 
was the perfect mirror the surrounding peaks. It was amazing to swim across 
the lake whilst hearing the roars of avalanches high up in the mountains, it was 
all a very surreal experience. It was also was a wonderful chance to get to know 
Haema, Jessie and Austin. We came away from the weekend with new friends, 
amazement for Lake Marian’s beauty, a whole new love for the song Riptide and 
great and rather hilarious memories.  Hopefully Fraser felt the same!

“They are natives, so you really shouldn’t squish them.” 
- Danilo on Sandflies at the Fiordland premeet

“The price of aquanaughts has gone up with inflation.” 
- Ella Borrie
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Falls Creek Dating Profiles

Sara Boucher
Nickname: That’s what she said
Special Abilities: Beer making, 
gourmet backcountry chef
Perfect Date: Rolling in the moss 
while drinking a cheeky craft beer

Ella Borrie
Nickname: Slow & Steady
Special Abilities: Bum shuffling, 
Mother Theresa’s modern equivalent
Perfect Date: Staying in my 
sleeping bag while my date makes 
me a cup of tea

Tom Adams
Nickname: Alpha
Special Abilities: Hunter, gatherer, 
banter
Perfect Date: With Me

Vince Daub
Nickname: Autobahn: Smooth & 
Fast
Special Abilities: Tent fly erection, 
lumberjack
Perfect Date: Getting ass kicked by 
a clan of kea
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Connor Geany
Nickname: Gandalf
Special Abilities: Recreating Lord of 
the Rings
Perfect Date: A packed pipe and the 
Fellowship

Chris Church
Nickname: Cub
Special Abilities: Being a 
sophisticated lad, intimate knowledge 
of geography
Perfect Date: Running down a 
moraine away from kea

Reuban Cane
Nickname: Bushbasher
Special Abilities: Good taste in 
merino, a winning smile
Perfect Date: Every date I go on is 
perfect
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It was to be an easy trip, a quiet meander up McKellar Saddle. Four to six hours 
return, not technically challenging in the slightest…this was the plan and what 
the lucky punters signed up for. However when tramping we don’t like to follow 
our own plans…the day started off well with some gorgeous scenery and a side 
trip up to Key Summit. We may have got naked in front of tourists…definitely a 
liberating experience. 

We then reached Lake Howden, where we had a quick snack break and soaked 
in the stunning reflections that the lake had to offer. As we strode alongside the 
lake, Charlotte and I began debating our route and whether we had missed the 
correct turn off. The decision was made that if we had missed it we would simply 
solve the problem by completing the entire Greenstone Caples Loop…we had 
capable punters after all. Charlotte was under the impression (aided by our lack 
of map) that it would be a long Saturday hike but a relatively moderate walk back 
out on Sunday. Despite these emergency plans, we had not missed our turnoff. 
Panic over. 

We then stopped for a wee chat with the group; how adventurous were they feeling 
and would they like to perhaps, I don’t know, walk the whole Greenstone Caples 
Track anyway? The plan was for a long day on Saturday then Sunday would 
only be around a six hour tramp back to the Divide. (Note that we had been silly 
enough not to take a map with us, figuring that the track was going to be well 
enough marked as it was). Upon reflection, our thinking may have been slightly 
delusional. Anyway, everyone was keen so we set off up to conquer McKellar 

Not McKellar Saddle
Charlotte Crisford and Imogen Van Pierce

Trip Members: Aneta Albrechtová, Charlotte Crisford, Imogen 
Van Pierce, Megan Wright, Andrea Barnaby, Rebecca Allnutt, 

Freddy Riddiford and Moyan Oeß.
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Saddle as a starting point and celebrated on top with a delicious lunch nestled in 
the scrub.  Spirits were high and the saddle glorious; oh what a wonderful life in 
the bush! The blisters were yet to set in and there was a (fucking cold) river to 
paddle in, what more could we want? 

Mid Caples Hut was reached early evening, where despite after only a little 
resistance from our punters, we tramped on towards the carpark turn off after a 
much needed toilet and water break. The look of people’s faces when we reach 
our campsite and saw a sign saying that it was 7-11 hours on to McKellar Hut…it 
was 8pm by this stage and we had been walking for 11 hours or so…we were not 
popular. To stop mutiny, Charlotte quickly whipped up dinner while the rest of 
us set up the tent fly, which constitutes luxurious accommodation in these parts. 
Possums may have come. Rocks may not have been thrown fast enough. And 
biscuits may have been eaten by said possums during the night. 

United in our hatred for biscuit-eating critters, we set off the next morning…it 
was 6am and rather dark.

Charlotte and I had reasoned (bribed) our punters into thinking that a 5am wakeup 
call would be awesome (and hopefully allow us to arrive back at the Divide in 
time). Quick note on Charlotte’s bribe, apparently we would all receive a small 
biscuit upon the completion of the trip…little did we foresee that she would 
abscond with all the biscuits and disappear into a remote van. Never to be seen 
again (the biscuits, not the girl - unfortunately we still have her). Second note, 
Imogen was getting very stressed at this point.  

Sunday morning consisted of a lot of darkness and mild grumbling; while 
Charlotte led the pack as (she said) she had experience on this part of the track…
apparently experience isn’t everything. In the bush those helpful orange markers 
ceased to appear, so Charlotte being Charlotte spent the next two hours wondering 
how we were all going to kill her if she got us lost. Luckily dawn descended upon 
us and we reached the Greenstone Hut turn off and (sigh of relief) sign post. 
Imogen continued to panic about the time and strict 15 minute rest intervals were 
scheduled…and no more than two of these were awarded to our ever so lucky 
bunch of battlers. One lovely punter by the name of Freddy was having a hard 
time of it, by the time I had picked up his tissues up for the third time, I came 
to the conclusion he wasn’t feeling 100%...in hindsight I could have been more 
sympathetic and it’s a miracle he’s still tramping.
 
Basically it was a long fucking hike home and the scenery didn’t make up 
for it. Not only were we battling blisters galore but also Andrea succeeded in 
aggravating her old hip injury and everyone’s knees were complaining. Drugs 
were retrieved from packs and strapping tape applied, but basically all we could 
do was say “toughen up sweetie, here’s a cookie, now walk!” 
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On arriving at McKellar Hut, we split into two groups with Charlotte and I 
leading one each. The idea was for the faster group to get back to the Divide 
before the bus left. In hindsight, we really weren’t travelling much faster than a 
quick hobble. However, we made it back only slightly late (an hour and half) and 
the vans were still there - we later found out they had completely forgotten us, 
cheers Luke. The sense of relief was overwhelming and the tears were real. 

While some will say we were crazy, we accepted the challenge like the true 
champions we are (Charlotte’s words not mine). Definitely type two fun…almost 
type three…but the thought of pizza in Gore was too good to ignore and so 
we left Fiordland and the infamous McKellar Saddle-turned Greenstone Caples 
adventure behind. Never again. 

When in the bush, be like the bush….freeee!
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Livingstone
Emma Kelly

Well dear reader let me tell you about the story of Livingstone Ridge which 
happened many moons ago.......

There once was a pair of twins, one who was of Sri Lankan birth, Shamini, and 
one of English heritage, Emily. They were brought together by their parents, 
their mother a Sri Lankan Queen and their father an English knight. The twins 
although not related by blood shared the same destiny and roamed the earth 
together taking care of creation and loving all. 

Alas one day the twins’ father fell ill and no human medicine would cure him. 
Shamini was in search of a lake that was foretold about in legends. The power 
of healing contained by the lake was unlike any medicine ever known and the 
only cure for her father’s illness. Even though to embark on this journey was 
considered foolish and impossible Shamini was determined. Emily was not 
impressed with this idea as it posed many dangers and they would encounter 
lethal mythological creatures. Emily agreed to embark only if they recruited two 
others; an angry female hobbit and a bearded gingerbread man. 

The four of them set off through fields of green grass, yellow tussocks and 
swamp lands. They climbed hills for days and days, only stopping when extreme 
exhaustion hit. Shamini was beginning to struggle and one day tripped and fell 
down a 50 foot bank. Thinking she had perished Emily cried out on sorrow 
but to her joy Shamini rose up carried by in the arms of an angel. The Angel 

The Two Princesses (Angel Gabriel)
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Gabriel, had been sent by their mother and had been following the twins since 
they embarked on their intrepid journey. They continued until they arrived at 
Livingstone Ridge, a place known for its mythical creatures and dangerous rock 
slides. The ridge was like nothing they had encountered, it required skill and 
strength of no ordinary man. They fought off never before seen creatures, and 
endured climates akin to the Sahara desert at noon and like the Arctic at night. 

Still they pressed on, fighting to stay alive. 

On the 45th day when they had almost given up, a tall, strong soldier appeared 
in the distance. He offered to take them down the hill on the brown bear he had 
tamed. The five companions climbed on, they made in down the ridge and into 
the valley below with Gabriel flying alongside. The valley was filled with life, 
fairies were dancing all around and elves swung through the trees. They came 
through the forest to find the lake stretching out before them. 

The Queen of the Elves suddenly burst out from the trees with a grave warning. 
She spoke of dark magic that had been buried in the lake for one thousand years 
making the water poison to all who drank it. Shamini and Emily were devastated! 
How could their father survive without water from this lake? But as soon as their 
pure tears touched the lake’s surface they infiltrated the lake’s evil core and it 
began to change. The evil that had sat polluting it for a millennium was being 
countered, then was overcome! Six unicorns rose out of the lake and they each 
rode one home. After they had given their father some of the water (which had 
regained its medicinal properties) and they all lived happily ever after.

Tarns on Livingstone Range (Emma Kelly)
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of a shock when I said that a prerequisite for coming on our trip was a tuxedo 
or suit, or a ball gown, and that people would have to be prepared to help out in 
carrying a foldable deck chair, as sadly, even I had to concede a proper armchair 
was probably a bit too much to ask. Rowan looked a wee bit disgusted, but our 
trip was inundated with people who were keen for the adventure. Unfortunately, 
we only had room for three people, and a number of people who would have been 
good value missed out.

The night before we were due to leave I decided that carrying a deck chair, on top 
of a harness and other climbing gear, a tux, and a bottle of scotch, was just a bit 
too much, especially considering how bad the track up Moraine Creek to Lake 
Adelaide is.  With deep regret, I left it behind. 

The journey to Fiordland was fairly uneventful and before we knew it ten of 
us (Eva’s group, who were going to Lake Adelaide, were with us as well) were 
camping in the shelter down the Hollyford. It was a beautiful starry night and the 
weather was looking good for the following day.

We got up early the next morning, and the ten of us began walking the rough track 
up Moraine Creek. There was a wasp nest hidden along the track somewhere, and 
a few people were stung on the way past. We managed to lose the track a couple 
of times; at one point Freya thought part of the group was ahead of us, so she 
began a cracking pace to catch them, only to find out later she couldn’t have 
caught them because they had actually missed a track marker, had gotten lost, 
and were behind us. Eventually we found everyone again, and before too long 
we had emerged from the thick Fiordland forest into snow grass and moraine. 

Gifford’s Gap AKA What One 
Will do for Some Awful Scotch!
Luke Gardener

I was really struggling to come up with 
a trip idea for Fiordland this year. In 
the end I thought it would be cool to do 
another trip up Gifford’s Gap from Lake 
Adelaide, this time without Alexis to hold 
my hand. It was pretty easy to convince 
Rowan to return as well, and before we 
knew it we were advertising our trip at 
the pre-meet. I really wanted to recreate 
the scene at the end of most episodes of 
Boston Legal where Alan Shaw sits beside 
Denny Crane, drinking Scotch. Rowan 
was unaware that I was after something 
more than a tramping trip, so he got a bit 

A bastard in his element
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There is a hard slog up some crappy scrub, however the view from the head 
of the lake makes it all worth it. The deep cobalt of Lake Adelaide grabs you. 
It’s a blue that speaks of snow melt, and icy depths, of glaciers long past, and 
Fiordland rain storms. It’s not just the lake itself though, it’s the greeny-gold of 
the snow tussock that really makes the lake stand out, framing it, drawing your 
gaze. The lake turns South, leading into gentle slopes which suddenly give way 
to the towering granite walls of the Darran Mountains, forming a bowl at the 
head of the valley. When we first reached the lake these looming walls were 
bathed in the strong, bright autumn sunlight, but at sunrise they turned pink, 
then purple, followed by a bright, warm, red-orange, reminiscent of days spent 
in the desert, rather than rainforest. Put simply, Lake Adelaide is one of the most 
stunning places I have ever had the fortune to visit. 

After enjoying the view and the sun, we made slow progress navigating through 
the bluffs above Lake Adelaide, reaching Gill’s Biv just on nightfall. It was a bit 
cosy with ten of us, but we managed to all squeeze in between the high and low 
bivvy rock. It was a fun night with some evening yoga, bouldering, and great 
banter with Eva and Jeremy’s group. Eva was very jealous of the fact that I had 
brought bacon for my group, while they were cooking a vegan meal…

We woke up at 6:15 the next morning and began getting ready for the gap. Freya 
decided that she wasn’t feeling up to the Gap after some of the bluffs above Lake 

(Luke Gardener)
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Adelaide, which I could understand; I’d been more than a tad scared last time I 
did the Gap and still wasn’t sure how I would find it this time (not that I’m saying 
that was the reason Freya didn’t come up). By the time we had begun walking 
past Lake Adelaide, sunlight was beginning to spill onto the slopes above the 
Gap. From afar, it always looks intimidating, but as we got closer, the route 
began to take shape, looking very doable. To my surprise I found it a cakewalk 
this time. I’m still unsure whether this was a result of knowing I had done it 
before, or the fact that I’ve been doing a lot more rock climbing, so anything 
that has a lot of jugs seems fine. Regardless, before we knew it we were on top 
of the Adelaide Saddle, getting amazing views towards Mitre Peak and Milford 
Sound, and Lake South America well below us. Just as we started walking up 
towards Barrier Knob, we heard the harsh cry of a kea nearby. Suddenly, we were 
surrounded by a circus of kea (yes, circus or curiosity is the name for a group of 
kea). Looking around we were able to count 21 individual birds. It was pretty 
special considering how low kea numbers are getting, although they were taking 
a bit too much interest in our packs of my liking!

We carried on, and before we knew it we were on top of Barrier Knob, I quickly 
got my tuxedo out, my scotch glass, and of course the bottle of scotch, and set 
up for a photo. Canadian Jeremy stripped naked, bar a helmet covering his head 
and a bow tie around his neck, while Reuben also changed into a shirt and tie. 
We managed to get a few good photos just before the cloud closed in.  The 
scotch however, was disgusting, and doesn’t even deserve to be called whisky. 
I was also a bit disappointed we didn’t have the armchair. However, just as I 
had got changed out of tux to descend we heard a shout from below, and who 
should we see? A bunch of rock climbers looking a bit lost. You’ll never guess 
what they were carrying with them… It turns out a stainless steel chair may 
or may not have been liberated/temporarily borrowed for the weekend from an 
eating establishment somewhere between Dunedin and Te-Anau. Said chair may 
or may not have been carried by another group to Gertrude Saddle. From there 
some people climbing Barrier Knob may or may not have carried it to the summit 
to meet us. Since they had made the effort to get the chair, I had to change back 
into the tux, and we got a few good photos of everyone before descending.

The descent was a lot worse than the last time I did the trip. Instead of the foot 
of snow that I had experienced the previous May there was rock hard ice that we 
had to front point down. I had not been prepared for it, especially as the steep 
ice ends in a cliff edge that drops 100m to Gertrude Valley below. It was a bit 
unnerving. Still, I didn’t feel I could complain too much as one of our party was 
happy enough down climbing with a chair on his shoulder!

It was plain sailing from the bottom of the ice, and before we knew it we were on 
our way to the Divide Shelter to meet everyone before the trip back to Dunedin.

Cheers Rowan, Jeremy, Reuben and Freya for a pretty awesome trip.

Above: Luke and his associates 
Below: Punters on the move (Luke Gardener)
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Above: Luke and his associates 
Below: Punters on the move (Luke Gardener)



-42-

The Meaning of ‘Wet’ in Fiordland
Max Ol’son

Anybody who has ever spent any time in Fiordland will be familiar with the fact 
that ‘wet’ and related terms take on entirely new meanings in a place that can 
receive upwards of eight metres of rain per year. The following table shows how 
the definitions of ‘wet’ words change their meaning in the Fiordland tramping 
context. The first column contains a word relating to a level of dryness or wetness; 
the second, a summary of the word’s standard, Oxford English Dictionary (OED), 
definition. The third column illustrates the word’s use in the context of Fiordland 
tramping, and the fourth column provides a description of commonly observed 
physical manifestations of this kind of wetness.
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George gets slightly damp
 (Min Olsen)

“Let’s just assume we broke even and leave it at that”
 - Jamie Gardner on Fiordland

Photos:
Page 42 Top: Looking into the Caples Valley (Emma Kelly)

Bottom left: Tim’s back (Julia Leman)
Bottom right: Descending from Gertrude Saddle (Katie Snowden)

Page 43 Both: Gifford’s Gap trip  (Luke Gardener)

Swede As (Jeremy Metherell)
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We Walk at Night
Torea Scott-Fyfe

This is my account of the 5 passes trip undertaken in Easter 2015. It is how I 
remembered it, and of course there are other perspectives that I cannot represent. 
But this is what happened for me, and I record it here as a story of how it feels 
when things go wrong.

We walk at night.
We are five.
The night is warm.
I leap ahead in bare feet.
In the dark night there is a tunnel.
In the tunnel there are glow worms.
Beyond the tunnel ferns and glow worms and stars combine into the greatest 
beauty.
We wander back.
Car lights shine like aliens through the trees.
The other four decide I am the most likely to jump out of the dark and kill 
them.
---
We drive on.
At the road end the moon lights our way.
We sort our gear. I get excited about the ice axes. I’ve never used those before.
We wander along the path and talk.
Our most embarrassing memories, our thoughts on humanity.
We attempt deep conversations and fail and laugh a lot.
We reach a lookout over a silent silver lake, and fall asleep. 
---
We walk.
Each day takes us further.
We sleep through the rain.
We marvel at the setting sun.
They joke that they can’t imagine Becca or me angry, and that should be the aim 
of the trip.
---
At last we pass the second pass.
Just below we bathe in cool sunny water.
We look out towards the Olivines, and the tussock ledge from where we’ve 
come.
One of us is up ahead and doesn’t come when we call.
---
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Lunch at the top of the pass.
Geology!
Half the rocks are fire.
On the other half, a clear cut line, they change to ashy grey.
We eat, food is good.
We look ahead and point out our way, Cow Saddle just below.
A kea comes for a photo shoot, and we collect small rocks to carry in our 
pockets.
---
Down, and we laugh and talk and hop from rock to rock and are happy.
All is going well at last! We are finally back on schedule!
We can see where we are going, so beautiful and enticing up ahead.
---
Chris is way up the front.
Us three girls are at the back, we talk about travel and Ireland.
We’re not really paying too much attention to the overall way.
Just heading to where we last saw Rob heading, who is between us and Chris.
---
Suddenly we come to the edge of a grassy rocky knoll. It is a cliff ahead. A bigger 
cliff falls away to our right, smooth and sheer. A great gorge in which a waterfall 
crashes hollowly down.
We call, and Chris calls back. Over to our left, that is our way. It’s a flat enough 
path there, and there’s Chris, standing at the bottom of a tumbled rocky slope, cut 
clear through the high hill edges on either side.
It channels us down past our roadblock.
--- 
“Is Rob with you?” Chris asks.
--- 
At first we laugh.
“Bloody Rob” we say. “Typical”.
We shout and whistle.
We walk back up to where we were, and scout out just below.
There is nowhere he could have gone.
He was between us. We would have seen him.
Over to the left, past our channel down, another river cuts another cliff, tumbling 
to unseen depths below.
Warped cries seem to come from the waterfalls.  
We keep shouting.
Only echoes respond.
--- 
Shivers run through my body.
A silent, heavy horror fills us all.
--- 
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The sun is setting and the mountain and sky burn with such beauty.
It is like a horrible joke.
Kea fly overhead and laugh at our cries.
They sit and look at us sideways as we search.
One kea flies up beside me. “Do you know where he is?” I ask it.
(“Am I going mad?” I ask myself)
It chuckles and takes off back into its wild mountain sky home.
--- 
It may be the most beautiful sunset I have seen.
--- 
We scout in pairs, we leave our packs and our great red tent fly where they will be 
visible from the valley floor, we agree to meet back in fifteen minutes.
“Two of us should go look over there, and the other three look back where we 
came” says Chris.
“You mean the other two”, says Becca.
“What?”
“Because there’s four of us”
“No there’s five”
“Because Rob’s missing.”
“Oh… Fuck. Yeah.”
---
It’s almost funny in an awful, gut wrenching, laughing at a funeral type way.
A funeral…
No.
We quickly turn our attention to the search.
--- 
It’s starting to get dark now, still no sign at all.
We pack up our stuff and set off tensely to the base of the valley.
On the way down, we see just how big the cliffs on either side of us are.
If he’s not on the valley floor we’ll activate our PLB.
--- 
He’s not there.
--- 
It’s almost fully dark now.
We settle our stuff near the river.
We get out our head torches, set up the tent fly.
The stars are coming out.
We flash our torches to the hill.
No response.
We activate the PLB and settle down to wait.
--- 
None of us feel hungry but we know we should eat.
“What food do we have?” Becca asks.
I’m confused – we did the shopping together she should know what’s left. I start 
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to list – “couscous, risoni, onions, soup packets…”
“Yes, but what was Rob carrying?”
Oh… Fuck. Yeah.
Keep forgetting that, in a weird way.
Pushing it to the back of my brain where I don’t have to know.
--- 
Turns out Rob was only carrying a couple of carrots and some cheese.
“Damn, the only things I would actually feel like eating” says Chris.
--- 
Food is just what we need. Warm and wholesome, it gives solidity to this whole 
crazy weird situation.
We make conversation, make each other laugh. Make jokes. Talk about how 
Rob’s probably just bivvying somewhere.
But we don’t believe it.
How could he have got past? 
We ask it again and again.
How did he not hear us shout?
If he’s ok, where did he go?
There’s just no way that he can be…
…alive.
But we never finish that sentence.
“He’ll be fine” we quickly say. 
He’ll be fine.
--- 
We huddle together and stare towards the starry sky, where the helicopter will 
come from, if it comes.
We wait.
We prepare to be awake all night.
The river sounds like voices.
None of us can sleep.
--- 
All of a sudden there it is, a flashing on the horizon! It comes closer, it whirrs – 
Helicopter! 
Helicopter!
We didn’t expect it so soon, we are so relieved, we jump up, we flash our 
torches.
The helicopter lands near and our stuff blows everywhere in its wild wind.
We run towards it, towards the bright bright lights, towards the tall shadows of 
the LandSAR crew.
--- 
They are calm, they hear our story. They get us to point at the place we last saw 
him on the hillside, on the map. I am holding the map, and my hands shake so 
much we can’t see a thing. “You need to get warm”, they tell me, but it’s not the 
cold that gets to me.
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--- 
“Is he a competent tramper? Did he have a lot of experience?”
We realise we don’t really know. “He wasn’t very sure footed” Lottie says.
“Could he have gone off down that valley, for instance?” (Pointing to the opposite 
way from where we were heading).
No! we say. We were talking about it at lunch! We pointed down the other valley 
and said “That’s our path”…
But was Rob listening at lunch?
We don’t know how he could have got past us, though.
He was between us. And the cliffs.
And those were very real cliffs.
--- 
The helicopter takes off, spotlights the hills. They come back, take Chris to direct 
them, still can’t find him.
They decide they can’t do more tonight. They’re not seeing anything, and the 
helicopter needs more fuel. 
With the night vision goggles, if a match flashed, they would see it.
--- 
They decide to take Chris back with them, as trip leader, to tell the team in Te 
Anau the story.
We are to wait here until morning.
Keep an eye out.
Flash the torch and yell hourly.
Re-activate the PLB if something changes.
Try and get some sleep.
--- 
Who are you kidding we’re not going to sleep.
--- 
Our group of three feels so small.
It’s very quiet here now.
Dark and starry and cold and quiet.
Except for the river, that mumbles and shouts like people.
--- 
We clutch together in our sleeping bags, staring at the rocks and the sky.
We talk. 
Some things deep, some things just to fill the space.
Memories of past traumas.
Random things we learnt in class.
---- 
The sky and the black mountains are too huge for my brain.
--- 
The hugeness of the world.
The hugeness of the sky.
The cold cold stars.
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They hurt.
--- 
In my mind I can see him somewhere on that fiery mountain.
Lying broken below the splattering falls.
I am sad because he had my compass round his neck and I doubt I’ll ever get it 
back.
I feel guilty for caring about a compass.
--- 
Becca gets her camera out and we look at the trip photos.
Some of them are funny.
We laugh about all the things that happened.
The zigzag of pointless river crossings.
The sudden changes in my expression when I notice Becca is taking photos of 
me.
Us all dancing on the pass when Chris accidentally takes a video not a photo on 
timer.
The kea yelling abuse at Chris.
We are all silent whenever there is a photo of Rob.
--- 
But it is a world of light and freedom and it immerses me completely.
I feel shocked when we get to the end and we have to look up –
The world.
It is huge and dark and terrifying.
There is no way to hide.
--- 
The night is dark and never ending.
We shiver in and out of sleep. 
Often we sit up and blow our whistles and flash our lights.
All is shrill and empty in the wilderness.
---
I keep thinking I see lights flashing on the hillside.
Voices crying out.
Helicopters whirring in the streams.
---
And at one point I wake up from my half sleep and see a clear bright light 
shining on the side of the mountain “that’s him” my mind cries, he’s regained 
consciousness and he’s signalling and I stare hard and I think it’s moving – is it 
moving? – and I sit up and grab a torch – “Do you see that?” my heart is beating 
so fast as we all stare at that point.
The world is strangely light.
--- 
We get no response from the light on the hill, and no it is not moving.
Except the moon is rising over the horizon.
Rising and shining over our fiery col.
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It gleams on the rocks.
It makes them flash.
In the black and white light of moonrise, the cliffs are as empty as ever.
--- 
Morning came at last.
After eternity.
--- 
The helicopter came early, at the crack of dawn.
They dropped Chris off and started searching again straight away.
We were so cold, we walked in circles to stomp feeling into our boots.
The looks in our eyes break my heart.
--- 
I walked in circles.
I have lost track of what happened then.
Lottie went up in the helicopter.
We packed up all our stuff. We unpacked it again.
We brushed our teeth.
We had to lie on top of everything whenever the helicopter landed. Water flew 
like rain.
I washed my face in the river.
I wandered downstream to the sun.
The helicopter whirred incessantly.
The sun reached our camping spot. 
We tried to play games on paper to fill time.
We tried to talk.
We gave up talking.
---
The chopper ran out of fuel again and left us for another hour.
It was quiet.
We waited.
In our eyes was silent, unspoken dread.
In my brain the black stars.
“He’ll be fine” we said.
Then we said nothing.
---
I wonder if things would have gone differently if we were nicer to him.
--- 
The helicopter came back with a new strategy: containment. They couldn’t find 
him on the cliffs so they were going to scour the valley. They would drop two 
of us down the end of the valley we weren’t meant to go down and work back 
from there.
Because surely he must be somewhere in between.
--- 
Lottie and I got in the helicopter.
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A strange feeling, lifting in the air. 
It is beautiful, exciting, scary, it is all surreal.
Even though it is horrible you have to look at the view.
--- 
And then I saw footprints.
--- 
There on the river flats – writing! Writing in the sand. 
Heart pumping.
We hover to look then carry on down the river.
--- 
Rob is walking down the rocks by the roaring river, pack on his back, my compass 
round his neck.
He waves cheerfully and smiles and keeps on walking.
---
They drop Lottie and I back at the river flat so they can pick him up.
We are shaking, hearts beating, shocked and amazed and crying.
That was him.
Oh my god that was him.
Lottie starts sprinting after the helicopter, through the rocks and trees, she’s 
frantic, “Rob!” she’s yelling – turns to me where is he?
They’re going to pick him up I say; we go back to the river flat in shock.
We can’t believe it.
---
I will never forget Rob’s face as the helicopter lands and he sees us.
I wish I could forget it.
A nonchalant shrug, dismissive, annoyed, like ‘what the fuck are you guys doing 
getting me picked up in a helicopter?’
Now I’m in a different kind of shock.
---
We get back,
Becca’s first words: “What the fuck Rob?” 
Pretty much sums it up.
---
There is a lot of bullshit after that.
“I can’t believe you guys popped the PLB on me after one night.”
“Wait till I tell you guys.”
“Look at my photos it was so awesome.”
---
The Landsar crew quiz him:
Did you see the helicopter last night?
Yep
What did you do?
I waved my arms and I blew my whistle
Did you shine your torch?
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Oh yeah and I shined my torch…
---
We tried to work out how he had got past us, where he had gone down, why he 
had kept going. What he had been thinking.
Honestly I still don’t have a clue, and if he does he’s not saying.
---
“Did you hear us shouting for you?” we ask.
He said he’d heard us once.
“What did you do?”
He told us he’d called back.
(There was once right at the beginning when we thought we’d heard him, but it 
was only once and we wrote it off as echoes).
After we shouted, did he stop, did he try to find us?
No.
Did he think to look for us at the bottom?
No.
He said he thought he was going to meet us at “The Destination.”
I wonder where that is.
---
We were so angry.
We were so emotional.
We yelled.
Fuck I was so angry.
No amount of sticking my head in the stream could cool it.
I am no doubt very hasty.
But just the sheer, disconnected, illogical, unseeing, unreasonableness of Rob’s 
response!
---
“We thought you were dead.”
Finally, out in the open, the terror of the night.
---
He still didn’t get it.
I doubt he ever will.
---
We all got helicoptered out at least.
“The other trampers are very distressed” our LandSAR saviours said over the 
radio when the base suggested we walk out.
They took Rob away first.
They probably thought we were a danger to him.
---
We were taken to Hollyford Gunns Camp, the four of us.
The pilot was amazing and took us on a loop to see the Park Pass Glacier (where 
I never did get to try that pointy ice axe)
Relief, proper laughter, begins to bubble through us.
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---
At Gunns camp we get changed out of our disgusting, sweaty, sandfly-covered 
clothes.
We wander down to the river.
The small beach there becomes covered in our agitated footprints as we try to 
make sense of it all.
I give up and dive in. I really love water for that.
---
Chris tells us about the night in Te Anau.
The police and LandSAR team were up all night.
They had been pretty certain it was a worst case scenario.
“They were asking me what I thought we should do about you girls, when they 
found the body.”
The pain in his eyes.
Chris had a night at least as bad as ours.
--- 
Finally our escort arrives.
We get a few strange looks as us dirty trampers pile into the police cars.
---
We listen to the police radios crackle about crazy tourist drivers.
Far out those police cars can go fast!
---
At Te Anau
They introduced themselves, fed us hot drinks, bought us Subway.
We read our names and all our details on their whiteboards. 
Thank you LandSAR et al you are amazing.
---
We debrief.
Rob’s story doesn’t add up. It keeps changing. They keep giving him ways out.
---
The thing that shocked me most:
“When we came to winch you up, you insisted you were not lost, and didn’t want 
to get in the helicopter. Why?”
He had no answer. Or wait, something like “I thought my group was just ahead.” 
Although he’d previously said he knew we were behind him. What? 
“Maybe you thought you would have to pay for getting in the helicopter?” the 
man asked.
So that’s Rob’s story now.
---
They said he should shout us a beer and we could all move on.
But I found I couldn’t do that.
You see, we thought he was dead.
For that long night and day, we were staring at his ghost.
And then he didn’t give a shit.
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I tried, I tried to move on.
I said something about how at least it had been a beautiful night to be kept awake 
(in terror) on.
“You’re welcome guys” says he.
No.
He didn’t learn a thing.
---
Becca’s mum came to drive us home.
It was a big relief.
Just us three girls.
It was sad to part our group of four survivors.
Like we need each other now.
---
We drove back to Dunedin and I dream about those stars.
That massive expanse of cold emptiness – 
It is beautiful wilderness and it is death.
I feel I might always be on that valley floor,
Waiting
Listening.
Walking through that night.
 

(Meg Buddle)
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Kaitiaki Peak
Eva Duncan

Upon arriving back from a very, very cold winter in Canada, I was itching to 
head into the hills to soak up some good weather and tick off a few mountains. 
Before I left I made a new Canadian friend who was about to do an exchange at 
the University of Otago. We agreed to do some tramping together; I would show 
him some of the amazing scenery that New Zealand has to offer, and what better 
place to go than Aoraki National Park?

Our destination was Kaitiaki Peak (1900 metres) next to the popular route of 
Ball Pass which looks directly onto the Caroline face to Aoraki itself. As the trip 
was limited to two days, we decided to stick to one side of the pass (the entire 
route beginning from the Hooker Glacier) and walk to Ball Hut (a trip that can be 
done in a day) that overlooks the Tasman Glacier and onwards to some of New 
Zealand’s tallest mountains. After spending a comfortable night in the hut (with 
space for 3 and camping available) we had an alpine start and began our ascent of 
the ridgeline to the peak. The route is initially marked by rock cairns and a more 
prominent track is defined as you gain height. Even if you don’t intend to make 
the summit, the views presented from the ridgeline are astounding and bestow an 
opportunity to see our tallest mountain in all its glory. 

The next landmark is Caroline Hut, which is private and provides emergency 
shelter if the situation should arise. From here onwards, snow and ice experience 
may be required depending on the time of year. In the hot month of January 
crampons weren’t necessary but still essential to bring of course, as well as an ice 
axe or two. From here navigation is required but still straight-forward for those 
with experience. 

Ball Pass is the next destination to make your way up to Kiatiaki. Again, this 
requires navigation and at this time of year we were exposed to scree and rock. 
The route is essentially quite straightforward and an easy grade 2. It looks on 
some of New Zealand’s best and most challenging climbs.

After descending the same side, we made it back out to the car for a total trip time 
of 14 hours on the day of summit. It is a long day but there is the option of staying 
at Ball Hut for a second night. 

This is a great trip providing unique and up-close views of some of New Zealand’s 
best country with options available for all levels of fitness. 
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A Week Long Grovel up the Perth
Jamie Gardner

Trip Members: Thomas McKellar, Laura Doughty, Torea Scott-Fyfe, Johanna 
Tonnon, Chris Chopper King, Penzy Dinsdale, Mark Mason, Jamie Gardner and 
Captain Cox

Definition
Grovelling- vb, to travel slowly in an unconventional manner.

Over the summer break a group of us did a trip up to the Garden of Eden ice 
plateau. Most of the time was spent grovelling up and down the Perth River, 
a tributary to the Whataroa River on the West Coast. It turns out this river is 
not entirely straight forward, being choked with massive boulders. We wouldn’t 
recommend travelling up the river without a group size of at least 9 persons. This 
ensures that that all members can receive appropriate amounts of emotional and 
physical support.

Over the course of the trip a team communication strategy was put in place to 
ensure good progress up the river. Those in front checked out potential routes, 
then this information was relayed to the rest to the group. T-Slot Tom then made 
the call whether the route should be followed or not, and if a sling/counselling/ 
crying would be required for the route. 

Across: Leader’s signals used to communicate with the group 
Below: Grovelling (Penzy Dinsdale)
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A Grovel in the Perth
Penzy Dinsdale
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Group counselling  [Eds note: spot the Antics 2014] (Laura Doughty)

Squad Goals (Rowan Cox)
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Stackin’ It
Meg Buddle

Late November found myself, Henry 
and Charlotte heading on our merry 
way up to Ohau for a womble into 
South Temple Hut. But little did we 
know, it was this particular mid-
week that the local Dunedin boys 
school John-McGlashan College, in 
the midst of their year 10 end of year 
camp, had chosen for a foray into 
the South Temple valley from their 
lodge in the nearby Hopkins Valley. 
On nearing the hut, we began to see 
all sorts of adolescent boys appearing 
and disappearing through the foliage 
- some seemingly comfortable in the 
natural environment, and others not 
so much. 

During a late lunch by the river bank we were approached by one of the teachers 
who explained that the schoolboys were to camp outside that night while the 
teachers enjoyed the shelter of the hut, in which they could make room for us if 
we wanted. Charlotte and I gallantly allowed Henry a space in the crowded hut 
while we set up the tent in the burgeoning rain. Henry would later find that a 
substantial proportion of the teachers, mostly in their twenties and thirties, were 
meatheads. 

What was intriguing about the meatheaded teachers (although in fairness it was 
probably only one or two that deserved that title) was their obsession with one 

Stackin’ on Mt Stackhouse
(Henry Ritchie)

(Meg Buddle)



-67-

of the pupils, only referred to affectionately by all as “Stackhouse”. One of 
the main meathead offenders would wax lyrically about Stackhouse’s physical 
prowess being a result of coming from “good solid stock” and that one could tell 
which one was Stackhouse from afar because he “looked like he belonged in the 
wilderness”. Although us two girls didn’t get a chance to lay eyes on the 14 year 
old golden boy, Henry noted that his expectations were not met when Stackhouse 
himself came into talk to his adoring teachers (“scrawny” was a word Hen used). 
However, having never seen him on the rugby field that seemed to be frequented 
by Stackhouse and admiring teacher alike, we could make no final judgement. 

Regardless of whether Stackhouse deserved the praise or not, the three of us 
found the whole situation incredibly hilarious and proceeded to overuse the term 
“Stackhouse” or some variation of it in the way that friends who spend far too 
much time together and have little else to talk about tend to do (cf “snickerdoodle” 
in a previous Antics). 

The following day the weather had cleared and we lazed our way up one of 
the nearby unnamed peaks, which we predictably thought fit to name “Mt 
Stackhouse.” We hope that all future OUTCers respect this title, and reflect on 
the importance of getting the youth involved in the outdoors should they climb 
the glorious Mt Stackhouse (pt 1975 just south of South Temple Hut).  

Buddle and her bud (Charlotte Crisford)
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Glade-Dore Pass
Cara-Lisa Schloots

Trip Members: Thomas Dwight, Cara-Lisa Schloots, Erika Lena, Jonathan King, 
Thomas Koch and Christian Stenvall.

I can’t say I was keen to get off the bus to set up our tents in the pitch black. I 
can’t say I even really knew where we were. Earl Mountain Carpark. I was pretty 
confused to be honest. What were the Earl Mountains anyway? I’d never heard 
of them.

We got up early the next morning, packed up quickly while a robin watched us 
and headed up the Hut Creek track right to the head of the valley. It was a nice 
day, no clouds, perfect blue skies, everyone was pretty impressed with the views, 
and we weren’t even at the highest point of the day yet. From the head of the 
valley we turned sharp left and followed up a creek bed. Soon enough we could 
see the steep, bare face below Glade Pass that you had to sidle around the left of. 
We found a good route up a steep but stable section with plenty of plants to grab, 
along with the odd spaniard.

Apparently another group got stuck at the top of Glade Pass, but they were doing 
it the other way and couldn’t find their way down. It didn’t look too bad. We 
stopped for lunch on top of Glade Pass, admiring the mountains around us while 
one of the guys filmed himself reciting Lord of the Rings quotes. We layered the 
hot sweet chilli sauce onto our wraps, the one you can only get in a glass bottle, 
along with the entire lettuce we’d carried up. 

And then we started down Glade Burn. Just before the bush line I scored a great 
set of antlers, and tied them to my pack, it looked pretty cool. Once in the Beech 
forest we basically just followed the stream down. I went swimming a few times 
- to the detriment of my camera which started to do some weird stuff. When we 
got to camp the place was swarming with sandflies but we got a fire going on the 
shores of Lake Te Anau and everyone had a pretty good time. We enjoyed bacon 
and eggs in the morning, which surprisingly hadn’t been crushed in my pack.

Finding the route to Dore Pass from the river was a challenge, it’s not obvious 
so we spent a while searching. Sidling around to Dore Pass along a route was a 
welcome relief from walking down a flowing river and there were some pretty 
spectacular views. The regular waratahs ceased to be regular descending down 
from Dore Pass and there were a few awkward route choices before we made it 
to the river. By this time we were slightly worried about getting back on time so 
Christian went ahead to find the track that supposedly went back up into the bush 
from the stream. He caught up to us about five minutes along said track.

Admittedly it was a bit tricky to find, with substantial amounts of windfall at the 
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start. But after that it was relatively easy going all the way back to the Eglinton. 
We came out of the bush into a huge grassy field with thistles, all the seeds floating 
in the breeze. It looked pretty awesome. The entire trip was pretty awesome. We 
got to see some really beautiful places and its awesomeness was enhanced by the 
weather, which was sweet for Fiordland. It’s a really cool long weekend trip. 

Seen on the Routeburn (Luke Gardener)

[Eds note: this is nothing, Lochiel once saw a guy with his wheely bag starting 
the Routeburn. Also on the same day a guy tramping with his surfboard and 
skateboard.]
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Mt Brewster: A Lesson on How to Cluster 
Jamie Gardner

Trip Members: Meg Buddle, Tanja de Wilde, Sham Mahadevan, Jamie Gardner, 
Rowan Cox and Jared Altman

Definition
Clustering- vb, to mess around in a highly inefficient manner, achieving little 
with much effort and wasting of time and energy. 

So our attempt on Mt Brewster over Easter turned out to be the cluster of the year 
as far as trips are concerned, here are a few of the things that happened to earn 
such an award:

Cluster session 1: the prelude
It all started the night before at Hospital Flat, when the tent fly blew away at 
1am. This came as a rude awakening, but was quickly sorted. We awoke to rain 
in the morning. All good, we just had to jump in the car and drive to Wanaka 
for breakfast in the shelter. At this point however Rowan decided it would be a 
good time to lock his keys in the car, so the next hour or more was spent in the 
pouring rain trying to coat-hanger the door unlocked. Frustration, broken stuff 
and roadside assistance followed. 

Cluster session 2: decision time

Finally arriving in Wanaka, we thought it 
would be a good idea to actually decide 
where we were going tramping and pack 
our bags. This took ages. We finally 
decided on somewhere near the Turnbull 
River, West Coast. Upon arrival, a 
locked gate and the prospect of walking 
an additional 2km more than necessary 
brought uncertainty and indecision 
among the group. We decided to bail on 
that option and drove back to Haast to 
re-assess. Eventually it was decided… 
Mt Brewster! So a full unpacking and 
repacking of bags ensued. We got to 
Brewster Hut just on nightfall.

Cluster session 3: the approach
En route to Mt Brewster the following morning we somehow found ourselves 
mistakenly climbing Mt Armstrong. This meant we ended up down-climbing 

Clustering in the carpark 
(Jamie  Gardner)
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the north face of Armstrong… interesting. During this descent I decided that 
carrying a pack was too much of an ask so ‘dropped’ it down a 2 m rock step. I 
wasn’t expecting it to go bouncing 200 m down the mountain (nearly wiping out 
Meg on the way)! Thankfully only the group oats were lost to the mountains.

Cluster session 4: the climb
Finally climbing the slopes of Mt Brewster proper, we came to a smallish 
bergschrund blocking our path to the ridge. So we decided that we might as well 
use the rope. Unfortunately this cost us precious hours. Since for most of us it 
was our first alpine abseil, setting things up was very slow. We ended up getting 
turned around 50 meters later by the worst scree choss I have ever come across.

Cluster session 5: the descent 
After descending the upper mountain, we still needed to drop into the valley. Scree 
bashing turned to scrub bashing and daylight turned into moonlight. We were 
temporarily relieved to reach the bush line, before realising it was contaminated 
with sizeable bluffs. But hey, the valley floor couldn’t be that far away, and it 
was only midnight, so we pressed on. A frightening tumble of Sham down one of 
the bluffs resulted in the decision to do a bush abseil. That was a first. Then we 
admitted defeat to the bush and called it a night, sleeping in a hole. Comfy as!

The following day saw us reach the hut safely with one more precautionary bush 
abseil. The remainder of the trip ran smoothly.

Clustering Equation
So upon reflection we decided that the amount of clustering to be expected on a 
trip can be represented mathematically.  
[Note: The equation is still in the preliminary stages of validity testing]

Clustering (C) is dependent on
People factors (P). e.g. group cohesion, organisation, planning effort, • 
competency
Environmental factors (E). e.g. day light hours, forecast, presence of • 
schrunds/ bush bluffs

P and E are both given a severity ranking between 1 and 10. Thus clustering is 
given by

C=α∙ln P+β∙ ln E+γ

where α, β, γ are undetermined constants.
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Above: OUTC vandalising on Mt Brewster (Jamie Gardner)
Below: Downclimbing  Mt Armstrong (Jamie Gardner)
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Mount Brewster in Snow, Thunder, Lightning and Torrential 
Rain
Luke Gardener

Organising a trip for the last weekend of mid-semester break is not the best thing 
to do, especially from two weeks out. People generally get other offers in the 
meantime, or realise they haven’t done much work on the assignments that are 
due first week back. As a result, the trip I had been organising to Mount Armstrong 
and Mount Brewster was reduced from twenty five people to thirteen. 

The weather was not looking too good. Friday was raining, torrentially, clearing 
in the evening. Saturday was fine, but Sunday was absolutely atrocious, with 
snow, thunder, and lightning all forecast to bear down upon us. Nevertheless 
we decided to press on. So it was that thirteen lucky souls gathered (or perhaps 
more appropriately huddled) together in the cold rain outside OUSA on Friday 
evening. Before long, all the gear was packed, fairly sodden already, and we 
started down the well-travelled road to Wanaka.

The weather began to improve around Cromwell, and by the time we made it to 
Wanaka the blanket of clouds had been lifted to reveal a clear starry night. We 
arrived at the Fantail Falls carpark at 10:45pm to find the surrounding beach 
forest, illuminated by a bright half-moon, still dripping with the recent rain. 
There were also a significant number of mice making some people a bit nervous. 
Previously I would have judged them, however, I’d recently heard a horror story 
about someone getting a hole in their new sleeping bag as a result of a mouse 
seeking warmth. We set up the campsite for the night, not looking forward to the 
4am start we would need to make if we were to have any chance of reaching the 
summit.

Before we knew it the alarm was going off and six of us (Penzy, Lydia, Reuben, 
Eva, Chris, and I) were grudgingly getting out of our comfortable sleeping 
bags. The morning was surprisingly warm still, and it wasn’t as tedious as I had 
imagined. Despite the pleasant conditions some people were a bit slower than 
others and as a result we didn’t get moving til 5am. Not nearly good enough if we 
were going to successfully make the summit, however we made fairly good time 
up the track to Brewster Hut. I’ve always done this walk in daylight, so it was a 
novel experience to do it by moon and torches. There is something magical about 
the beech forest in this area; giant mossy trunks guard the track, while gaps in 
the canopy allow stars to shine through. We startled a pair of wood pigeons, and 
the distinctive sound of their wings carrying them away was the only noise in the 
forest, other than our heavy breathing. Alas, the magic was spoiled somewhat by 
the sighting of a stoat on the track a few minutes later.

Despite what I thought was slow travel, we made it to the hut by 7am, making it 
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the quickest ascent to Brewster Hut I’ve ever done. We sorted ourselves out at the 
hut for a while and then continued our ascent to 1650m before beginning our sidle 
towards the glacier. Between 4am, when we woke, and 7:30, the air temperature 
had dropped enough to allow a frost, and the rocks that would normally be 
straightforward to walk across had become very treacherous. Nevertheless, we 
made it to the base of the glacier by about 9:15. 

It took a ridiculous amount of time for everyone to get their crampons on and in 
the meantime we had begun to notice an ominous bit of cloud beginning to climb 
over the summit of Brewster from the West. We hoped it was just passing, but we 
weren’t optimistic. The walk along the glacier was more time consuming than I 
had expected; there were far more crevasses than last time I was there, probably 
as a result of this summer being far warmer than last year’s. 

By the time we reached the head of the flat section of glacier the summit was 
covered in cloud, with the occasional patch of sun peeking through. The group 
had a discussion, and while I felt that the cloud would probably clear, some 
others in the group weren’t so sure and didn’t want to keep going. I didn’t have 
the experience in the conditions to contradict them and tell them it would be fine, 
despite the feeling that any competent mountaineer would have gone up anyway. 
Grudgingly we began the descent back down the glacier. By the time we had got 
halfway across the sidle, the summit of Brewster was mostly clear. By the time 
we got to the hut, there was not a cloud to be seen in the sky. It was pretty gutting 
to know we would have been able to make it, as well as knowing that we had left 
early enough to ensure we could have got there. Still, the mountain will always 
be there.
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The other seven had not returned from Mount Armstrong yet, and three of the 
team went to join them. Myself and another two gladly sat on the deck in the sun, 
catching up on a bit of sleep. Dinner was a social affair with lots of banter despite 
everybody’s tiredness.

We knew we had to be up early the next morning to avoid the worst of the 
incoming front, however people were exceptionally displeased with any 
suggestion of a 5am start, which I really should have pressed, instead settling for 
6am. We awoke to snow on the ground, and cloud concealing the surrounding 
mountains. We were very slow to get away moving, and by the time everybody 
had left it was 8am and there was horizontal snow blowing across the ridgeline. 
Soon this was joined by thunder and lightning. Despite having concerns about 
the river crossing at the base of the track, having lightning flash around the hills 
lighting up the forest, and thunder echoing with a deep rumble all around the 
surrounding mountains was one of the most truly amazing experiences I have 
ever had in the mountains. It was so good in fact, that the now torrential rain was 
enjoyable as well.

I began following at the rear of the group, but made my way forward to catch up 
with some of the others at the front. I found them at the river, still on the track side, 
not at the car park. A predictable consequence of the torrential rain was that the 
river had risen and was now a muddy brown. It was significantly higher than the 
crystal clear knee deep water we had found on Saturday morning. Still, I thought 
the river was probably crossable and so asked two of the more experienced people 
in the party, Chris and Eva, if they would attempt to cross with me. Instead of the 
normal crossing route, which seemed a bit deep, we decided to walk further down 
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the bank, where the river has a small 
diversion that takes part of the main 
current away. Despite the fact that 
this crossing point involved exiting 
at the inside bend of the river, where 
the water appeared to be moving more 
quickly, we thought that the diversion 
would have removed enough water to 
make this option better than the usual 
spot. Unfortunately this logic was not 
correct, and we really shouldn’t have 
crossed. Crossing the side stream was 
easy, as was the first two thirds of the 
main river. However, the last third did 
not go to plan. As the speed of the 
river increased, our footing became a 
bit more precarious. Suddenly Eva’s 
legs were taken out from under her 
and Chris and I found ourselves 
struggling to hold onto her and keep 
her up. Had Chris not braced the 
way he did, we would have all  been 
swept downstream and overcome by 
the racing current. As it was, we just 

managed to hold it, and make the last few metres to shore. All of us were panting 
on the other side, as if we had just played a full 80 minutes of rugby. We yelled 
across to the others that they should not cross.  

It was at this point we realised that we did not have the keys to any of the cars 
with us. While we probably could have had someone throw a set of keys over, 
the chance of them landing in the swollen river was too great to risk. As a result, 
Chris, Eva and I, spent the next 45 minutes trying to use a rock to get one end of 
my alpine half rope to the other side of the river. While there was a lot of hilarity 
in this, including an attempt where I just managed to throw the rock, without the 
rope attached, directly at Penzy on the other side of the river, we were getting 
cold, and really wanted to get into dry warm clothes. Tempers soon began to 
fray as we all got colder, more tired, annoyed at the thirty tourists who were now 
taking photographs of our antics, and the fact that on the other side of the river 
certain people were reluctant to get their boots wet by going into the river when 
the rope got within half a metre of them. Still, practice makes perfect, and soon 
we had successfully got the rope on the other side of the river. We attached a 
carabiner, and Penzy dragged part of the rope over to the other side to retrieve 
it. She then attached the keys to the carabiner and we hauled them back over, 
hoping that the key ring would not snap. We then sent a tent fly back over to the 
other side of the river to compliment the three tents they already had with them, 

Above: On the Glacier
Previous page: Mt Brewster at sunset 

(both Luke Gardener)
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and some of the treat food that was left in the car.

Eva, Chris and I left them to it while we drove to Makarora to double check 
the forecast and grab a bite to eat. As soon as we crossed the main divide we 
were back in sunshine and it was almost shorts and t-shirt weather. The forecast 
indicated that there was a brief clearing at lunchtime before the next band of the 
front came through – the same forecast we had seen on Friday. Sure enough, by 
the time we got back to crossing at 1:30 the rain at stopped and the river had 
dropped by almost a foot. Everyone was soon across and to the bemusement of 
the tourists who were still there, everyone gave a cheer and whoops of delight. 
Soon we were all packed away and on our way back to Dunedin. All in all, a 
pretty fun trip spent with good people, even though we didn’t come close to 
summiting.

The Mt Armstrong crew in front of Mt Brewster  
L-R Thomas, Moana, Henry, Tom, Lottie and Ella 

(Marissa Le Lec)
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Impressions and Highlights from Mt Armstrong 
(My First Mountain!)
Ella Borrie

Trip members: Henry Ritchie, Lottie Armstrong, Tom McCone, Moana Meyer, 
Marissa Le Lec, Thomas Koch and Ella Borrie
 

Henry finding a sizzler in his boot, straight after crossing the river and • 
starting walking.
Perfect weather on Saturday.  Light filtering through Beech forest. Puffed • 
from the elevation, stopped in the middle of the track discussing politics. 
Fantails flitting about.
The view from Brewster Hut.• 
Singing ‘Climb Every Mountain’ while climbing a mountain.• 
Being on a summit!• 
Descending as the sun set. Golden Mt Brewster.• 
Henry finding a sizzler in his sleeping bag on the second night of the trip.• 
Thunder in the mountains.• 
Trapped by a flooded river. Being able to literally see the road. Tourists in • 
rain ponchos and denim taking photos of us on their ipads.
Malarkey of throwing a rope over the river.• 
Henry finding a sizzler in his pack cover.• 
Huddled in a tent, everything wet.  Always bring a tent fly tramping!• 
Relief of being able to cross the river.• 
Fleece pants in car, bliss.• 
Did I mention I climbed a mountain?• 

The Story of the Sizzlers

[Eds note: The tramping flat had an ongoing joke where someone would put a 
double cheese sizzler sausage in a condom and hide it in people’s possessions. 
On the Brewster/Armstrong trip some serious sizzling went down.]

Sizzling Quotes:

“I’ve run out of condoms, I’ve used them all in Henry’s car” - Eva

“I’m NOT the secret sizzler” - Luke

“If Eva has had any of my mint slices I am going to sizzle her like she’s never 
been sizzled before” - Henry
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Tom and Laura Forgot the Cheese
Cheese Lover

This trip started on a Friday, at 3pm, after an exam. And it started with frantic 
packing in order to leave by 5pm, which didn’t happen and was sort of 
unnecessary. It started to go wrong when I texted Tom and asked about white 
spirits and it turned out we still needed to buy some. Then he texted and said 
we needed to buy crackers too. Right about the time Sarah and I were having 
a BBQ with the police (yay Maheno on Easter weekend) Tom and Laura were 
having flat tyre issues and still hadn’t left yet. Things went really wrong just as 
we were going out of reception. Laura called me, they had forgotten the cheese. 
Also salami and the veggies for their meals. But oh the cheese. So as Sarah and 
I finished our drive for the night and set up camp at the Temple Road end it 
was unclear whether there would be a trip or not, as no trip is complete or even 
possible without cheese.

Luckily through perseverance and slight detour Tom and Laura had been able to 
obtain two small blocks of cheese. A poor substitute but at least it meant a trip 
could happen. So we set off up the Hopkins, aiming for Elcho Forks to camp 
for the night, the tramping was great, the spag bol for dinner was yum and there 
was just enough cheese for on top, although the supply was already dwindling 
on day one. Next morning the rain put everything into clear perspective on the 
cheese situation and we decided to abandon the original plan, which had a very 
real chance of us getting stuck in the Landsbourgh without cheese. A tramper’s 
nightmare.

Instead we started back down the Elcho, the low cheese ration limiting the amount 
of tramping to be done each day. So we didn’t make it out that day, rather headed 
up to Dasler Biv, in the hopes that as a less mainstream hut we would be saved 
the embarrassment of having to admit we were running low on cheese to fellow 
trampers. That night required some rather vigorous guarding of the remaining 
cheese from the mice, three of which ended up in the trap that I had remembered 
to carry. To celebrate the next morning we headed up the Dasler Pinnacles as we 
could do this without heavy packs so the cheese ration would stretch further. We 
also felt it would be a right shame to let the lack of cheese dictate the trip too 
severely, after all there are other types of tramping food, albeit not so great as 
cheese.

Our cheese ration that day lasted just long enough to see us safely back to the 
valley floor, with just enough cheese to see us back out the next day. Luckily 
dinner was dahl so required no cheese. The cheese ran out at our snack break at 
Monument Hut the next day, just an hour short of the car, but we were confident 
we would make it. Also there were so many 4WD’s going past that we could be 
almost certain of a lift if need be. We deflected the embarrassment of our lack of 
cheese by feeding the other group of trampers who showed up with home baking 
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(snickerdoodles and anzacs). Back home that night pizza with extra cheese was 
necessary to make up for the cheese deficiency in my system.

Also I noticed my rain jacket was still hanging behind my door where it had been 
all weekend, another important item of tramping gear that might have helped 
with the original trip plan, but not the cheese.

Kea in Fiordland (Luke Gardener)
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more dramatic with each 
step. Sunshine greeted us 
while crisp air rejuvenated 
my mind and body. 

As I set foot on the saddle, 
fireworks of endorphins 
set off. My euphoria 
was accompanied by an 
unforgettable sense of 
achievement. Up here, we 
were astonished by the 
aerial view of the braided 

Mt Cook
Jessie Longe

Trip Members: Anna, Erin, Elyse and Miles
Mueller Hut Route in Aoraki/Mt. Cook National Park

Stairway to Heaven
If you ask someone about their experience on the Mueller Hut Track, there’s 
a high chance you’ll get an immediate and elaborate response about how it is 
the BEST place in New Zealand...but they’ll be sure to slip in a side note about 
‘The Stairs.’ This warning echoed in my mind as I read a humorous sign at the 
bottom: “Only 1806 to go.” With no concept of how long it should take to climb 
1806 stairs with a pack, I mentally prepared myself for hours of stairs. Slow and 
steady, we embarked on the most glorious stair workout of my life. Yes, we left a 
‘Hansel and Gretel trail’ of sweat, as beads dropped with every step. But the pure 
excitement for this opportunity and support from friends pushed the physical 
demands from my mind. The overcast clouds hiding the summit of Mt. Cook 
paralleled our ascent, slowly revealing a bit more of the mountain as we climbed. 
About an hour after we began, we dropped our packs at the Sealy Tarns lookout. 
“And we’re done with the stairs!” exclaimed Erin. Wait, that’s all? I thought. Not 
so bad! 

Besides, any exhaustion was immediately replaced by excitement. The Frind and 
Tuckett glaciers hung in front of us on the east face of Mt. Sefton - so close I 
could see the turquoise between the folds. As we broke for lunch, the clouds 
trapped by Mt. Cook finally blew off, revealing the iconic peak. In awe, I ran out 
of exclamations - it was a superlative sensation! 

The remaining journey involved snow - a lot of snow. Knee deep, fresh powder 
blanketed the mountainside. A few trailblazers marked the path and we joyfully 
followed their rough track. Together we climbed straight up, carefully stomping 
out good steps to make our descent safer. As a reward for effort, the view became 
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river winding toward Lake Pukaki. Not a cloud separated us from the peak of 
Mt. Cook, and we were now eye-level with the Ngakanohi Glacier. Soul soaring, 
I knew I’d just climbed to heaven. 

Slip n’ Slide Slopes
“What goes up must come down.”
But not necessarily the same way…

Although we took careful time to make good steps climbing up Mt. Ollivier, 
the slides down were irresistible. Trampers ahead of us had carved out a few 
steep chutes, allowing us to descend what took 45 minutes to climb in less than 
a minute.

Anna and I took one look at the slope and simultaneously agreed to race down 
the adjacent slides. I set my heels into the snow to control hold my position as 
we gently bantered about the competition. At the bottom of the track, I could 
see Miles waving the countdown to ‘go’. Looking eye-to-eye with the snow-
capped peaks across the valley, I gave them a nod before releasing my brakes. 
Whoooosh. A scream of delight escaped from my lips as I shot down the slope. 
Though my boots barely brushed the slide, I still kicked up a plume of powder 
due to the speed of my descent. Eyes wide with excitement, I literally watched 
the snow pile up on my eyes until I couldn’t see anything. Blind but thrilled, I 
prayed my friends would tell me when to stop—“Stop stop stop!” On cue, I dug 
my heels in to halt. Paralyzed with laughter, I remained strapped to my pack 
as Erin, Elyse and Miles ran over to join the mirth. Anna slid down beside me 
laughing as well. I’d clearly won the race, thanks to my super slick rain pants, but 
I looked like a snowman. Gleeful from the adrenaline, we tackled each other in 
the snow & set the snowballs loose. The slopes were our playground that day.

(all photos Jessie Longe) O
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Updates From Raoul Island
Luke Gardener

[Eds note: This article is a compilation of adapted emails Luke sent during his  
time volunteering with DOC on Raoul Island. Put a brew on and settle in for a 
good read!]

All photographs credited to Luke Gardener

Update 1: It Begins

I find myself with nine strangers about to embark to New Zealand’s most remote 
island for seven months.

Arrived at the harbour in Tauranga to discover that we would actually be 
travelling on a “ship” rather than a toy boat, as was the case with my trip to the 
subantarctic. Nevertheless, the “ship” didn’t sit very high in the water and I was 
immediately suspicious about how it was going to handle the ocean in the 7-8m 
swells we were expecting. Three of us decided that we were not going to spend 
any more time on the boat than was humanly possible and went out for a few 
drinks in Tauranga. In a surprising turn of events I find that I’m getting on best 
with a farmer from Fielding, who would have thought?

Contrary to expectations, I actually enjoyed the first day and a half of sailing. 
We left Tauranga on a Friday in beautiful sunshine and were able to chill out on 
the deck. Just before dusk, a pod of dolphins joined the boat and swam off the 
bow until sunset. We could lean over the bow watching them swim in and out, 
and occasionally jump, it was amazing! We finished off the day with a delicious 
dinner, which I was even able to eat seconds of! [Eds note: see pg 64 in Antics 
2014 for Luke’s previous experiences with seasickness.]

I was sharing a bunkroom with Mark, but thankfully I had a double bunk all to 
myself. While glad that for the first time in two weeks I had a bed that could fit 
me, it was also slightly concerning to think that if it turned rough I was going to 
be thrown everywhere.

Saturday morning dawned and it was still calm. I spent the morning attempting 
to take photographs of the Southern Royal Albatross that followed the boat for 
most of the day. The cook on board the boat was amazing, and made a beautiful 
quiche for lunch. Alas, this was to be my last meal for the next day and a half. 
Just before dinner was served on Saturday I decided it was best if I went and lay 
down. As soon as I was on my back I was fine, and I can claim, a little smugly, 
that I was one of two passengers that didn’t vomit. Unfortunately, the same could 
not be said for Mark. The sound and then the smell of vomit reoccurred every 
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hour or so from the bunk below.  I felt a bit sorry for him, but also laughed a little 
in my head because he and Chelsea had said on Friday night “I hope we get really 
big swells and get absolutely hammered. It would just be awesome to see and 
go through.” Not sure if he still held firm to those beliefs after 12 hours of being 
thrown around the bunk.

It was a relief to arrive at Raoul in the early hours of Monday morning. The boat 
was still rocking quite a bit, but it no longer felt like a particularly violent roller 
coaster. Going up on deck, the view that greeted me was a bit anticlimactic. 
I really regret looking at photos before coming. Most of the adventure and 
excitement was taken away because it looked just like the pictures I’d seen. In 
saying that, the steep island shrouded in a cloak of mist, and occasional rain, 
brought images to mind of arriving at one of the Jurassic Park islands, it wouldn’t 
have been surprising at all if a pterodactyl or two flew out. 

Unfortunately, it was still fairly choppy and we had to wait most of the day 
before we could land. My feet didn’t touch solid ground until 2pm. We then 
watched as all of gear was precariously carried up the side of a cliff on a flying 
fox (which was put in in about 1930).

Two days later all of the previous volunteers and changeover staff left the island. 
The ten of us that remained stood on the cliffs in front of the house and watched 
the boat disappear around the corner of the island. It wasn’t until it was out of 
sight that it began to hit home that it was just me and the nine people around me 
for the next seven months with a whole lot of ocean in every direction. At this 
stage, everyone still seemed really nice and I was looking forward to the next 
seven months. 

Heading over the hill to Boat Cove later today. Will hopefully be able to go 
snorkelling and see a few sharks.

Update 2: The Holiday Ends and I Dream of Mysore

The old house looks straight out over the Pacific. Old, falling apart chairs litter 
the veranda haphazardly. Northern facing, it catches most of the day’s sun. It’s 
awesome getting out of bed on the weekend and just spending the morning 
enjoying the sunshine. Slowly the others arrive in various states of consciousness, 
voices gradually gaining volume as the last of the sleep is shrugged off ahead of 
the coming day. I love the social aspect, perhaps because we haven’t spent long 
enough together to hate each other’s habits just yet.

On Friday we walked over to Nash Point. Black volcanic rock meets the sea. 
Violently. A number of boobies (birds) fly across, shaking their tail feathers from 
side to side while overhead. This part of the island isn’t dramatically beautiful, 
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rather it is the vast expanse of the ocean, the cumulous clouds towering into the 
air, and the sense of isolation they create, that makes it appealing. I had lugged a 
pack full of my wetsuit gear, including flippers, over the hill to discover that the 
wind was howling and swell was pounding in, so there was no snorkelling to be 
had, nor surfing for that matter.

Mark, Mini, Chelsea and I stayed the night at Boat Cove Hut. Having to give up 
on the snorkelling idea, we walked back home on Saturday. Chelsea and I were 
hoping to climb Mumukai, the highest point on the island, but missed the turnoff 
on the way back, and then got caught in a tropical downpour so decided to call it 
a day and continue home.

We explored the orchard in the afternoon. Orchard is probably a generous word. 
There are no nicely lined trees with mown lawns below, instead large orange 
trees, more than 6 metres high fight for space with the other jungle trees. It’s 
pretty cool looking up into the canopy and seeing gigantic oranges dangling 
amongst the foliage. We spent an hour climbing trees and throwing oranges 
down to the people below.

We went for a swim and a spa on Sunday afternoon. Just like Hot Water Beach 
in the Coromandel you can dig out a spot for yourself in the sand and it fills with 
hot water – you have to be quite careful though, we measured the temperature 
and it was 85 degrees Celsius. It was so good to be in the water swimming. The 
water was reasonably warm, and so so clear. I spent about an hour body surfing. 
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Neil (team leader) later told us that he had seen a shark swimming pretty close 
to us. Ignorance is bliss.

On Monday we had our first day of official weeding. We were given an easy plot 
that was mostly flat and covered by knee to thigh deep grass. We were mainly 
looking for Norfolk Pine seedlings and they were pretty easy to spot, standing 
out like a sore thumb. 

We finished the plot reasonably early and were given the afternoon to pack our 
things for a trip over to Denham Bay the next day, where we would stay until 
Friday to weed on that side of the island. I went for my first surf on the island 
after packing. It was pretty clean, but an unbelievably fast wave, I caught nothing 
and succeeded in being pile driven twice. Apparently it holds up for longer when 
it gets bigger – we’ll see. I found it very hard to relax on my board and I even 
struggled to sit on my board with my legs dangling below, which is stupid, 
because it’s not like there aren’t sharks back in Dunedin – much bigger sharks 
in fact, but just knowing that sharks are so much more prolific here increases my 
paranoia. This paranoia is made worse by Neil telling the story about the time he 
was out and felt something bump the back of his board. He turned around and 
here was a largish shark with its nose against the edge of his board. It’s also a bit 
freaky when you suddenly have fish beginning to flap on the surface of the water 
in panic, I’m really hoping it’s me they are scared of and not bigger fish below. 

On Tuesday we left the Met station just after 7:30am to walk to Denham Bay. 
It was a drizzly morning, which made the long slog up the hill slightly easier. I 
thought I had taken a wrong turn as the track began descending into the caldera 
of the volcano. Most of the caldera is forested, but there are two main crater 
lakes, one of which is still very active. It is still easy to see a large ‘dead zone’ 
littered with the dead trunks of the bigger pohutukawa to one side of the main 
Crater Lake. It erupted in 2006 killing DOC worker Mike Kearney while he was 
taking water samples. 

The drop into Denham Bay was fairly steep, and was roped in places. If the 
view hadn’t been obscured by forest, the exposure would have been reasonably 
impressive. Denham Bay is actually one edge of the biggest of Raoul Island’s 
calderas; the other edge extends some distance out to sea. The Bay itself stretches 
across about a kilometre and is bordered by points jutting out in the sea on either 
side. The sea itself goes from being one metre deep to 15 metres deep in literally 
two metres, so despite its appealing look, it’s not particularly great for swimming. 
It looks calm right up until 2 metres from the shore, at which point a wave towers 
up to 2-3 metres and dumps straight onto the gravelly beach. 

We began our first weed plot at about 11 that morning. While it has been cold 
during the nights here, I was not prepared for how cold it was going to be on this 
side of the island – the sun takes quite a while to climb up over the steep cliffs of 
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the caldera – and I had only taken the t-shirt I was wearing out into the field and a 
rain coat. Pushing through three metre high ferns, saturated from the night’s rain, 
the heat was sucked straight out of me and it was a pretty miserable first day. I’m 
not quite sure what I had been expecting with the weeding. I think I had pictured 
quite open pohutukawa forest, which, while often on steep terrain, would be 
fairly easy to walk through, with only a bit of windfall to hinder progress. I 
couldn’t have been more wrong. Weeding involves lining up together on an east-
west/west-east bearing or, north-south/south-north bearing, and just following 
that bearing, no matter what is in your way, until you reach the boundary of the 
plot. The soaking wet ferns were far different to the open pohutukawa forest. I’m 
still not quite sure how you’re expected to see weeds while you are attempting 
to push through what is essentially a hedge, unless by some chance you happen 
to tangle yourself inside a mature weed while rolling through the ferns. In fact, 
that is quite often what happens on this side of the island. The main weed we 
are looking for at Denham Bay is mysore, which is like bramble on steroids, 
or, like supplejack, if it had giant thorns attached to it. It was introduced from 
South America by the Bell family to make hedges to keep the goats out of their 
garden. Of course, like gorse in New Zealand, within a few years it had gone 
mental. There are pictures up here of forestry service workers in the 70’s and 
80’s walking around with fire hoses full of agent orange spraying mysore vines 
that tower several metres up into the pohutukawa. Pushing through ferns you 
would suddenly cry out in pain to discover a mysore plant had lodged itself in 
your face. Walking out of the plot at the end of the day we found an orange track 
marker made of steel. ‘Love the ferns’ had been scratched into it. It was with 
great restraint that I didn’t add my own bit of graffiti below it, telling the author 
where they could shove said phrase. By the end of the first day I was thinking 
‘how am I going to be able to do seven months of this?’

On the second day we started weeding a new plot. While it still had large patches 
of fern, it was significantly more open and I had learned my lesson from the 
previous day and worn thermals. It wasn’t long after we started that we found 
our first mysore plant. Before long, we were stopping every twenty metres or 
so to find another infestation. The biggest stretched way up into the canopy of a 
pohutukawa nearby, and had seed pods on it, so I had to climb the tree to attempt 
to untangle it/cut down part of the pohutukawa so we could remove all of the 
seed pods. This one plant we had to deal with stretched 8-10 metres into the 
surrounding foliage; it is easy to see why early conservation workers thought that 
massive amounts of herbicide was the only way to deal to it. Every time I close 
my eyes I see mysore plants. Despite this, I found the day significantly better. 
By the time we got to the really ferny section the sun had come out, and with my 
thermals I was significantly warmer. Later, sitting with four of the others on the 
otherwise deserted beach, watching the waves crash, and the sun set, I felt the 
seven months wouldn’t be quite so bad after all.  

The third day was more of the same, though towards the end of the plot I found 
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myself partially rock climbing along the cliff face, a significantly more enjoyable 
activity than being head high in ferns. I think the total number of mysore found 
would be between 300 and 400 plants. We walked back to the hut along the beach 
at the end of the day. It has black volcanic sand that sticks between your toes, and 
large bits of bright white pumice that the wind has blown into strange patterns. In 
the middle of the beach there is the rusted wreck of a fishing vessel. In the middle 
of the 1980s, a bunch of fisherman had a rude awakening when their vessel 
slammed straight into Denham Bay. Apparently they had put the boat on auto 
and had not kept a watchman on the bridge. Although the company attempted 
to re-float it, this proved impossible and it was left there. The rangers at the 
time searched the boat, finding copious amounts of alcohol, which was quickly 
commandeered, before setting fire to the boat. I’m not sure what happened to 
the tonne of tuna that was in the hold, I imagine the number of sharks in the bay 
increased tenfold if it was chucked overboard.

That night we discovered a rusting radio in the hut, apparently it still worked. 
With great excitement Mark and I attempted to hook it up to a solar powered 
battery and tune into National Radio. We got a signal, but it was extremely 
patchy; the long makeshift aerial had been overgrown in ferns. I was so excited 
for the simple pleasure of having a radio on that I climbed back into the ferns, 
pulling the aerial back out through a twenty metre corridor so we could tie it 
reasonably high up a pohutukawa. It’s not that I have been missing the mainland, 
or that I even feel that isolated here with the access to the internet we have, 
but hearing the speakers crackle into life with Jim Mora’s voice significantly 
narrowed the distance and isolation between our tiny island in the middle of the 
Pacific and the Mainland.

On Friday I did a bit of track clearing. This involved using a machete to recut 
paths through the large ferns. There is a big swamp on this side of the island, and 
it was odd to see a very large harrier hawk there. Apparently, while the hawks 
don’t live permanently on the island, they often fly into the area which makes 
the pukeko scarper pretty quickly. It would be handy if the harrier decided to 
fly to the house on the other side of the island; our Pukeko alarm goes off at 
5:30am every morning. While I had been track cutting, the others had gathered 
quite a bit of fruit to carry back across the island. While I was happy to carry 
limes back across, it seemed stupid to me to bother carrying oranges home when 
we had such a plentiful supply near the house anyway. I especially didn’t want 
to carry any shaddocks (they taste horrible) back across the island. It turns out, 
while I had been track cutting, the others had snuck three kilos of oranges into 
the bottom of my pack. While I thought my pack seemed a bit heavy, it wasn’t 
excessively so, and it was to the great hilarity of the others when I discovered the 
large number of oranges in my pack back at the house. They don’t realise what 
they have started though.
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Update 3: Weeding Inside a Volcanic Crater

The tui are just about to begin breeding here. Flocks of them have begun to 
congregate in the pohutukawa stands to the left and right of the veranda. In the 
morning we see groups of fifty or more dart from one side to the other, chasing 
one another high into the sky before diving down in levels, sounding a bit like 
a ceiling fan, as they descend. Spontaneously, they take flight as one and swoop 
across the house, leaving the veranda quiet again, bar the sound of the surf 
crashing against the cliffs nearby. Occasionally, a sole bird will return and sit just 
off the veranda, on the red hibiscus flowers that climb along the white walls of 
the old farm house.

This week has seemed fairly standard as weeding here goes. It seems odd to 
think that we have gone from weeding on what is essentially a large volcano, to 
actually weeding inside the crater of a volcano. This isn’t quite as extreme as that 
sentence suggests. While images of people dressed in foil outfits, descending on 
wire into a crater with bubbling lava below might come to mind, the reality is 
much like weeding on the rest of the island. Pohutukawa forest still fills most of 
the crater, and the only hazards are the occasional steam vents that are scattered 
through the forest. The bush itself is pretty horrendous, with lots of tree fall, 
and ferns. It was so bad on Monday that it took us more than two hours just to 
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reach the start of our weed plot. The only open bit of the caldera is the area of 
devastation around the centre of the 2006 explosion. We got a chance to walk up 
and over Devastation Ridge to look in. Bleached white pohutukawa trunks march 
over the hill towards the crater lake, looking as if they are mounting a charge into 
the crater itself. Yelling out from Devastation Ridge, an echo bounces around 
the entire caldera, the walls of the crater acting as a volcanic amphitheatre. I still 
took my camera on day one, but have since decided that this is a silly idea as the 
number of times I fall on my back while trying to clamber over windfall means 
the camera is almost certain to meet its end here. 

On Tuesday a bit of panic occurred when the gas monitor we were carrying began 
alarming. Luckily, it was only telling us that it had a flat battery. Apparently, it’s 
a bit of a joke carrying it anyway. So much gas would have to be released to fill 
up the caldera that the only time it would happen would be when the volcano 
erupts massively, in which case we would probably be all dead anyway. What a 
happy thought! 

On Wednesday we had a go at weeding our first madera plot. This activity is 
designed to allow ‘productive‘ weeding while at the same time giving everyone’s 
bodies a chance to recover. The day involves finding madera vines on the surface 
and tracing them back to the root, attempting to dig out the tuba at the bottom. 
Unfortunately, it is a fairly resilient plant that can grow from the tiniest bit of root 
or stem. No matter how careful you are while extracting them, you always leave 
a bit of the plant behind. I can’t help but feel that all we are doing is removing 
a whole lot of top soil, making the already steep slope near vertical. This was 
also the day I nearly lost my camera. Carrying it back up the hill in a dry bag, I 
slipped, and it fell from my hands. It rolled towards the 40 metre cliff, stopping 
within a foot of the edge. 

The hardest thing about weeding every day is the lack of reward you get when 
you finish. When you’re tramping on the mainland and get bogged down in thick 
bush, the thought of the view from the summit of the mountain you are heading 
towards is enough to drive you forward. On the island, the destination is the weed 
plot and it’s a day in day out activity. Surfing after work helped remedy that a 
lot this week. There’s something pretty special about being able to drive three 
minutes down the road and hop into the sea. Neil and I managed to surf four out 
of five afternoons this week. It’s not just the joy of being in the water, but the 
view from sea as the sun sets over the cliffs to the west, and the last of the light 
turns the Meyer Islands to the northeast pink. 

 On Friday we had to do a bit of track work on the way to Hutchison’s Bluff. A 
steep track leads along cliffs to the west of the hostel. Looking down you can 
see most of the northern side of the island, then nothing but ocean for miles. 
Swell lines running from the horizon smash into the numerous cliffs that make up 
Raoul’s coast line. The view only gets better the closer you get to ‘Hutchies’. The 
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route involves descending a number of fixed ropes. At one point the ridge turns 
into a razorback before dropping a couple of hundred metres to the sea below. 
This is the perfect place to see whales from when they begin returning south.

 Update 4: Hot pools and Volcano Golf

 It’s cold. Rain has started to lash 
my face as my feet pick their 
way across the stony beach. 
I’m trying to keep upright while 
dragging a big plastic tub behind 
me. Five of us have decided to 
experience the ‘Raoul Island 
hot tub’ for the first time. At the 
end of the beach we can just 
make out steam rising from the 
sand before it is lost in the rain. 
My feet find the spring before my eyes do; the water scalds them. Digging into 
the sand we create a pool of hot water and begin bucketing it into our plastic 
containers. After adding a lot of sea water, I’m eventually able to clamber in. 
Sitting in the plastic tub, eating homemade guacamole and nursing a beer, we 
watch the heavy storm clouds drop rain along the beach and the surf come 
crashing towards us. The sea grabs the stones on the beach, dragging them across 
one another creating a loud rumbling noise. It’s all very cliché, but it’s a damn 
good way to finish the week, and far better than any hot pool that I’ve had to 
pay to use. Later the same night the clouds cleared as the full moon rose, and we 
enjoyed pizza from the wood fired oven outside in the pale light.

 The last week was spent weeding in the caldera again. I won’t bore you with the 
details, it was a pretty standard week. Lots of ferns, lots of tree fall, lots of sharp 
stabby sticks. Unfortunately, the surf died out to nothing, so I no longer had that 
to look forward to at the end of the day, but there were two activities that made 
up for it. The first one was on Thursday when we got to our turnaround time. It 
was a long way back to our entry point through really horrible bush, so I asked 
if I could attempt to ‘straight line’ it up the wall of the caldera. While Neil said 
that he was sure there was a forty metre drop that would block me near the top, I 
was more than welcome to try. It was super fun scaling the near vertical terrain, 
and luckily, the last section was only about five metres of vertical cliff with lots 
of handholds. It was nice to get away from people for a bit and do something that 
I found challenging. 

However, the highlight of the week had to be Raoul Island golf. At the end of the 
weeding day we climbed back up onto devastation ridge and tee’d off towards 
the crater lake. I really don’t like golf, but I have to say there is something kind 
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of special about your fairway being the crater of an active volcano. 

We saw our first whale this week. It was pretty exciting, the next day we saw 
another five. I think it’s going to get a bit like yellow-eyed penguins on Enderby. 
We also saw a couple of sea turtles. Hopefully sometime soon I will finally be 
able to get in snorkelling. 

Fresh vegetables are beginning to run out. It’s amazing how much food ten people 
go through, and just how quickly things go off here. Almost all of the fresh food 
that came up on the last boat has run out, and we are down to what we can grow 
in the garden, and a reasonably limited supply of frozen vegetables in the freezer. 
There are still a lot of oranges on the trees though, and we now have over 200 
litres stockpiled in the freezer. 

What about the people you ask? Well, we’re still getting on. Getting to know 
people here is a bit like reading a detective novel or watching the tv series Lost. 
Each week I get drip fed another bit of information about each of them, adding 
layers to the shallow first impressions I made.

Update 5: A Whale Survey, a Tsunami Gauge, and the Real Story of the 
Kinei Maru no. 10

The scramble along the ridgeline comes to a sudden end as the land disappears 
into the sea two hundred metres below us. It’s a stormy evening and grey-black 
pregnant storm clouds threaten rain out to sea. Closer to shore, hundreds of 
seabirds gather. We can make out a shoal of blue mao mao, thousands of them, 
speeding just below the surface. The last of the sun reflects off their scales, 
highlighting silver and deep metallic blues. They move as one, turning away 
from the cliffs and then suddenly back on themselves; avoiding predators below 
the surface, and the diving birds above. It’s six o’clock and while the setting sun 
is lost in the cloud, through one tiny window on the horizon we see a beacon 
of light. It looks like the light of a solitary boat heading our way, bringing New 
Zealand that much closer to our island. It’s just the sun though, and as the light 
disappears, along with the illusion, the distance between Raoul and the ‘real 
world’ increases significantly. 

Neil and I had climbed back along the ridge line to Hutchison’s Bluff to carry out 
a whale survey. Waking up early the following morning we positioned ourselves 
right on the edge of the cliff, and began a three hour count of whales. At this time 
of year the whales begin returning to Antarctica from their summer breeding 
grounds in the Pacific Islands, coming straight past Raoul Island. Over the three 
hours we counted at least forty whales, many with calves, as well as a pod of 
thirty to fifty dolphins. While none of my photos are particularly good, even 
with a 500mm lens, it was still a pretty amazing experience watching the whales 
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breech out of the water sending large amounts of water skyward, and listening to 
the loud ‘booms’ carry across the water from their impact. The margin of error 
in the results must be significant though, it’s almost impossible to keep track of 
thirty whales at once, using only a piece of paper with pencil drawings as a guide. 
At one stage I felt it would have been more productive to cross out our recorded 
data and just write “Lots of whales seen.” 

 Since my last update, I’ve finally managed to get in the water for my first snorkel. 
The tsunami gauge at Boat Cove had stopped sending data back to GNS, so we 
had to go check if there was any visible damage underwater (read: we were able 
to use the tsunami gauge as an excuse to go snorkelling in work time). It’s a 
pretty barren underwater environment. There is no kelp or other seaweed, and 
the water is too cold for coral to grow to any size. Instead, you see large numbers 
of sea urchins, occasional tiny dots of coral, volcanic plumes, and the remains 
of at least one of the yachts that have come to grief on Raoul. The visibility was 
probably only about ten metres horizontally (as opposed to fifty on a good day). 
Nevertheless, it was still pretty cool seeing a giant shoal of northern kahawai, a 
couple of lion fish, a variety of wrasse and a number of mado.

The surf has been intermittent at best, and I’ve spent most of time in the water 
getting tossed around like a rag doll. Yesterday was pretty special though, the 
water was ridiculously clear and as the waves rose up on the sand bar about to 
break, you could see large numbers of silvery fish along the face of the wave. Of 
course, it paid not to look too closely in the water around you in case you saw 
any of the bigger ‘fish’. 

We also spent another few days over at Denham Bay. This time just four of us 
went to do some of the steeper plots. It still makes me laugh that they don’t allow 
any of the volunteers to go abseiling but they do allow us to climb up and down 
5-10 metre high cliffs on knotted yellow cord with no safety rope.  

More interesting than the weeding was the discovery of an account of the stranding 
of the Kinei Maru no. 10 from the then team leader. On the 24th of August 1984, 
the Raoul Island crew received a message from Maritime New Zealand saying 
that they had received a mayday call from a fishing vessel claiming to be stranded 
somewhere on the southern coast of Raoul Island, possibly on rocks out to sea 
from Denham Bay. The islanders walked halfway to Denham Bay to see if they 
could see anything out to sea. Nothing, but to their surprise, when they walked 
another 10 minutes along the track they were able to see a fishing vessel right 
on the beach at Denham Bay. Looking closely, they could make out groups of 
people huddled on the beach. They ended up walking them back over to the 
hostel on the other side of the island, not a single one of them spoke English, 
they all looked “lost and bewildered” and sat on the lawn outside the hostel and 
“refused to come inside.” Through the Japanese embassy in New Zealand Raoul 
Island was able to contact the fishing crew’s company to get things rolling with 
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a rescue vessel. Already, however, the islanders were thinking about one thing; 
pillaging the vessel. The team leader said “My view is that once the crew leave 
the island, the ship becomes an abandoned wreck and everything on it is fair go; 
furthermore, I reckon we’re entitled to first dibs.” Also that, “The salvors would 
be primarily interested in the hull; they would be naive to expect that we had not 
availed ourselves of attractive items such as electronic goods and grog. It does 
seem a rather predatory attitude, but as I said to Rod, ‘it’s an ill wind that blows 
nobody good.’ We concurred, rightly or wrongly, that as a soon as the crew go, 
she’s all on. We’ll never get another opportunity like this.” Is it wrong for me to 
wish for our own ship wreck on the island?

Update 6: A Yacht, Kayaking a Crater Lake, Flies, Plants of Raoul I Hate, 
and Airmail

Despite living near the sea most of my life I’ve never noticed how many colours 
it can be. When the sun is shining, it is a myriad of blues; azure, sapphire, indigo, 
cobalt and electric blue. With light stacks of cloud appearing in the sky the blues 
become interspersed with splotches of silver, grey and pearl. As rain and storm 
clouds threaten, the blues are increasingly replaced by the grey, giving way to 
shades of almost purple in the deep water, contrasted against bright turquoise 
closer to shore. It can change from being calm and flat (where even someone 
like me, who gets sea sick the moment I’m on a boat, can see the romanticism 
and appeal of owning a yacht and skimming along the surface of such a beautiful 
thing) to choppy and windswept with heavy swell in what seems like minutes. It 
reminds me of why I love to be on land so much. Calm or stormy, it’s hard to get 
sick of looking out to sea from the veranda.

When you are on an island with only nine other people any contact with the outside 
world (in a more physical sense than the internet) is an exciting occasion. During 
the last month we have had two such events. The first was a yacht returning to 
New Zealand from the Cook Islands. They greeted us via radio before we could 
see them, then, just off the horizon from the North a white sail appeared, slowly 
coming closer as the day progressed, until, late in the afternoon, it was less than 
a km off the coast, and people could be seen walking on deck. They told us they 
had a whole lot of bananas that they had to get rid of before arriving back in New 
Zealand. Unfortunately, however, we could not accept them due to quarantine 
rules. Also, we can’t really board any vessel that is returning from an overseas 
port as we could potentially contaminate a crime scene. If a vessel was searched 
on arrival in New Zealand, and illicit weapons, drugs, or a corpse was found, 
they could claim that the DOC staff on Raoul were involved somehow. So alas, 
there was no fresh fruit to be had. On behalf of NZ Customs we have to ask all 
passing boats a number of questions. The skipper of this boat, when told that we 
had been asked to read these questions, replied in quite a nervous tone, enquiring 
as to whether it we had been told to ask his boat specifically. Definitely sounded 
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like he had something to hide, though of course, it could also have been the 
fact that he thought he was having a friendly chat with DOC staff and was then 
surprised with twenty questions.  

The second encounter involved a climb up a cliff. The oddest thing about heights 
is that they have a habit of creeping up on you. Arriving at the top of the cliff, I felt 
very comfortable walking to the edge and finding, what at the time seemed like a 
reasonably flat bit of ground just before the drop, to set myself and my tripod on. 
However, as the minutes increased, so too did the incline, and the height to the 
ground below.  Thirty minutes after arriving, with my legs becoming numb, I felt 
that I was close to falling off what now seemed an exceptionally narrow ledge, 
far narrower than when I had first sat down. Mark and I had climbed up the cliff 
in anticipation of our first mail drop. After waiting for nearly an hour, the radio 
crackled into life with the much anticipated “Raoul Island, Raoul Island, Raoul 
Island, this is NZ Air Force Orion 438, our ETA is five minutes over.” Looking 
west we could just make out the smallish plane heading our way Minutes later 
picking up the distinctive drone of aircraft, a noise we hadn’t heard for over 
three months. It approached the airfield, almost at eye level to us, and out of the 
window a bright orange parachute ballooned out, dropping mail from home. The 
plane did another fly by, dropping one more bundle, before flying north, where 
we lost it amongst the clouds. It was fairly exciting, and nerve wracking. Before 
we could get to the parachutes the wind began to drag one of them along the 
airfield towards the cliff, and sea, at the end. Luckily, it was retrieved in time. 
Sitting around the table opening mail and parcels, it felt a bit like Christmas, 
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albeit one delivered by Orion rather than sleigh.

 I’ve done another whale survey since my last email. Once again making the trek 
up to Hutchison’s Bluff. This time I didn’t bother to take the 500mm lens, the 
thought of lugging it up the hill was just too much effort to even consider in the 
humidity. Of course this time we had whales right at the base of the cliff and I 
was getting as close with a 200mm lens as I had been last time with the 500mm. 
Still, I’m sure if I had taken the lens the whales would have been miles out to sea. 
Mark and I also made a rather disturbing discovery at the bluff. Not only have the 
flies on Raoul become more prevalent as it’s got warmer, but many of them are 
able to lay live maggots. We had carried a frying pan down from the hut, and a 
bit of meat juice had leaked out into it. Within twenty seconds the surface of the 
frying pan was wriggling. Any food left out for more than twenty seconds soon 
has maggots crawling all over it. Even if you squash a fly, all you accomplish 
is to send dozens of maggots everywhere. Cooking at the hostel is a bit more 
complicated now as you really can’t afford to leave anything unattended for more 
than a few seconds. Sorry, I hope none of you were eating while reading this…

Some more surf rolled in. I had mixed success.  One morning I hit a rock while 
riding a wave back into shore, snapping off a fin. In the afternoon, I mistimed my 
paddle out and had the pleasant experience of having my board tossed over my 
head onto rocks, followed, not long after, by myself. Despite wearing a wetsuit, 
I still managed to take skin off my shoulder, shin, and forehead. The nose of my 
board was destroyed by the rocks, and I had to spend a day or two fixing it with 
resin. Later in the week I tried to paddle out in relatively small, but heavy surf, 
failed to get past the breakers, and found myself 500m down the beach. I think I 
may have a got a ride or two in between times, but they don’t exactly stand out 
in comparison to the misadventures.

Apart from the normal weeding the last month has seen a couple of extra 
adventures. The first of these involved kayaking around the crater lakes of the 
volcano looking for weeds. Not quite as exciting as you would imagine. They 
are not very active and it was essentially like paddling around lake Waihola near 
Dunedin, i.e fairly scummy. We also did another trip into the most active part of 
the crater to take water samples for GNS. This was slightly more interesting, with 
numerous fumaroles (hot steam vents) littered around the place, and one or two 
bubbling springs. It was no Hawaii though. 

There are a number of plants on Raoul that make weeding that much more 
unpleasant. The first of these is sicyos, a native cucumber. Delicious you say? 
Nope. It looks nothing like a cucumber. It’s a vine plant, sitting both on the 
ground, and climbing up trees, ferns, and almost any other living thing that is 
within its reach. None of this would be particularly irritating if it wasn’t for the 
small green fruit that grow along the vine. About the size of the nail on your 
pinky finger, they group in clusters of five or six or along the vine. Unfortunately, 
these fruit are covered in small spines that lodge themselves in you wherever you 
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have the misfortune of brushing up against them. They cause immense irritation 
in the skin, and sometimes don’t reappear for days, or weeks later, usually in pus 
pimples. Pleasant, I know.

Second, is the aroid lily, a weed so prevalent that it would probably be impossible 
to eradicate. This large lily looks like something out of Lewis Carroll’s Alice 
in Wonderland. Giant leaves hang off a stalk that can easily grow more than a 
metre high. Looking through the thickets of them that strangle the forest floor, 
one expects to see gnomes or giant talking caterpillars. All of this would be quite 
’magical’ if it wasn’t for the fact that aroid lilies are full of what appears to 
be water.  In fact any contact with the liquid in these plants causes immense 
irritation to the skin. Weeding these isn’t much of a problem; you can just kick 
them over while following your line. However, aroid lilies tend to spring up all 
along the tracks of the island. When it comes time to clear these tracks with a 
scrub bar you quickly find out that it is very easy to get aroid pulp all over you, 
even when wearing protective gear. Mark had bright red blood shot eyes for 
two weeks after managing to get some in his eyes while using the scrub bar, I 
experienced immense discomfort on my arms and neck after getting my own 
dose. I think DOC could potentially start a sideline business supplying a formula 
to the police to replace pepper spray. 

Lastly, this week we made our first weeding trip to the Meyer Islands, less than 
two kilometres to the northeast of Raoul. The islands couldn’t be more different. 
While Raoul’s bird life has been decimated by feral cats and rats, the Meyers 
escaped, and teem with sea birds. The trip over was amazing. The sea was so 
glassy, not a single ripple. We could see whales breeching within a hundred metres 
of us, and when Mark and Chelsea jumped overboard for a quick swim, they 
were greeted by a northern kowhai more than a metre long, and some reasonably 
large sharks, that made them get back in the boat relatively quickly. About five 
hundred metres from the island it became possible to hear the clamour and caw 
of a hundred thousand birds. Petrels, gannets, and terns in their thousands flew 
overhead, so many that the sky was almost darkened, like something out of 
Hitchcock’s Birds. The amazing thing is that this isn’t even the peak time for sea 
birds, many have not returned yet.

Weeding was a bit more difficult here. While there were still plenty to find, there 
were so many ground nesting birds on the surface, or in burrows, each step had 
to be carefully considered. It’s hard to imagine that the New Zealand mainland 
would once have resembled this before it was devastated by the arrival of all the 
people and the animals that were introduced both accidentally and intentionally. 
Despite only spending a few hours there the Meyers have probably been the best 
thing I’ve seen the whole time I’ve been here.

On the way back home we went for a quick snorkel, and I finally saw my first 
shark, an eagle wray, and myriad of other fish. It was pretty spectacular.
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Update 7: A Shooting Star, the Destruction of Navy Property,  and Imported 
Oranges

 Last week three of us went down to beach for a night time hot pool. Put simply, 
it was spectacular. Overhead there was a patchwork quilt of clouds interspersed 
with seams of deep blue black night sky sprinkled with bright stars. A half-moon 
provided enough illumination to see the surrounding cliffs, the black sand, and 
the waves crashing onto the beach. It was already one of the most spectacular 
sights I have had on the island, but then a meteorite flared into life above us. It 
appeared to the north and flew directly south, towards us, and across the island, 
flaring incandescent white and red. It was well below cloud height and must have 
hit somewhere very close to the island. In fact, it was so low it could have been 
a flare or a firework. We haven’t had a call from maritime New Zealand so we’re 
fairly sure we didn’t miss a boat in distress…

We had a visit from the HMS Otago on Labour weekend. It has spent the last four 
to five months on patrol in the Pacific and was making one last stop here before 
returning to New Zealand. It brought a few extra litres of petrol and some extra 
supplies for us, which had been flown to Niue by the air force. Nigel, the DOC 
ranger who was on board to ensure quarantine procedures were followed, came 
onto the island for a visit. His first words were “how’s your holiday going?” It 
was news to me that this was a holiday; it certainly doesn’t feel like one! He then 
said that knowing how much we miss fresh fruit he’d brought some fruit off the 
navy boat for us. Do you know what he pulled out? An orange. We have about 
two hundred damn orange trees! Many still have fruit on them. If there was any 
fruit that we were not going to be grateful to see it was an orange. The worst thing 
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was I don’t think he was trying to be funny…

Unfortunately, there was another incident with the Navy. The way we get supplies 
onto the island is by using a derrick crane to lift things onto land and then, via 
a fox way to get stores up the cliff. I have the job of operating the derrick. This 
basically involves me operating a lever and brake inside a shed with a noisy 
engine going. Obviously I can’t hear anything, so we have to do everything by 
hand signals. A circling finger pointed up means raise the crane, while a circling 
finger pointed down means lower the crane. Pretty simple right? Apparently it 
was a bit too complicated for the Navy. They had just hooked a load on the 
crane end and signalled that it was ready to be lifted, so I obliged them. Now 
unfortunately, they had managed to tangle the cargo net they were using around 
the front seat of their boat. Instead of signalling for me to stop when they realised 
their error, they panicked and began yelling “Stop! Stop!” From my noisy shed 
thirty metres away I couldn’t hear any of this. By the time they were able to 
convey to me that they needed the crane to stop I had successfully ripped the seat 
right out of the front of their boat. Why didn’t I notice their seat was attached? 
I didn’t know what they were trying to load onto the island; it just looked like 
another random piece of equipment. Perhaps the funniest sight was one of the 
navy personnel jumping up and down underneath the load in a vain attempt to 
grab their seat back. I’m not sure that they saw it with the same amusement as I 
did. Apparently when we get taken off the island in March it will be by the same 
boat; I really hope we get the same crew…

 We had another trip to the Meyers last week. It was just as spectacular as the 
first time. However, perhaps the most exciting part of the trip was getting very 
close to some humpback whales on the return from the island. While skimming 
along the water in our inflatable we suddenly had a large humpback launch itself 
out of the water within thirty metres of us, its whole body emerging from the 
water before slamming back down sending a tremendous spray into the air. It was 
followed by another whale repeating the performance. Two of us immediately 
jumped overboard in snorkelling gear, in the hope that they were swimming in 
our general direction. Unfortunately, we didn’t see them. I’m not sure if any 
of you have ever been snorkeling in clear deep water before, but it was one 
of the weirdest experiences of my life. The water seemed clear, but there was 
absolutely nothing to see; there were no fish around, the water was too deep 
to see the sea floor, and there were no other floating objects. There was just an 
incredible overwhelming blueness closing in on you. I could have been able to 
see three metres, or I could have been able to see eighty metres, I simply have no 
idea because there was no visible object to judge distance by. I’m not sure why 
but it was very unnerving and I couldn’t stay in very long.  

Last weekend three of us went to Lava Point on the other side of the island to go 
snorkelling. As the name would suggest, this area is littered with old lava flows. 
On land these lava flows have odd indentations and swirls over them from the 
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waves and the wind, but underwater they are something else. Tall plumes of rock 
emerge from the sea floor, one 10 meters tall reached from the sea floor to just 
below the surface. It had a large, smooth curve resembling the bow of a sunken 
ship that had been reclaimed by sea urchins and barnacles. Here the fish are even 
more spectacular. Swimming through small gaps between lava flows, we would 
suddenly come across shoals of hundreds of fish, which either scatter in panic, 
or circle around you. I had a large shoal of kowhai circle around me so that 
my horizontal view was obscured by a wall of silvery blue fish. I was followed 
by kingfish, trevally, and blue mao mao, and stumbled across two green turtles 
gliding by. I had delicate rose pink jellyfish, with long tendrils, glide pass me like 
parachutes dragging in the wind, and large bright yellow fish with black demonic 
eyes dart to and fro in front of me. One of the most spectacular fish we have here 
however, are the large black spotted gropers. The ones I have seen are well over 
a metre long and they can grow to over two metres. It is their girth however, that 
is truly impressive, a foot to a foot and a half in diameter at the mouth end. I had 
one try and eat my gopro, and it would have succeeded had I not withdrawn it 
from its reach. Unfortunately, I didn’t have it recording (and accidently erased a 
whole lot of footage I thought I’d already copied to my hard drive). It has been 
known for past ‘Raoulies’ to feed whole chickens to the larger gropers, which 
would swallow them whole! All gropers start life as females and change sex to 
males when they reach between 1 and 1.1 metres long, making them particularly 
susceptible to overfishing, as it takes such a long period for males to appear. If 
one ever needed further encouragement to support marine reserves across the 
country they only need to come to a place like Raoul or the Poor Knights.

Update 8: The Sound of Summer, a Shark Fiesta and a Growing Dislike of 
the NZ Defence Force

More of the pohutukawa is in flower now and the loud, slightly menacing, hum 
of a million bees has become the background noise on the island. We had a 
month where it did not rain once, yet the humidity had kept on rising to the point 
that every step forward was, to use a cliché, like trying to push your way through 
soup. Only in Singapore have I ever experienced humidity and heat quite like 
here, though walking down Orchard Road isn’t quite the same as where I walk 
here. Within five minutes my clothes become saturated with sweat, and at the end 
of the day it is bliss to jump straight into the pool. The relief of the rain when it 
did arrive was immense. Early one morning we woke to see that purple storm 
clouds had gathered off the coast, dropping rain into the sea, tantalizingly close, 
yet so far away. Towards evening, a wind change brought the rain towards us, 
and finally a few heavy droplets fell, greedily swallowed by the parched ground. 
This was only the beginning, within a minute the few droplets were replaced by 
a monsoon downpour, pelting the ground hard enough that droplets would launch 
back into the air before hitting the ground a second time. Coming from Dunedin 
it’s hard to think that one could ever miss the rain, but there is something about 
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I had done to their boat, because it seems hard to believe that they could have 
missed the target by quite so much. There was a good 60 metres of grass between 
the target and the edge of the cliff and another 30 metres between the edge of the 
cliff and the ocean, yet they still managed to get it 30 metres out to sea! We then 
proceeded to watch the parachute get sucked out in a rip before being washed in 
again, only to be pulled out in the rip once more. Unfortunately, this parcel had 
a number of power tools, with the batteries still attached, which quickly shorted 
out, and some homemade shortbread, which resembled some kind of soup rather 
than any biscuit. Ironically, the only thing that was sealed in plastic was a pair 
of shorts—the one thing that could have got wet! They were more successful 
on their second run, the parachute landing right on the edge of the cliff, still a 
fair distance away from the target. As the plane left the pilot apologised a little 
sheepishly claiming “tricky conditions,” I’m not sure I believe him. Thank you to 
everyone who sent me something, if I haven’t thanked you it’s because it hasn’t 
arrived yet; there was limited room in the airdrop and our mail was rationed. 
Strangely however, there was enough room for Paul’s (the boss in Warkworth) 
brew kits, for when he arrives in January via Tonga...

the feel of a heavy downpour saturating you, a coolness on the skin, the freshness 
of the air afterwards, the smell of the rain - or is it the smell of plant life exhaling 
in relief? 

Santa was driving an Air Force Hercules this year. In preparation, I had spent two 
hours mowing “MERRY XMAS” into the runway using a lawn mower with no 
self-propulsion. I’m not sure if any of you remember the marketing campaign used 
by the beer brand DB? The gist of it was they would have people doing various 
ridiculous tasks, i.e cutting a kilometre long Macrocarpa hedge with hand clippers, 
and then have someone walk past saying “that man deserves a DB.” I definitely 
deserved a DB. I would soon wish that I hadn’t wasted the effort, or perhaps spent 
my time writing a ruder message into the grass. I climbed up the bluff to see the 
drop again and before long, the deep rumble of the Hercules’ engines became 
audible. It did a practice flight first and then came around a second time for 
the first drop. I think Neil’s response from ground level probably sums up what 
people were thinking, 
“it’s quite far out over 
the sea, they can’t be 
dropping it this time…” 
five seconds later, 
“You’re F————— 
kidding me.” From 
the bluff, I had a great 
view of our Christmas 
mail drift lazily into the 
ocean. Perhaps some of 
the Navy lads had paid 
the pilot off after what 
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In the first four months I saw one shark. In the last month, I have seen more than 
ten. This includes the shark that decided to circle me on my surfboard. It wasn’t 
particularly big, no more than 1.5m, but it was fairly persistent, and its presence 
coincided with a lull between sets, so there was not exactly a quick escape on the 
cards. When a wave did come, Neil hustled me, taking the inside, and leaving 
me stuck out there with it. It wouldn’t be so bad if I could actually get my entire 
body onto my surfboard, but unfortunately I’m a bit too big! It also did not help 
that just before taking off Neil managed to get the Jaw’s theme tune stuck in 
my head. Still, it was not quite as bad as swimming at the edge of the breakers 
the following week, seeing a wave rise up above me with a shark swimming 
happily along the face. Needless to say, I swam quite quickly despite the fact that 
I probably swim with sharks all the time and don’t see them.

A few of us also did a sneaky snorkelling mission over to Denham Bay. We’re 
not really supposed to swim in the bay, but it was calmest I had seen it since I’d 
arrived and it’s not likely there will be another opportunity before I leave. It was 
very eerie swimming out. Despite the mill pond appearance on the surface, the 
very small shore break was still enough to dredge up the black sand bottom and 
reduce visibility to half a metre in front of you. It’s a bizarre feeling to hold your 
arm out in front of you and not see your hand. After swimming for a minute or 
two it became apparent that the sand was concealing numerous fish, tails and fins 
just catching your eye in the murk before disappearing again. Eventually, about 
thirty metres away from the shore, the water cleared to five metres visibility and 
revealed the largest number of fish I’ve ever seen. Shoals of fluorescent blue 
fish, as big as half a metre, circled around us, interspersed with hundreds of 
kahawai and trevally, all scattering as the submarine shapes of two metre kingfish 
loomed out of the shroud, galapagos sharks appeared sporadically, eyeing us up 

before disappearing back into the murk. Despite the poor 
water clarity, it was the best snorkeling I’ve done since 
being here. Alas, it’s ruined snorkeling around the rest 
of the island for me. Boat Cove now seems like a barren 
wasteland inhabited by one or two fish.

The island has been inundated with black winged petrels 
over the last month. They do the most amazing aerobatics, 
including the occasional loop the loop or spin. However, 
the best thing about them is that they are attracted to loud 
noises. You might be operating a chainsaw or scrub bar 
and all of a sudden a petrel flies down to land beside you, 

or attempt to climb on you. The other day, while on the madeira slope, I had 
one bird on each shoulder and another on my lap. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a 
camera, or my pirate hat for that matter...
We were originally supposed to be returning home on a chartered ship (The 
Braveheart) in February. Paul cancelled the contract in light of the Navy offering 
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to do a resupply. The owner of the boat was pretty annoyed, understandably, but 
on the other hand DOC has to pay something like $60k-$100k for the chartered 
boat, while the Navy boat is free. Unfortunately, the Navy plan keeps on changing 
and it now looks like I won’t get back until March 23. The Braveheart is coming 
past on the 22nd of January and I’m really hoping I can hitch a ride, though I 
think it’s fairly unlikely as the owner is still annoyed at Paul. If we were able to 
secure passage though, five of the six volunteers would leave. We are all over it, 
not just the weeding, but not being able to plan anything back on the mainland 
because our departure date changes every other day.

That’s about it from me. Tomorrow we recommence weeding after a two week 
holiday. *Shudder* 

Update 9: The Escape

It’s a brilliant blue bird day. I cannot see a single cloud in the sky. The sun bears 
down upon the five of us as we plod slowly up the steepening snow slope. The 
familiar sound of ice axes biting into ice and our feet plugging holes in the foot 
deep snow is the only noise that travels across the glacier. The snowy dome of 
Mount Clarke looms above us, and before long we are standing on the summit 
looking out towards the peaks of Mount Earnslaw to the southeast and Mount 
Aspiring to the northwest. I’ve missed the mountains, towering beech forests and 
the clear icy rivers of Fiordland and Mount Aspiring National Parks. I’ve missed 
the sound of bellbirds and kereru flying overhead, and seeing fantails flit around 
the house. I’ve missed family and friends. I’ve missed not having to go weeding 
every day. Yet, it now feels like I was never on Raoul, like something out of a 
half remembered dream. 

When the end came, it came quickly. We knew the Braveheart was arriving on 
Friday the 23rd of January, yet despite sending two emails asking whether we 
could “hitch” a ride we hadn’t heard a response, at least not until Thursday. We 
received an email from the captain of the ship, Matt Jolly (the owner’s son), 
detailing their ETA and requesting tea with scones and cream at the flag pole on 
their arrival. He finished the email by saying, “oh yeah, about your volunteers, 
I’ve got a can of two part epoxy they can have.” i.e. harden up. I really thought 
that was it, I was stuck there for another two months. I can’t say my mood was 
particularly positive that afternoon. However, I still couldn’t quite give up hope 
until I watched the boat sail away with my own eyes. So that night the volunteers 
made a plan on how we were going to approach Nigel when he came on land the 
next day. We decided that I would still be the one to approach him, but we would 
wait until after he had sat down back at the hostel for a bit and had had some food 
and fresh orange juice. In the end that is what happened and I asked if I could 
have a quick word with him.
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Me: “Hi Nigel, you obviously got our email then.”

Nigel: “Yeah, there’s no such word as hitching in my dictionary though, a berth 
would normally be $8000…”

Me: “Yeah, I get that you have a business to run, we’re all willing to chip in 
something, but we’ve been volunteering for 7 months and none of us have a lot 
of money, what we can afford is likely going to be chicken feed compared to 
what you’re used to.”

Nigel: “Well you write down the names of the people who want to leave on a 
piece of paper with a figure beside their name, bring it to me, I’ll take it back to 
the boat and let you know sometime tonight whether I’ll take you.”

Me: “Fair enough.” (Not what I was thinking though.)

So anyway, the five of us got together having already discussed what we were 
willing to put in. I had started off at $500 being the most I wanted to spend, but 
suddenly I found myself going up to $1700. One person put up a full $5,000 
and the others put up $800, $200 and $200. None of us really cared that others 
were paying less, it was just a case of what each of us could afford/were willing 
to pay and the hope that he would take us all regardless. We later found out that 
Nigel also approached DOC and they contributed an extra $500 per person, so 
$2500 all up. Our escape came to a total cost of $10,400. Pretty small change for 
DOC really, when you consider they would otherwise have been paying close to 
$100,000 for the original boat trip. About 6pm that night, Nigel told me he would 
take us. I was so grateful I wasn’t even particularly bitter about having to pay to 
get away from something I had volunteered my time to for seven months. The 
greatest irony for me however, is that in the end the only National voter on the 
island funded what was essentially a very left wing plan of escape… 

Because it was such a short notice getaway, the last twenty four hours was a 
bit of blur trying to pack everything away. There was a slightly awkward thank 
you speech from Paul that night where he said we shouldn’t feel bad for leaving 
early (apparently one or two of the volunteers, who had been complaining for 
the last two months about being mucked around by DOC, suddenly felt guilty 
for leaving and had approached him to say they hoped he didn’t begrudge them), 
I’m sure it was genuinely heartfelt response to some of the other volunteers, but 
for me it was a case of “leaving early?!” we’ve spent seven months on the island, 
you were trying to keep us here for nine, when a usual stint would be six, we’re 
leaving late! 

The next day, the boat wasn’t leaving until 2pm, so we sat waiting awkwardly 
around the hostel; condemned, waiting to be exiled. Before long however, we 
were slowly trudging down the dirt road towards fishing rock. It’s funny that for 
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the last month I had barely noticed how picturesque the island can be, suddenly 
knowing that I would be escaping I could appreciate it again. The red pohutukawa 
flowers were more vivid, the sea more blue, and the humidity less overpowering. 
There were hugs all around on the rock, and before I knew it I was sitting in a 
boat, watching the five people waving on the rock shrink into miniature, adding 
to the dreamlike quality of the moment. I’m not sure I can really describe exactly 
what it was like, I’ll have to settle for the wholly inadequate use of the word 
“weird.” I think it was that half the family was staying behind…

Finally aboard the boat, the five of us sat up on deck with plans to watch the 
island sink into the horizon, the swell had other ideas however, and within half 
an hour of sailing all five of us were safely in our bunks attempting to ward off 
sea sickness. There isn’t anything too interesting to report about the ship journey 
other than it was long and tedious and I was exceptionally grateful to see land.
For the boat trip, Nigel had taken our passports from us for “customs reasons.” 
I’m really not sure he ever actually needed them, as we had technically not been 
out of the country. Regardless of whether or not he did need them, he didn’t 
return them to us straight away. Oh no, they were to be used as bond, while the 
five of us were taken to the bank to withdraw the money we owed him. It felt a 
bit like a Russian Mafia deal. The fact his last name is Jolly is one of the greatest 
ironies I’ve come across in my 24 years.

Our issues with DOC were not quite over however. On docking in Tauranga, we 
were stuck on the boat for an hour while MPI and customs came and did a check 
of the boat. The two DOC staff who were to be our ride to Auckland had arrived 
just as the boat had shown up, so they too had to wait an hour. On our release I 
walked over to them and asked one of them how they were and was greeted with 
a “sick of waiting here,” in a snarky voice. She then proceeded to hurry us along 
as much as she could, getting impatient about waiting for us while we went to the 
bank and continued to make snide comments about needing to hurry up. I could 
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be missing something, but when you have a bunch of pretty unhappy volunteers 
who have just given up seven months of their lives for a DOC program, it’s not 
too much to ask to wait around for an extra hour. It wasn’t like we had a choice in 
the matter either, at least she was getting paid for it! In the end, only Minnie was 
unfortunate enough to have to go in the ute with her. The other four of us jumped 
in with Nigel (DOC ranger, not mafia enforcer) who was exceptionally friendly, 
stopped at an orchard nearby and shouted us all to real fruit ice creams. The next 
day I was back in Dunedin.

Was it all worth it? I’m honestly not sure. I went to Raoul because I was after an 
adventure, am passionate about conservation, and because I didn’t feel like I had 
anything better to do. I was wrong about two of those things. The adventure part of 
the trip was mostly removed by an oppressive health and safety regime, largely a 
result of a knee jerk following the freak death of Mihi, a DOC volunteer in 2011. 
It’s hard to accept that you can’t walk on a sandy beach by yourself, particularly 
when you spend your days clambering up and down treacherous bluffs and 
windfall, where you have a reasonably high chance of seriously injuring yourself 
or worse. Likewise, not being able to abseil seems silly when to access certain 
weed plots we climbed 5-10 metres overhand up vertical cliffs on yellow knotted 
rope. The only real difference between these work activities and the unlikely 
event you would injure yourself near the sea is that they would be able to find 
your body more easily in the former. Likewise, to volunteer costs a reasonable 
amount of money. You have to pay for your own medical and dental checks, your 
own transport to and from Warkworth, some of your food for the first two weeks 
in Warkworth, your clothing for the island (Which you go through very quickly 
doing weeding) and of course we had to pay a reasonably significant sum to get 
off the island. I guess the real question is this, if someone asked me whether I 
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would recommend it, what would be my response? It’s this, what you see and get 
to do is not worth giving up six months or longer of your life, particularly if you 
are an adventurous person who likes a challenge. Even if you think six months is 
not so bad, you have to factor in an additional two to three months in case DOC 
decides to change the pick up. If you were able to go for three months, even four, 
yes, go for it, but no more.

However, I don’t want to conclude on such a negative, so despite everything I 
will say this; there are many things from my time on the island that will remain 
with me for the rest of my life. I’ll remember the menacing noise of a million 
bees overhead. I’ll remember purple and black storm clouds, the rise in humidity 
before tropical rain and heavy drops of rain hitting the sea and bouncing back 
up before falling a second time. I’ll remember a patchwork quilt of clouds with 
seams of blue black sky dotted with stars and a shooting star below cloud height. 
I’ll remember the multitude of blues of the sea and a sole yacht in the middle of 
the ocean. I’ll remember the song of fifty tuis, the clamour and caw of a hundred 
thousand sea birds, and two dozen emerald kākāriki on the lawn. I’ll remember 
the feel of the tropical sun through closed eyes. I’ll remember the ‘blueness’ of 
the water closing in on me underwater and a hundred fish circling around me. I’ll 
remember the smell of a pizza oven stoked with pohutukawa logs. I’ll remember 
an old wooden villa and a hillside red with pohutukawa flowers. 

I’ll remember… I’ll remember...
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OUTC Annual Photo Competition Winners

Judged by Jaz Morris - Thanks Jaz [Eds note: for this and everything else]!

NB: Originals may have been cropped for publication format.

Uniquely OUTC: Three Mermaids Post-Swim (Natalie Somerville)
 
Above the Bushline: Sunset on Pineapple Track (Tiffany Young)

Native Flora and Fauna: Don’t Mind if I Do (Luke Gardener) See pg 88

Native Flora and Fauna (2nd): Black-Beaked Gull (Penzy Dinsdale)

Below the Bushline: Stay Positive (Max Olsen)
 
Outdoor Landscapes: Sefton Bomb (Rowan Cox)
 
Hut and Camp Life: Above Sandflies (Mark Mason)
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Haircuts
Torea Scott-Fyfe

This article (and trip) exists thanks to Dave Vass, who took the time (on his 
birthday!!) to give us the idea of this trip and the map we used. Hurrah for 
wonderful ex-OUTC members helping new ones to discover the world. Thank 
you very much Dave.

I have never been a fan of haircuts.

In fact I would almost go so far as to say I have a bit of a phobia of them. The 
previous hair reducing experiences I have had over my lifetime have not been 
fun. My mother cutting all my hair off, and cutting my ear in the process. Being 
mistaken for a boy. Finally growing it long again only to lose almost all of it to 
a “thinning”. Thinking I’d got a nice haircut only to be confronted by looks of 
horror from my friends and family. And just the agonising hours of sitting in 
front of the huge hairdressing mirrors staring at my displeasing reflection while 
hairdressers do strange and uncomplimentary things, all add up to make me avoid 
hairdressers above all other places on earth.

The thing is, hair still needs to be cut. I find this especially the case with tramping 
and climbing. Try to carefully pick your way up a loose rocky hill with long 
sweaty hair flopping into your eyes, especially in a high wind, and you will 
definitely understand why we need haircuts. 

I found the solution to my problem on an epic adventure to a frozen lake and 
beyond.

It was early summer, and Becca and I had ventured far with heavy packs to camp 
by the frozen Lake Hope, in the wind, sleet and hail.

I have to say, it was magnificent. If you have never been to a frozen lake I 
highly recommend it. Sharp mountains surrounded us, rocks and tussock and 
lots of snow. Better still, we arrived just as the lake was beginning to melt, and 
hexagons of ice shivered in beautiful patterns before us. The rocky headland we 
were bivvying beside stuck out into the lake, so we had our own perfect island in 
this storm-struck haven.

True, the night was freezing, and more than a little precarious with the tent 
repeatedly flattening on our faces with the wind. However we still managed to 
make our way out the next day and go for an explore of this wilderness we had 
stuck ourselves in. We journeyed up over another small frozen lake, up a couloir, 
and then rock scrambled to the top of the nameless Peak 2172m.

There is no feeling like summiting a mountain! We were on top of the world! 
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Around us was nothing but mountains, lake, sky, as far as the eye can see! 

(Oh, and Queenstown. Fuck Queenstown. Fuck that bloody wilderness-disrupting 
airport too. But that’s a different story.)

So, there we were on top of a mountain with the euphoria of summit-reaching in 
our veins!

It was also incredibly incredibly windy.

Referring back to my earlier statement on the problems of hair, you may have 
deduced that the windiness on said summit might have caused a bit of a problem. 
This is probably a major cause of what came next.

I can’t remember exactly how it came about, but I imagine it was something like 
this:
 Torea: “I really need to cut my hair”
 Rebecca: “Me too, if only we had scissors”
 Torea: “I have nail scissors in my first aid kit!”
 Rebecca: “Oh my god, shall we?”
 Torea: “Fuck yes let’s do it!”

So it was I came to be chopping my way through Becca’s ponytail with a pair 
of rather blunt nail scissors on top of a very windy, icy cold mountain with a 
magnificent view. It took a very long time. Becca then had a go and hacked off 
my problematic fringe.

Haircuts on a windy mountain top are definitely the way to go.

Becca was nice and neatened my haircut up a bit halfway to the next campsite 
a day or so later, with her slightly less blunt nail scissors and (shock horror!) a 
comb. I have a lot of respect for her haircutting abilities. She, on the other hand, 
wouldn’t let me go near her hair again, so her hair remained in a wonky sort of 
bob. She didn’t seem to mind. We’ll call it the windswept fashion.
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towards this incident so your group members remain convinced you are leaders 
of great skill and knowledge. Followed by a somewhat frantic search for help 
to display your physical superiority (which must be successful) you are off to a 
good start. 

Unavoidable river crossings are a great element to add to the beginning of a trip, 
I’d recommend within the first 30 minutes so most members must continue with 
wet feet. It also helps if your knowledge of the rest of the trip is very poor, ideally 
neither leader will have done the trip before. Having a map, hut location and 
start/finishing point are the only prerequisites. Giving false information based 
solely on obviously unreliable information from other tramping club members 
is a good way to keep up morale for the first two-thirds of the trip. Until this 
point group members are still in relatively good spirits and very trusting. As 
soon as any doubt about your capabilities emerges you finally bring out lunch. 
It’s absolutely vital that the food is on point and ensures that group members do 
not stray or display too much sass, it also helps to exert your superiority over 
them, showing that you also have great taste. And you get an enjoyable meal out 
of it. This should be the final card you have to play in order to get members to 
complete the first day, at this point you should also be over halfway so turning 
around is no longer an option just in case anyone asks. 

You will need to ensure that the final stage of the trip is completed in the dark, so 
members will not bother you with unnecessary chatter and walk quickly in order 

Makarora Hut (How to Lead an OUTC Trip)
Cara-Lisa Schloots

Trip Members: Johanna Tonnon (Driver & Leader), Cara-Lisa Schloots (Leader), 
Terri Urwin, Wenyi Zhou, Kate Johnstone and Victor Mittlestaedt

The marketing strategy is the first and one of the most vital aspects; you have to 
sell your trip at about two levels easier than it really is (medium becomes easy, 
hard becomes easy/medium and so on – the OUTC runs no easy trips). Ensuring 
you have group members of a wide range of skills is also useful to push all 
of them to their limits, even the fitter 
members will have their patience 
tested. The actual trip has to start off 
by almost (but not quite) parking the 
rental van in a riverbed, it’s important 
that this doesn’t quite happen because 
otherwise you may not have a van to 
get back home. You definitely don’t 
want to be stuck with these kinds of 
people for more than the designated 
amount of time. You do, however, 
need to maintain a serious approach (Cara-Lisa Schloots)
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to reach the destination as quickly as possible. The timely addition of many river 
crossings will further decrease members’ comfort (ensuring arrival at the hut is 
greeted with enthusiasm) and upon arriving at the hut it’s vital to light the fire 
and get dinner started, along with an entrée of home baked cookies. You need 
to ensure that all group members are sweet talked (fed) into thinking you’re 
actually a great person so they won’t go on to make any trouble or try anything 
funny while you are all trapped in the hut together. However if you’ve done 
things right up to this point all members will be exhausted and want to sleep as 
soon as possible, as a bonus they will also not be particularly hungry, leaving the 
majority of food for yourselves. I feel it is necessary to stress the point of taking 
food based largely on your personal tastes.

The next day you need to leave super early in order to “get back on time”, or 
really, just to prevent members from actually seeing the hut and surrounding 
area where you spent the night. Chances are they will only realise this once they 
are back home and get asked by a friend or relative to share photos and cannot 
provide. Ensuring your tramp is set in a super cold valley with maybe 10 minutes 
of sunlight per day will provide incentive to walk faster. This is also an optimal 
time for you to take photos as group members will be slow and you can take 
nice photos and eat icicles. The walk back should be relatively pleasant, albeit 
slow. Of course there is the obligatory group photo at the end and the journey 
home. If you plan the drive home well however, you can get the fastest driver 
in snowy conditions, who will make it through “5cm of snow in Beaumont” in 
no time at all, and manage to overtake each of the other drivers, multiple times 
if need be. Choosing the fastest driver will also ensure that by the time you are 
tired of dishing out sarcastic witty banter you will be home. Any comments/
questions regarding questionable circumstances during the trip should also be 
blamed directly on Jamie Gardner, relieving yourself from blame and ensuring 
you will be permitted to lead more trips in the future.

Note: The Makarora Hut trip was actually one of the most beautiful trips I’ve been 
on, not only was there a stunning waterfall near the start but many interesting 
plants and fungi. We had amazing views the whole time of snowy mountains and 
the very impressive Makarora Gorge. Arriving late at the river flats before the hut 
actually worked out well as it was perfect weather and we had stunning purple 
tinged skies until it got properly dark and all the stars and the moon came out. 
The stove in the hut made for a really comfortable sleep and in the morning we 
started our walk through a frosty white landscape. Seeing the sun rise and light 
up the mountain tops just added to the beauty of the area. Although the trip was 
long it was well worth it and an awesome experience for everyone. Our group 
was really good and happy to help each other out in some of the scarier sections 
of the track where there had been slips and on the way back where there were icy 
rocks to traverse. 



-119-

Young Valley
Charlotte Crisford

Luke is a bastard. (Basically all you need to know.)

Top: The gang and a bridge
Bottom: the gang without a bridge

(both Luke Gardener)
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The day went by, the weather behaved and we finally arrived at our destination 
for a rather warm, foamy beer and a soak in the pools. In the premature hours of 
the night we lost one OUTC member to a bottle of whiskey, whom then spent 
the entire evening in the hut unconscious and inevitably had to depart the next 
morning with no recollection of the outrageous events that had unfolded.

As the night progressed, the festivities got wilder and the party was in full swing. 
Understandably so, next minute everyone was in their ‘birthday suits’ and mud 
massaging trains commenced, much to the shock and horror of those others 
occupying the pool. It seemed that our initial novelty had worn off and by the 
early hours of the morning we were the only ones left in the pools.

In Honour of Bilbo’s Eleventy-First 
Eva Duncan
    
As a result of the poor weather that plagued Paradise 2015, my group decided 
that it was only appropriate to plan another trip to makeup for our somewhat 
dismal initial attempt. At first, our ambition was small; A reasonably-sized group 
making our way to the Copland Hot Pools for a weekend of tramping and light 
boozing. However, being the inclusive bunch that we are, the trip was opened 
up to all those who could manage it, and in the end we had 35 OUTC members, 
both from New Zealand and abroad, committed to what would become one of 
the best trips I have ever been on. By this point we were going big and the 

decision was made that dress-up was 
only appropriate, settling upon a Lord 
of the Rings theme, and that a keg 
should be carried in. 

We set off in the masses on a Friday 
afternoon, driving to Haast where 
we would spend our first night. 
As early Saturday morning came, 
costumes were donned and we set off 
along the the 7 hour Copland Track 
with everyone’s favourite Gandalf 
(A.K.A Blaine Hartman) carrying 
the keg. It seemed that our presence 
on the track caused amusement and 
dismay to fellow trampers. On the 
one hand it was hard not to laugh at 
our ridiculously fabulous attire, yet 
on the other they knew they would 
be spending the night with us and we 
would not be holding back. 

Gandalf always brings party favours 
(Eva Duncan)
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Over time the vibes died down, some stayed up far later than others and close to 
a handful of ‘all nighters’ were achieved. As morning came we all agreed that we 
wished we didn’t have to leave, but the walk out and long drive back to Dunedin 
was looming. 

Nonetheless it was worth it and it would be great to see the Copland track become 
an annual OUTC tradition!

The Fellowship bathing
(Eva Duncan)

Meg: “Ella, I’ve never seen you so annoyed!” 
*Turns to Luke*

Meg: “You’ve got a bit of a gift there Luke, you’re a true bastard.”



-122-

More Nudity than I’ve Ever Seen Before
(Yes, it was that other Copland trip)
Jaz Morris

Fortunately, no one had read “Volunteer drivers and exempt passenger services” 
(Land Transport Agency Factsheet 18) which clearly states that the driver of 
a vehicle seating more than 12 people (including the driver) must hold a 
P-endorsement on their driver’s license, because we thought we’d been pretty 
clever hiring a 14 seat van. Hopefully, the usual publishing standards of Antics 
will mean that the Statute of Limitations applies to this clearly implied breach 
of the law. The pros are that it’s very cheap and it means no-one needs to drive 
for very long, because it’s a bloody long way to Copland! The distance might 
explain why in seven years in the OUTC I hadn’t made it there. In hindsight, 
what have I been doing all this time?

The drive was actually fairly smooth and upon arrival, the most experienced 
passengers made haste in evacuating the van and establishing themselves under 
the small road-end shelter before any punter doth inserteth their pit under 
said ceiling and try to claim a decent night’s sleep for themselves. Little did 
experienced passengers know, a decent night’s sleep is impossible – you are on 
the Coast and the sandflies are hungry and they get up early.

Many many brews of tea ensued before departing upvalley in outstanding weather. 
With 14 plus a carload from Christchurch the OUTC was spread out across a 
couple of kms of track, but Nick, Tiff and Max were fittest, and were in the 
lead. After a 2-hour lunch break and copious coffee at Architect Creek the group 
started to bond, or not, it depends. There were about four or five ex-couples on 
the trip (depending on definitions) and although it was optimistically called the 
‘reconciliation trip’ a few people wound up getting to Welcome Flat quite early 
and decided to split from the pack. A highly optimistic ‘run’ to Douglas Rock 
resulted in three of the team getting really tired, they’d totally underestimated the 
distance and severity of track undulations. But it was worth it to see a classy hut 
and ensure cheap drunkenness when they returned to the Hot Pools.

Upon return to the rock biv at the Hot Pools we were surprised to see members of 
the group partaking of Class C controlled substances, for a certain Person, Drug 
taking was a new thing and they became amusingly high. Another prominent 
crusty OUTC Person Was also highly entertaining in their inebriated state. 
Eventually the proceedings proceeded to the hot pool and due to consumption of 
alcohol nudity ensued.

“Is anyone still wearing pants?”
“Pants? Who the fuck wears pants?”

“Wow, I would have never let your pubic hair get that out of control.”
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The massage circle was a complicated affair considering the amount of mud and 
appendages, but by this point it was dark and there was a new moon. As long as 
people were considerate with their head torch usage, things stayed fairly above 
board. Apart from where Laura was concerned – she was clearly the drunkest, 
and proceeded to swim around the circle.

“Yes, I have a beautiful arse. Watch me as I slither past.”

At some stage she was put to bed, stealing my head torch in the process, which 
resulted in a good scald when I tried to crawl back to the rock biv in 100% total 
darkness. One of the Irish chaps announced he was returning to the hut, sans 
torch, and proceeded to disappear into the bushes in the wrong direction, only to 
emerge swearing some time later. As for the rest, well, what happens at Copland 
mostly stays at Copland. I was, however, surprised to note, in a brief moment of 
sobriety, that it was only 10pm when I went to bed! Several litres of G&T will 
do that.

I awoke, like the others, to a splitting headache and the realisation I was covered 
almost entirely in mud. A refreshing (read: numbing) swim in the Copland solved 
both issues, and after the usual dosage of hangover tea combined with hair-of-
the-dog Scrumpy, we gradually set off back downvalley. Certain Late Departing 
people had to have a significant quantity of their gear carried out for them, and 
they were in a right poor state by the time lunch was called at Architect Creek.

Not much else happened until, the unexpected and funniest moment of the trip, 
when an iPod changeover in the van occurred, and before anyone had more than 
a picosecond to figure out what the calm Stephen Fry voice coming from the 
speakers was talking about, there was a scream from Jonas at the back of the 
van.

“No Penzy, NO! NO FUCKING Harry Potter audiobook! You play this all the 
fucking time! NO! No Harry Potter audiobook. FUCK!”

So there you have it. Drugs, alcohol, swearing, nudity, (more??), what more do 
you want? That’s right, you want to go there yourself.

(J
az

 M
or

ri
s)
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Where the Grass is Oliviner
Thomas McKellar

‘Twas not until only a few days before Christmas that trip preparations really 
began. Rowan and I had decided in early December that we were interested in 
doing a trip. With just a few nights of cooking dehydrated food and a couple 
of discussions on the phone, it was a very low key lead up. But there was a 
constant excitement bubbling beneath the veneer of our laconic chats. As always, 
the decision of where to go was a tough one. There was some dithering about 
and listing of the all the places we could go in the two weeks following Boxing 
Day. But, in retrospect, we were always going to try for the Olivine Ice Plateau, 
beckoned by its chimerical, legendary presence. A plan was made: a challenging 
route in, via the Beans Burn Direct route to Forgotten Flat, and a challenging 
route beyond, via Destiny Ridge. Then where? The Marion Plateau? Williamson 
Flat? There was a deep pleasure in not knowing.

On Christmas Eve a message appeared on Facebook: “Olivines again. Leaving 
26th, back, well, hopefully back before work begins.” I made a phone call to the 
post’s originator from Subway in Milton on Boxing Day: “Saw your Facebook 
post, Peter! What’s your plan? We’re en route to an Olivines trip of our own.” 
“Yeah? Nick and I are going to the Plateau, via the head of the Beans Burn.“ 
“Might see you there, then!” When he said “we’re catching the jet boat up the 
Dart tomorrow. Sarah and Mark’s group are already a few hours up the track, 
they’ll be making Forgotten River Col at the same time,” I thought: “an Olivines 
party!” It put me in mind of the good old OTMC days.

Three days later Rowan and I woke in my little tent high on the Main Divide. It 
had been oppressively hot. Two hot, hot days of slogging up the Dart and Beans 
Burn, and there we were on the cusp of a descent into Shangri-La. We were taking 
the Forgotten Flats Direct route, which avoids the Olivine River completely. 
From the saddle just northeast of Brenda Peak a welcome traverse along the 
Divide beckoned, and soon we were waltzing along feeling on top of the world. 
All easy going here, folks, it’s an excellent route. Then with Forgotten Flats, 
Ark, the Tower, and Blockade ahead we dropped down easy ledges and tussock 
slopes. At Pt 928, a wonderful rock 
garden whose dark-bottomed tarns 
heat in the sun. We had all the time 
in the world to relish such a place.

Descending through the bush to the 
flats, a glimpse through the canopy 
revealed six figures making their 
way up the Forgotten. “Either 
we know who those guys are, or 
Forgotten Hotel is going to be Five star accomodation

(Rowan Cox)
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after dawn - not a freeze in sight. Peter 
called it a day there, leaving me and 
Rowan to push onwards. Conditions 
were slightly firmer higher up, and an 
easy colouiry scramble or two saw us 
to the top of Ark and then Great Ark 
(2330m). Fine climbing indeed. 

We arrived back at camp to find Peter 
had been joined by Nick, Sarah, Mark, 
Adele, and Ben, who soon proceeded 
to climb Mt Blockade. We weren’t 
tempted to tag along, enjoying the 
magical peace of the place on a long, 
still afternoon. The afternoon flowed 
into evening -  New Year’s Evening - 
and the day’s idle banter soon butted 
heads with whiskey, Ukranian vodka, 
an extra ration of chocolate, and Neil 
Young from Peter’s PonoPlayer.

It was something historically grand 
to be camped in this place with so 
many companions. Is Forgotten 

very, very full tonight.” We hurried, and sure enough we caught up with Peter, 
Nick, Sarah, Mark, Ben, and Adele, who had all camped at Olivine Flats the 
previous night. Together we made Forgotten Hotel, and until sundown we sat and 
marvelled at the precipices crowding the valley head.

The following day, at lunchtime, Rowan, Peter, and I made the call to climb to 
the Plateau. The other five, exhausted by two very long days getting to Olivine 
Flats, decided to rest and camp at the Hotel another night. But the three of us 
were drawn forward by the thought of a climb the following morning. Given 
the salubrious accommodation at the flaky-ceilinged Hotel, Nick and Peter were 
comfortable in separating their sub-party, with Peter carrying the tent up to the 
Plateau to camp. Travel was straightforward and we arrived on Forgotten River 
Col in glorious evening light, Mt Gable alight. It was the perfect time for pottering 
around, and a few minutes of exploring the rocks to the south of the col turned up 
a handful of rusty snow caving shovels. We set up camp in the twilight.

On day five we climbed Ark. The conditions had been still and warm; great for a 
restful night - thankfully, because the poles and pegs of Peter’s tent had been left 
in the rock bivvy so he’d kipped under the fly draped over a walking pole and 
pinned down with all the ice axes we had. Unfortunately this same weather made 
it rubbish for climbing. The snow was soft as we went up and over Little Ark just 

Descending off Great Ark towards the 
Plateau, with Mt Aspiring on the  skyline 

(Rowan Cox)
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River Col the heart of transalpine wilderness tramping? The stash of shovels, a 
relic… Grand stories of ski plane landings on the Plateau, and weeks spent snow 
caving… A multitude of trampers and climbers peaks close at hand… And the 
Mecca of Otago tramping, this alpine niche, both flawlessly smooth and rugged, 
a place of edification and spiritual bounty.

On New Year’s Day we split. Sarah’s party rose early to tackle Ark. Peter and 
Nick were to start a long retreat back over the Col towards the Beans Burn. And 
Rowan and I planned to descend Destiny Ridge. Day Six of thirteen now, the 
food was holding up well and conditions were ripe for a journey down to the Joe 
Valley - supposedly the toughest bush bash in the country. Conditions were good 
- or were they? By 6am, in slushy snow that again hadn’t had a hope of freezing, 
we quickly agreed the descent over Destiny was too daunting for this party of 
two - we’d leave it til next time. We dropped our packs and scooted up Climax, 
getting another angle on this gorgeous area. Seeing the Joe, darkly shaded, and 
the fearsome Snowdrift Range, brought relief that we’d chosen another route 
out.

Which way out, then? Barrier Flats? Bryneria Range? The Five Passes and the 
Rock Burn? Trinity Stream…? Serpentine Range? The decision was crowded by 
options, but it didn’t take long to settle on the Bryneria Range. And a fine choice 
it was. On the 3rd January - day eight - we climbed from Olivine Flats up the 
stream that drains north from point 1083. It was an absolute highway, the stream 
non-existent after the lack of rain. Soon enough that 500m staircase was behind 
us, and we marched on, past Lake Never along the Bryneria Range itself. This 
was the worst weather day of the trip; in the cold south easterly wind the Divide 
bubbled in cloud, but, one range to the west, we were still in the clear in prime 
tramping terrain. There was a little sting in the tail when it came to descend to 
Alabaster Pass, but we got there with a bit of route finding, and soon we were 
setting up camp among a copse of trees in the middle of Barrington Flat straight 
below.

Now where to? We had another five days worth in our swags, and the weather 
wasn’t showing any signs of packing in. Which would be the finial to our trip: 
the Serpentine Range, or the Park Pass Glacier and Lake Unknown? Either route 
would bring a welcome doubling of the rations. We decided to have a poke at 
the latter, so on day nine we mosied on to Park Pass and up to the toe of the 
Glacier. Wonderful, wonderful country, although there’s more than just a little 
over-cairning in the valley below the Pass. And on this day, more people: we 
passed a family of three in Hidden Falls Creek, and a group of four guys on Park 
Pass. The Five Passes route is rapidly becoming frontcountry.

Day ten: over Park Pass Glacier, a high traverse above Iceland to the saddle 
between it and Lake Unknown, another to the saddle above Theatre Flat, then to 
the Flat itself. Iceland, the enormous glacial basin between Minos and Amphion, 
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is an extraordinary alpine Xanadu easily within two days reach from the road 
end. Looking for a tough three or four day tramping adventure? This is it, folks. 
Just be wary of the risk of verglas...

Back into familiar territory from here, for both me and Rowan. How long does the 
walk out the Rock Burn over Sugarloaf take? Just a bit over three hours, if you’re 
trying hard. Suddenly, POOF, there I was on the leather seat of a flash rental 
car, trying to make small talk with a kind software engineer who offered me a 
lift to Lake Sylvan. Rowan, I’m sure, was desperately trying to act nondescript 
while he boiled up a brew, surrounded by ice axes and climbing gear, among the 
Routeburn track walkers at the roadend shelter.

We were both completely ready to return to so-called ‘civilisation’ - hence the 
accelerated exit - but, as always, it was strange making the transition. A French 
hitchhiker between Glenorchy and Queenstown (“ze fucking mountains, we 
would just beeld a tunnel to Meelford”), fresh fruit from the Frankton New 
World, travel faster than 4km/hr, even texts, served to push me into a daze. 
Within a couple of days I was back at work, and I reflected: “which of these is 
the real world? This one, or that one we found on the other side of the Barrier 
Range?” I still wonder. I think the answer can only be found in these in between 
moments. So I’ll be back, Olivines! See you again, Destiny Ridge! You’ll be 
next, Snowdrift Range! Arawhata Rock Biv, here I come.

Thanks to Rowan, Peter, Nick, Sarah, Mark, Adele, and Ben.

Tom appreciating the view
(Rowan Cox)
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Top left: On top of Mt Ark 
(Rowan Cox)

Bottom left: Mt Nox towers above 
Lake Unknown 
(Rowan Cox)

Top right: Peter and Tom approach 
Forgotten River Col 

(Rowan Cox)

Bottom right: Climing Little Ark
 (Rowan Cox)

Page 128: Rowan surveys the Olivine 
Range from the summit of Climax 

(Tom McKellar)
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It seemed like months since we had two days of fine weather on a weekend, so 
when the forecast began lining up for the first weekend of mid-semester break 
everyone dropped everything to enable a trip into the hills. Rowan, Meg, Chris 
and I left Friday morning at 8am to head to Mount Cook hoping to fit in some 
rock climbing at Sebastopol before climbing Mount Sealy in the weekend. 

The drive to Mount Cook was spectacular. Fresh snow had fallen on Wednesday 
night, and the snow covered hills and mountains were reflected in the glassy 
still lakes along the roadside. We arrived at Mount Cook right on lunchtime and 
had a quick bite to head before heading up to the cliffs. The weather could not 
have been better and we were sheltered from what little wind there was. A bright 
winter sun had warmed the rock and the four of us, somewhat lizard like, basked 
in the sun for the first time in weeks. It was Rowan’s first real climbing since 
breaking his back at Mount Horrible (fitting name) so I led the easy climb up Red 
Arête, while Meg and Chris chose a slightly harder route. We all ended up on a 
sunbathed ledge at the top of the fourth pitch, where we were still sheltered from 
the wind, and could only think that it was a perfect location to haul a barbeque 
up to and enjoy a beer, admiring the view towards Aoraki Mount Cook and the 
surrounding peaks; we agreed that this would happen at a date in the future.

We climbed until dusk and then headed to the White Horse Hill Campground. 
The temperature immediately dropped, and frost began appearing on the 
ground almost the moment the sun disappeared from it. We got a surprise at the 
campground to discover that while DOC was still charging for the campground, 
there was no running water to be had, nor anything other than a single portaloo. 
I had to drive back to the village to get water, at one point thinking I would have 
to go into the Hermitage with the 8 drink bottles and plead to them to let us fill 

Mount Sealy 
Luke Gardener

Rowan Captain Cox, Chris ‘muesli makes me sick’ Greenan, Meg ‘I open 
doors so snow falls in’ Buddle (Luke ‘Bastard’ Gardener)
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up. Luckily such a sorry sight was avoided with the discovery of a DOC shelter 
at the start of the Red Tarns track. We had an early night with plans to be up at 6 
the next morning.

We awoke to find that the condensation had frozen on the tent. We started walking 
just after it began to get light, heading towards the track to Mueller Hut, a pink 
glowing Mount Sefton looming above us. It was a bit of a slog up to Mueller Hut, 
with sections of quite soft snow. Snowshoes helped, but we were soon overtaken 
by some smug French ski tourers. We arrived at the hut a bit before lunch and 
went to fill up our drink bottles. I’m not sure why it never occurred to us that it 
might simply be impossible to fill up at Mueller Hut. I mean, I think we all realised 
that there might be a bit of a layer of ice on the tanks, but not the ice that there 
was. All four water tanks had a metre and a half of snow on top of them. After 
eventually removing that, a few good kicks helped remove the lids, only for us to 
discover that all four tanks seemed to be frozen solid from top to bottom. A 22cm 
ice screw could not find water. Although we had quite a bit of fuel to melt snow 
we decided it was worth the effort to try and chip away and see if we could locate 
some water in the middle. After an hour of chipping away with ice axes and a final 
use of the 22cm ice screw, we found water, and were able to retrieve just enough 
to fill up our drink bottles. We were also delayed somewhat by Meg’s decision to 
open a door to the hut that clearly had snow 
covering it on the outside. Unfortunately, 
she could not get the door shut again and it 
took a bit of time to chip away at it until we 
could partially close it again. It was 2pm by 
the time we left, and we were now walking 
across the soft powder under a very hot sun, 
with no wind to speak of. Unfortunately on 
the sidle to the Annette Plateau we stayed a 
bit too high. While this would have been fine 
if we had been in crampons, snowshoes were 
not the best footwear for sidling across a very 
steep, and slightly exposed, snow slope. This 
led to an awkward situation where we had 
to dig bucket seats for ourselves, anchoring 
with an ice axe, and change into crampons. 
We made a mental note to stick lower on 
the return trip. While the walk amongst the 
surrounding mountains was fairly spectacular, it was with great relief that we 
finally threw down our packs at our intended campsite on the Annette Plateau at 
about 2100m. The sun had already disappeared over the edge of Mount Sefton 
and it was cooling down very quickly. Rowan started dinner while Chris, Meg, 
and I began digging a big hole in the snow for the tents. It’s amazing how much 
snow you actually have to move to create space for two small tents. It was so cold 
at this point that the fingers of my gloves actually froze. To add insult to injury, 

Meg makes a poor decision  
(Luke Gardener)
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once I had unrolled my sleeping mat, I discovered I had somehow put a hole in 
it, on only its second use! Thank god for the included repair kit. We were all in 
bed by 8pm, not really looking forward to the 3am alarm. 

I got a pretty good night’s sleep considering every 30 minutes or so you would 
hear snow running down the slope and hitting the tent. I was actually feeling 
excellent when the alarm went off despite the fact condensation on my sleeping 
bag had frozen solid. It was a bit of a struggle to get dressed in the very small 
tent, made worse by the discovery that I hadn’t quite insulated my drink bottle 
well enough and it was relatively frozen, as were the boots I had used as a pillow. 
My sunscreen had also frozen. It took us an age to get organised, and at the last 
minute we decided that some of us needed to carry more water so we lost a bit of 
time melting more snow. By the time we actually started walking it was 4:50am. 
While it had been cold (evidenced by our frozen belongings,) it hadn’t been cold 
enough to really freeze the snow, and there were still softish sections. That aside, 
there is something pretty special about walking at that time in the morning. The 
stars were out in force above us, with little or no moon to blot them out; the Milky 
Way was clearly visible, with the peaks of the surrounding mountains framing it 
nicely. The only other visible light came from our head torches, creating harsh 
white circles of light on the snow. With every step we took in the darkness we 
would disturb a thin layer of powdery snow that would be picked up by the wind 
and swirl around us, illuminated in our circles of light, before disappearing into 
the inky void. When the wind stopped, there was no noise but the soft crunch 
of our snowshoes breaking the snow crust. Four small people and nothing, 
civilisation, like the swirling snow, lost in the void surrounding us. 

The route we had planned to take initially involved climbing a couloir that would 
take us to a point halfway along the North West Ridge of Sealy. We arrived 
there while it was still dark and, in the light of our head torches, what we could 
see did not look too promising. The snow didn’t look very consolidated and, in 
the darkness, we decided maybe it was better to avoid it. Instead, we opted for 
the South West Face, a route that took us up Sladden Saddle and around to the 
opposite side of the mountain.

The approach to Sladden Saddle is a steep snow slope that approaches 45 degrees 
in places. However the snow was in great condition and we made quick progress. 
As we neared the top, the night began to break, with the first light beginning to 
appear above the mountains to the East. We sat on the top, watching as the sun 
came up from behind Aoraki, illuminating the surrounding peaks in pink and 
then orange light. We continued around to the Southern Side of the mountain, 
and were soon trudging through deep powdery snow. We reached the base of the 
Southern Face to discover a very filled in face, it was looking very promising for 
a summit. We began an ascent, with an interval of 15 metres between us, digging 
snow pits to test the snow condition, as we climbed. We got within 60 metres of 
the summit when we dug another snow pit and found the conditions seemed ripe 
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for a slab avalanche. Discretion being the better part of valour we made the call 
to turn around. It would have been nice to reach the summit, but it’s even nicer 
being alive to attempt it another time. The view was still pretty good from where 
we had reached, being able to see a line of snow covered peaks leading to Lake 
Pukaki in the distance.

There was absolutely no wind on the return trip to the tents, and it was absolutely 
scorching in the full sunlight. Sunscreen was applied in copious amounts, well 
as much as could be applied from the frozen tube. We reached the tents by 11am. 
With great reluctance we loaded up all of the heavy gear again, groaning as the 
weight came onto our shoulders. The journey back to the hut was a bit of a slog 
in the sun. Despite sticking lower this time, we still managed to get ourselves into 
an awkward situation with snowshoes, where we left it too late to change into 
crampons and had to dig a snow seat again.

As we reached the last slope leading to the hut, mare’s tails were beginning to 
appear over the main divide, and we could see massive troughs of cloud spilling 
over Copland Pass into the Hooker Valley. The wind had increased dramatically; 
by the time we made it to Mueller Hut it was bitterly cold, with very strong winds 
pushing us over. We had a quick rest and began a speedy descent down towards 
the village. The snow wasn’t quite hard enough to allow shovel sliding, but a run 
in snowshoes enabled quite a good speed down the hill. It was with great relief 
that we dropped our packs at the car by 4:30pm. 

Originally we were going to stay for another days climbing, but with the weather 
closing in we decided to drive back to Dunedin that night. We left in a blue 
twilight sky; snowy peaks filling the car mirrors, a scattering of stars beginning 
to appear above towering mountains, and a cool breeze pushing us away, away 
to the coast. 

(Luke Gardener)



-135-

TWALK report
Rt Hon John Key, Proime Munnista uv Noo Zild

I think most New Zealanders would agree that TWALK 2015 was fairly, um, 
successful, you know, for those who were there. If you weren’t there, well, I 
guess I can see how you might not think so, but we’re fairly certain it was.

Well look, it wasn’t as successful as 2014 when an OUTC team dominated the 
student competition after catching out the Opposition for cheating, but, you 
know, not getting caught for cheating themselves. That’s the spirit. But no, it was 
pretty good, much better than when Labour were in Government. Chris Greenan 
and co. came second in the Student competition, second is a good Labour party 
score really. Oh, but you know, it was pretty tricky conditions, in a well, very 
competitive international market, we’re just doing our best, otherwise we’ll be 
left behind, right?

And you know, costume wise, really I think we’re starting to do really well. 
There were lots of waitresses with big long ponytails, and gosh, most Noo Zildaz 
would have got one too, I mean, gosh, it was hard, everything went hard. One of 
the teams really did well with the girls. I heard their leader got too distracted to 
do several legs of the event, but you know, that’s only speculation, and frankly I 
don’t think we need to get caught up in what was only normal sort of behaviour 
for that kind of thing.

So, you know, Cass, sort of near Arthur’s Pass National Park, which, um, I 
don’t recall if we were going to mine that one or not. Anyway it was a big event 
which left from near this sort of lake thing and some people were running around 
looking for clues, some gypsies were towing a cart, and I mean look, we don’t 
want those sort of people coming into our country. But in all it was the sort of 
diversity which New Zealand can be proud of, I think 5 OUTC teams, were there, 
and look, all credit to them.

Leg one had far too many wilding pines and I think everyone was sort of 
encouraged to pull one out, even though, these are the same people who complain 
about climate change, look, um, you can’t please these greenies can you? 

Leg two I don’t recall. 

Leg three, well that was at night, you know, in the dark, and actually, when you 
look at how we did, it was dominant, I mean a really exceptional leg, 11 points 
was one of the best out there. 

Leg four though, well, the teams didn’t do so well with that one did they? Even 
though Penzy had a very very bright headtorch, 575 lumens she told me, it wasn’t 
a good outcome. I recall hearing her voice across a valley, and, um, well, I knew 
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she wasn’t going to find that clue, because, you know, we hadn’t, and we’d 
worked pretty hard. And so I laughed, and cackled, and giggled, and told them 
“good fucking luck,” and well the girls in my team were concerned because it 
was a bit unparliamentary, but you know, all in the spirit of light hearted banter, 
you know. I mean, that sort of banter at TWALK is what you expect. 

Leg five, I don’t recall, I think some people from my team might have got some 
clues, but I was stuck in a tent, and you know, I think most New Zealanders 
would agree that rugby was the winner on the day, and look, would you really 
want Labour running TWALK for you? No, that’s right, but we’re really confident 
about 2016 and returning an OUTC team to the podium. And, um, now, where 
did the girls in my team go? I think most New Zealanders would agree, girls, and 
ponytails. Yeah.

Above: John Key and the Waitressess [Eds note: great band name]
Opposite: The OUTC contingent at TWALK

(Rowan Cox)
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Mt Asspiring
Zoe Taptiklis-Haymes

All photos credited to Zoe Taptiklis-Haymes

If you are a member of OUTC you will surely be familiar with Mt Aspiring 
National Park.

Well sometime during first semester 2015, my flat mates Milo, Julia and our new 
American friend Russel went to Mt Asspiring national park (given that if you are 
reading this, being from OUTC, you will understand that what happens on tramp 
stays on tramp, and you won’t question why we call this trip Mt Asspiring). The 
trip was not just aspirational (as in all of future tramps had to live up to this one), 
it was also asspirational (ass – inspirational).

The following are some photographs that took themselves on my shitty Nokia 
phone on our way up to Liverpool Hut. 

Here we have three dorks in their 
natural habitat. You will find that 
your brunette dorks favour habitats of 
a terranean nature and can be found 
floundering in rocks, beside rocks, and 
if they have the athletic capabilities, 
on rocks and off of them. The dork of 
the blonde American variety is more 
of an arboreal mammal, living by 
the old adage of aiming high, being 
freer and subsequently greater than 
anyone else. 

After some real nice upward inclines 
we felt like our glutes had doubled 
in size, breadth and strength. Which 
came at a “shock” to Milo because he 
“climbs the stairs every morning.”

Hence the Asspiring. 

To continue this non-sequitur theme of political jests, and dire social commentaries 
I have here more photographic evidence to encourage the agreement on the 
pitfalls of  Trump’s slogan “Make America Great Again”.

Here is a great American selfie...
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And here we see the great American shit. Now they don’t want me to tell you 
this, but the secret to doing a great shit and relieving tramping constipation is all 
about the stance. You gotta get those knees wide and open.

We got to Liverpool Hut on our second day in Mt Asspiring National Park, 
probably mid-afternoon-ish because we were taking it at an amble. Of course we 
were the first at the hut and proceeded to play card games and shuck some serious 
kernels of tramping wisdom before any other parties joined us. So there we were 
in Liverpool, admiring the views, the clouds, the general everything-ness of it 
all. And we see someone. A figure powering through the tussock run, a walking 
stick in each hand and four cameras swinging from their neck like post-milking 
saggy cow udders.

Zoe “I bet you all an extra spoon-full of my dinner, that person is a Chinese 
tourist”

Julia “Yeah look at the way she walks, not sure if that’s a specifically Chinese 
gait, but definitely a tourist”

Milo “She’s not even Chinese”

Russel “That lady is a man”

The non-Chinese, non-lady tramper enters the hut. Through our embarrassed 
laughter we introduce ourselves to the new comer. His name is Le Backpacker, 
a famous Instagram photographer, and he is from Belgium. Needless to say he 
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was in need of some models. Our American counterpart immediately volunteered 
himself before my flatmates and I could inhale enough air in between stifled 
giggles to do the same. The Belgian and the American in a flash of un-New 
Zealandish organisation were packs stuffed, boots on, up the ridgeline, gazing 
desperately at the sunset.  

There we saw the great American model. So in answer to you Trump, why make 
something great when it already is? And what I mean by that is, sometimes it is 
ok to stop worrying about the woulds, coulds and should bes – it’s good to just 
do the now for the now. 

After a sip on some whisky, we became convinced that the rest of us were just 
as good at modelling

Before taking numerous photographs proving that maybe, we weren’t. 

If you are wondering about the bet I foolishly entered into. I, in the end didn’t 
have a stomach big enough to finish the meal I bargained for, and everyone 
happily guzzled down as much as they could of my creamy-pea-pasta. 

Then according to OUTC dictum, we pulled out the gingernuts, the marshmallows, 
the Cadbury fruit and nut, wormed into sleeping bags, and watched the full moon 
rise over Mt Asspiring.

Laying on the deck, we had some deep conversations about space and time and 
the experience of physical realities, and about personal realities differing from 
physical realities, but the shared intersection between each of them is also just 
a neuro/physical interface, that we don’t know how to understand despite our 
evident perception of it. We got real warm from the whisky.

At some point we spent quite a while bird-spotting a kea - who was making 
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shrill declarations of love to the moon - even though it was pitch black, we were 
slightly drunk, and the nest had to be hidden from the weather by tussock and 
rock. 

Slowly we fell into a sleep so kind, that it didn’t seem so cold, the wood not too 
hard, and the morning further away than was true. 

The next day, with a chortle of a distant magpie, the giggle of the grey warbler, 
the sun slid into the sky and we set off back down the valley, making our merry 
way back home. 

As we walked alongside the river we kept trying to put a cheeky finger on the 
word that could articulate the tramp. 

The weekend hadn’t just been “good”, it had a calmness that superseded “great” 
and comedic moments that overrode “hilarity.” Russel turned to us, and with a 
faux NZ accent he mimed “Ewe know oi have hadd a reyorl gud toim heor un 
Nuw Zelund. You guys are sum reyorl gud kuds.” 

And we stop walking, to focus our expectant gazes on his ridiculous Speights 
flax Stetson bobbing along in front of us. 

“You know what, it’s been real pleasant” he finished switching to his native 
accent. He continued to march on in front of us, full knowing of the cheekiness 
of it all. Shaking our heads we continued on too. 

So yes, the sun rose.

We did some being idyllic, followed by some mandatory dicking around, and 
finished it all off with the best tacos any of us had ever eaten.



-143-

neon hue. Somehow Esther spotted an orange tip hidden amongst kilometres of 
tall grass. So the ‘search and tramp’ began; at one point, Esther had to use her 
camera zoom as a telescope to scan the horizon for our next maker. After that, 
she became ‘Esther of Eagle Eyes’ and I was named ‘Little Miss Sunshine’ for 
all my excitement about New Zealand. Nothing can bring you down when you’re 
surrounded by the misty mountains, chasing the adventure that lies ahead. 

Eventually we made it to the beechwood forest section and ended up pitching 
our tent down the track at dusk. The consistent rain, influx of sandflies and 
chilly evening challenged our camp efficiency. But victory was confirmed by the 
enjoyment of a hot dinner in our dry sleeping bags. 

Soaked but Stoked
We woke to a drizzle that grew into a steady shower—honestly I didn’t think I 
smelled that bad yet, but I guess Mother Nature thought otherwise. It wasn’t long 
before our ‘waterproof’ gear became ‘waterlogged.’ Just in time, the tramping 
theme song, “Here Comes the Sun,” arose to combat the weather. We sang along 
as we sloshed through streams and clamoured through the beechwood roots 
that sculpted the track. One foot before the other, we’d tightrope walk across 
slick rockslides that descended into the rushing river. Next, we’d battle through 

The Gillespie Pass Circuit
Jessie Longe

Trip Members: Esther of Eagle Eyes and Little Miss Sunshine

The Adventures of ‘Eagles Eyes’ and ‘Little Miss Sunshine’ 
Eager to explore beautiful New Zealand, I devised a month of epic adventures 
before my semester abroad at the University of Otago began. Thanks to the 

OUTC, I was able to connect with Esther, 
from Germany, to conquer the Gillespie 
Pass Circuit. Within the first few hours of 
meeting each other, we found ourselves 
gleefully tramping through the golden 
Wilken River Valley….in the pouring rain. 
We had to hire a boat to drop us off across 
the river, which was flowing much too 
high and fast for safe crossing. At first we 
tried to jump streams, but it didn’t take us 
too long to abandon that plan and accept 
the puddles in our boots. Distracted by our 
pleasant conversation, we suddenly realized 
we’d lost the trail. We were given simple 
advice: “Follow the Orange Sign Road,” yet 
the orange signs were much more difficult 
to locate than you’d expect based on their (Jessie Longe)
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unyielding waves of meter high grass and then hook arms to cross the rivers 
together. The challenges kept us on our toes, but the majestic ambiance of the river 
valley gave us the power to conquer it. Waterfalls striped the mountains, rushing 
to join the turquoise river that complimented the auburn grass. Occasionally the 
clouds would part for a second to reveal a sliver of the snow-capped peaks, filling 
me with shivers of excitement.  

At lunchtime, we scoffed down our soggy peanut butter and nutella sandwiches 
on the move, trying to keep warm and cover kilometres. It was a bittersweet 
moment when we finished the Wilkin Valley Track—the disappearing track, 
limited signage and weather conditions certainly challenged us, but the views 
and positive experience is unforgettable.

Our afternoon ascent was characterized almost entirely by switchbacks as we 
wound around the mountain, up through the magical mist of the  ‘rainforest’ (as 
we liked to call it). Thus, our descent into the Siberian Valley was heavenesque. 
The rain lifted to a drizzle as we emerged from the forest to view the secluded 
basin. A mixture of relief and elation was inevitable as Esther of Eagle Eyes 
spotted a thin line of smoke rising up beyond the forest—the hut! A dry, warm 
night of rest and friendly company awaited us. 

Crucible Lake 
Here comes the sun, dodododo….finally!  A cloudless morning for our adventure 
to Crucible Lake. Lucinda, a Scottish traveller we met at the hut, joined Esther and 
I for the excursion. Our linked arms and synchronized steps enabled us to safely 
cross the rivers before beginning the steep ascent to the mountain’s treasured 
Lake Crucible. And by steep, I mean vertical. The ‘tree falls’ of beechwoods lace 
the soil into a climbing wall, which provided quite the workout. Eventually the 
path levelled out into a higher valley, which held a dog-bowl crater, inevitably 
hiding Lake Crucible from our sight. As we breached the lip, all of us released 
a shout of excitement. The crater encased a circular pool of deep, turquoise 
water where brilliantly white icebergs floated in the depths. The steep mountains 
crowned the lake with their glacier caps and occasionally we heard rumbles of 
the ice cracking. Enraptured by the beauty, we sat back for a late lunch on the 
edge of the lake, toes inches from the crystalline surface. 

Eventually we were forced to acknowledge the distance we still had to cover, so 
we descended all the way back down to the Siberian Valley and crossed the large 
rivers one last time. Esther and I then began our climb up toward Gillespie Pass. 
Now on the other side of the valley, we faced a similarly steep ascent. Just as the 
sun began to set, we rolled into a campsite and savoured our warm dinner (once 
again) in our sleeping bags. 
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Otherwise we had a pretty nice day. The flight was in the morning so we left our 
packs at the hut, took our lunch and went for a walk in the area.
 

The real day 1:

Walked from Big Bay to Martins Bay. The guide said this was a 4-5 hour day 
but it took us 8. Some of the track was very muddy, and there was a LOT of 
flax bashing as it had gotten quite overgrown. The breaks from this were stony 

Thoughts from the (abridged) Hollyford
Lochiel McKellar

Disclaimer: this tramp included a jet boat, a plane and a lot less walking than 
most other “four day” trips. Extraneous circumstances meant we had to limit how 
long we were going to be uncontactable. Also half of the days were day walks/
explorations because we had recovering injuries in the party and wanted the 
option of rest days for them. Could we have just tramped something more suited 
to the party’s needs? Yes. Did we? No, we were doing the Hollyford dammit.
 
Day 1: 

Flew from Gunn’s Camp into Big Bay in the morning on a chartered Cessna 185. 
I do not understand the aerodynamics of planes. On this model especially the 
wings and engine don’t seem big enough to hold it up even without the additional 
weight of passengers and packs. I have 
never identified more with a bumble 
bee in my life. They are the bravest of 
creatures; screw the horny male praying 
mantis.

There was a dead whale washed up 
on the beach. The pilot was pretty 
unimpressed because he had to take a 
sample back for DOC to identify it. Out 
came the trusty pocket knife.

The long drop at the hut is disgusting. 
It’s like there was an explosion while 
the lid was down so the underside of 
the lid and half of the toilet seat are 
covered in a fine layer of faecal matter. 
The hut book shows it’s been like this 
for a while. We opted to pee in the 
woods.

The runway isn’t even wide enough 
for the plane. 

(Lochiel McKellar)
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The only downside to today was that I got stung by a (native?) stinging nettle. Do 
they get more potent over time if they haven’t been stinging anyone? It was still 
tingling when I went to bed that night (maybe 8 hours later) and one side of my 
finger was numb for about 2 days!

The next day:

Day trip to Jamestown (well, what’s left of it) and then returned to the hut. I’m 
sure that in hindsight people can acknowledge that Fiordland is a hilarious place 
to attempt to settle a town. This was designated a rest day so we ambled along 
at a leisurely pace; the excursion was about 8 hours return (what a difference it 
makes when you don’t have a pack though).

Finished my book Final Destination by Agatha Chrsitie. Probably my favourite 
book of hers that I’ve read so far. Note to self: bring a slightly longer book when 
you’re tramping so close to the longest day of the year. Or bring two.

 
The final day:

Walked out! From Martins Bay you ask? Hahahaha, no. The jet boat took us to 
the confluence and we walked from there.

I jumped up onto a rock at Hidden Falls, but it was wet/slimy as rocks constantly 
showered by waterfall spray often are and I fell. Not only am I bruised but I never 

beaches. We met someone at the hut who had abandoned the track and stuck to 
the beaches, but it sounded like it wasn’t any easier and took just as long.
That evening we walked back to Long Reef to watch the sunset (9:35pm). It was 
gorgeous, and the seals frolicking in the water in front of us seemed to enjoy it 
too.

Easy on the eyes, hard on the knees (Lochiel McKellar)
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got the selfie that was the reason I leapt up there in the first place. (I was so busy 
not smashing my camera as I fell that I landed awkwardly on my elbow and knee. 
Am now questioning all my life choices that I’ve made based on instinct).

Big view at Big Bay 
(Lochiel McKellar)

On the way to Fiordland a van realised they were headed the wrong way and driving 
to Invercargill not Te Anau:

“I’m not turning around till I have proof” - Jamie Gardner (driver)
...

“Yeah, Milford Sound is fifteen minutes away” - Jamie as they drove through Winton
“And Taupo is just to your right” - Tom Adams
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Bagging Banff
Ella Borrie

At the end of August Tiff, Anna and I independently found ourselves on the 
West Coast of North America. Tiff’s mum kindly lent us her ute so we went on 
a roadtrip from Vancouver to Banff. It was a memorable week of day walks and 
discovering Parks Canada’s campgrounds. Having my first taste of Canada with 
vivacious OUTCers was one of the highlights of my exchange. Here is a journal 
from the week.  

Day One – Roadtripping
Caught the early ferry from San Juan Island to the mainland. The water was calm 
and there was a mellow sunrise and by golly it was pleasant. We drove across the 
border to Canada (countries with borders!) and picked up Anna from her hostel 
in Vancouver. Had a good cackle. Got trapped Lotus-Eater style in an outdoors 
shop, but escaped with new boots and hit the motorway. It became clear (or, it 
became less clear) that smoke from the wildfires in Washington would limit our 
visibility. As we headed to the hills the smoke increased. Anna gave her review 
of Niagara Falls: “they were big.” Set up for the night in a perfectly average RV 
park in a salty seaside tent, the highway our lullaby.
 
Day Two – Bear With
As we gained elevation we got our first glimpse of West Coast Canadian scenery 
in a hazy Glacier National Park: mountains, glacial blue lakes and pine trees.  
Met a Canadian hero, Mr Tim Hortons, the patron saint of coffee and donuts.  
The appropriate response to seeing a Tim Hortons is to yell “TIMMIES” whilst 
waving your hands wildly. Tim provided awful caffeine that propelled us down 

Redoubt Mountain  
(Ella Borrie)



-149-

the road. Tiff hypothesised that you’re more excited to leave Tim Hortons, than 
ever actually enjoying it. A black bear ran across the highway in front of us 
(probably the most exciting thing that has ever happened to me). We set up camp 
in Yoho National Park, midnight trains counteracting the quaint campsite nestled 
amongst the trees.
 
Day Three – Walking!
And on the third day, we tramped! A loop up Little Yoho Valley and down the 
Iceline track. The smoke obscured some of the mountains, but it was good to get 
out of the car. One of the joys of being overseas is seeing things you’ve never 
seen before; various native rodents running around, a forest of spruce, glaciers on 
terraces almost alongside the track and stacked stone inuksuks left by previous 
trampers. In the evening we played Dixit and had a lingering campfire chat. My 
favourite way to be.
 
Day Four – Lazy Day
Fluffed around and wallowed in wifi at Lake Louise Village. Bought bearspray 
(doesn’t that sound adventurous?). Drank beer and made friends with people who 
had a campfire. No trains or highways near campsite. Felt grateful that national 
parks in New Zealand are more isolated, and that you don’t have to pay to stop 
the car in them.
 
Day Five – Tea Crawl
We joined the throng of tourists at Lake Louise: a postcard milky-blue lake 
surrounded by mountains and coniferous forest. The smoke cleared and we 
set out to visit the two historic tea houses in the area. Ate lunch at the Plain 
of Six Glaciers and watched avalanches. It wasn’t isolated, but it was bloody 
lovely to have walkies and drink tea in log cabins. I’m unsure how to describe 
the mountains; slate grey and eroded differently to the Southern Alps. Upright 
spruce trees chattered in the wind. Had a swim in Lake Louise as we left, there 
was something glorious and oddly exhibitionist about having tourists guffaw at 
you swimming in glacial water, holding boots and dripping your way to the car. 

Day Six – No Grizzly
A relatively flat womble to Redoubt Mountain and Lake Ptarmigan. Big mountains 
in sparse valleys, nothing competing for space in the sky. Came across an empty 
hut, that was meant to be haunted by skiers from the 1920s. Didn’t see the grizzly 
bear and cubs that had been reported in the area. Set up in another Parks Canada 
campsite beside a railroad. Tiff imparted some solid wisdom about how nobody 
wants to get up at 3am, but that’s how mountains get climbed.
 
Day Seven – Bagged Banff
Had the most elevation and dramatic scenery of the trip on the walk to Gargoyle 
Valley. Proved that the most challenging tramps are usually the best ones. 
Magnificent limestone monoliths that were nothing like New Zealand. Whole 
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point of this lark was to see things I’ve never seen before. Spent a few hours in 
Banff eating meat sandwiches and buying the tackiest shirts in existence. Anna 
and I farewelled Tiff and sat in a Timmies with our packs scoffing down the 
wifi. Felt like a genuine tourist. Took a comically uncomfortable overnight bus 
to Vancouver. Met a girl from Canterbury also called Ella, and discussed fleece 
pants. Very tired. Happy to have had a slice of Canadian mountains.

The crew in matching OUTC fleeces at the Plain of Six Glaciers 
(Random Tourist at Lake Louise) 
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Ball Pass Easter Trip 
AKA “You’re a pussy for using a tent unless there is snow on 
the ground”
Luke Gardener

Trip Members: Luke, Imogen, Cleo, Anna, Joe and Josh

Go to Mount Cook they said. Catch up with old friends they said. Enjoy the good 
weather they said. Take a tent fly and camp on the pass. It’ll be fine they said. 
To be honest it was actually me who said all of those things and unfortunately 
some of those things weren’t exactly true. Though to be fair, Anna did say “if 
there is no snow on the ground then you are a pussy if you’re not in a tent fly…”

Cleo had just about finished her PhD and was days away from leaving for Oregon 
to take up a post-doc position. Cleo and I hadn’t seen Josh for a year or two so 
thought it would be cool to meet up in Mount Cook with a few other people and 
have a good send-off tramp. The first time we checked the weather it looked 
perfect for the whole four days of Easter, however, on the Thursday before we 
left a front had come out of nowhere and was forecast to hit us in the early hours 
of Saturday morning. For some reason, this didn’t set the alarm bells ringing, and 
I didn’t think that it might be silly to camp using a tent fly at 2100m right on a 
pass. Still I’m getting ahead of myself.

We rocked up to Mount Cook Village at about 10:30 on Thursday night. Anna 
had contacted her Aunt who had said we could all stay there. Anna warned us 
it might be a tight squeeze. When we got there we found that it was a single 
bedroom, where Anna’s aunt slept, attached to the kitchen, the only other room 
in the cabin. It was pretty generous of Anna’s Aunt to agree to have a niece and 
6 strangers intrude and we were thankful to avoid having to pay for camp fees. 
Although it was a bit of a squeeze, it would turn out to be luxury compared to 
what we would endure on Ball Pass, but I’m jumping ahead of myself again.

We were up at 6:00 the next morning and were walking by about 8:30. It was 
a perfect Mount Cook morning and we knew it was going to be a hot day. 
Unfortunately, we had a bit of an issue with route finding. The last time I did 
Ball Pass you did not cross the bridge, you followed the bank on the true left of 
the river. We took this route again, however when we were in the thick of the 
horrible bush we looked down upon a lovely new DOC track going the exact 
way we wanted to travel. Anna particularly enjoyed this revelation! Josh and Joe 
found it hilariously funny, especially when Joe confessed that he had been up 
here since they put the new track in and knew all about it, but had decided not to 
say anything when Cleo and I led off along the true left bank. I soon realised that 
this was going to be a classic Josh and Joe Trip. 
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Eventually we left the horrible scrub behind and got back onto the ‘pleasant’ 
scree. Josh, Joe and I spent about fifteen minutes acting like children dislodging 
very large rocks and sending them crashing into the terminal lake well below us. 
Before long we were climbing up the scree gut that leads to the Playing Field, 
suddenly remembering how unpleasant it can be; two steps forward, one and a 
half back. Still, the view from the Playing Field was as spectacular as always, 
though we were already beginning to see clouds climbing up over the main divide 
and coming into the Hooker Valley. Undeterred, we continued along the scree, 
soon seeing our destination, Ball Pass. We made surprisingly good time along the 
last section of scree and were soon putting on our crampons.

The last hundred metres on ice was easy travel, but everyone was pretty buggered 
by the time we got to the pass. Cleo, Josh, Joe and I opted to climb Kaitiaki Peak, 
while Anna and Imogen, more than a bit exhausted, said they’d start dinner. I 
was more tired than I thought, and the extra 100 metres of climbing to reach the 
summit was pretty exhausting. The view over the Caroline Face of Mount Cook, 
and Lake Pukaki catching the last of the sun made it all worthwhile.

Once we got back to camp I began to get things out for dinner only to discover 
I’d left the ginger back in the car. This was most devastating as I was supposed 
to be cooking ginger chicken. Still, we persevered, somehow, and were all full 
and ready to get into our sleeping bags as the cold increased. Amazingly, the rock 
wall that Clement, Erwin and I had built almost two years ago to the day was still 
standing. We used it to anchor the tent fly, while Cleo and Imogen began setting 
up the tents that they had wisely brought. I think we managed to get one or two 
hours of sleep before the walking pole that we were using the middle of the tent 
fly began to fall over. After an hour of Josh and I taking turns to put it back up 
again I finally lost my temper, got out of my sleeping bag and went around the 
tent fly re-securing everything so that there was no slack in the tent fly. It was 
pretty weird outside. There was a very bright moon and I could still see stars 
above me and over the Tasman Valley and Glacier, but just over Ball Pass the 
Hooker Valley was almost entirely filled up with cloud, and the occasional bit 
of rain was blowing over and hitting us. I didn’t think anything more of it, and 
when I got back into the sleeping bag I was satisfied that the tent fly was now 
solidly anchored. 

3am: *riiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiip*
Me: “Why can I see the stars?” 
Josh: “Take a tent fly, what could go wrong?”

While my fix-it job appeared to have successfully anchored the tent, in reality it 
had just changed where the weakness was. The material had a small hole that had 
widened in the wind and eventually torn, leaving us shelterless.  Anna, Josh, and 
I tried to squeeze into Imogen’s small two person tent, while Joe tried to fit into 
Cleo’s very small one person tent, so small in fact that I couldn’t have fit into it 
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by myself, let alone with another person. The four of us somehow managed to 
fit into Imogen’s tent, though once we were in we couldn’t move at all. It was 
also slightly uncomfortable because I couldn’t get my shoulders into my sleeping 
bag, so my bottom half was really hot, but I was still a bit cold on my top half.
We woke up in the morning to howling wind, snow and sleet showers. Because 
there were so many of us in the tent, we couldn’t all stay in there for breakfast, or 
even to get changed. This meant some people had to get out and wait in the cold 
while the rest of us got sorted. Unfortunately, we had to exit the tent in the order 
we came in, so Anna, who had the least protective clothes with her, had to exit 
first, to return to her pack to get her rain jacket. 

Anna was experiencing early signs of hypothermia by the time we started 
walking, and I had to talk her through every step along the glacier. It was very 
slow travel, and she did not seem to have got better by the time we got off the ice. 
We got her to chuck off her crampons and continue with Cleo, while the rest of us 
picked up the gear and hurried to join them. We tried to get some food into her, 
and the rest of us, as we walked. In a situation where we all had shelter the logical 
step would have been to set up tents, get into our sleeping bags, and warm up. 
However, had we all had tents, we wouldn’t have been in the situation we were 
in in the first place. As it was, if we had stopped to set up another tent, others of 
the group might also have started becoming hypothermic.

The situation soon improved however, the rain and snow stopped, and even the 
wind died down a bit. Anna was laughing at Josh and Joe’s puns within another 
thirty minutes and seemed to have recovered. Before long we were at Caroline 
Hut, enjoying a hot chocolate and gingernuts, already laughing at what had been 
a very serious situation. 

The last bit of the trip down Ball Ridge was a pleasant jaunt in the sun, Mount De 
La Beche catching our eye as a future trip. The Ball road was even more tedious 
than the last time I was here and it was with great relief that Josh, Joe, and I made 
it back to the carpark, and the 4WD, so we could drive back and get the girls. It 
was also quite funny to see a very relieved Tiff Stephens, who was glad to see 
us back safely. Apparently, people had actually been quite concerned about us. I 
believe one of their comments was “They weren’t going up there with a tent fly 
were they? They’re not that stupid…” People obviously don’t know Josh, Joe, 
and me very well…

The plan for the next two days was to Climb Mount Annette, I however had 
succumbed to the dreaded lurgy and instead had to hang around Mount Cook 
people watching. By all accounts the others had an awesome, but long day, 
getting back at about 8pm that night. After a great few days catching up with 
old friends and making some new ones we cut the trip short by a day and headed 
back to Dunedin. 

(Photos overleaf Luke Gardener)
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Bushball at Hogwarts
Tanja de Wilde

For 2015’s Bushball OUTC took the theme of Harry Potter as we journeyed up 
the Matukituki valley to Aspiring hut.

This is the story of:

OUTC and the Aspiring Witches and Wizards

We all arrived at Raspberry Flat on Friday night, thanks again to Jake and his bus. 
That first night was very cold and the flies were rather saggy… 

But we all made it through to morning to enjoy some of Emma’s semi-burnt 
porridge.

Everyone was divided into their houses: Gryffindor, Slytherin, Hufflepuff, 
Ravenclaw and of course the Dementors.
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On preparing to leave the road end, it was 
discovered that the generator would not 
start. There would be no party without 
power for music and food, so Anton, Max 
and James went off to find a solution. They 
managed to charm the nearby farmers, 
who, in return for some beers, very kindly 
let us borrow their bigger, better and more 
powerful generator. Thank you Aspinalls!

Nic Cammel successfully drove the 4wd 
to the hut with no damage, despite flying 
at high speed through many of the fords, 
giving a great fright to any passengers on 

The dementors intimidate the 
other teams with the black bra

(Matilde Nielson)
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the trailer.

Meanwhile, everyone else made their way up the valley. On the journey, teams 
competed in a Harry Potter trivia quiz, “dragon” egg throwing and quidditch, in 
our version of the Triwizard tournament.

Theory: How to Play Quidditch

Reality: Playing Quidditch

A lot of people run at each other carrying broomsticks and throwing balls in a 
scene of chaos, until the snitch gets pulled to the ground. A hilarious sport to 
watch and laugh at. As the rain threatened the tournament, we packed up, some 
swam in the river, and we continued on.

Reaching our destination, Aspiring Hut was quickly transformed into Hogwarts 
as:

Tim spoke to the poor family that had comfortably settled in the hut, and • 
kindly persuaded them to relocate to Cascade Hut around the corner.
Charlotte’s collection of Harry Potter puns was stuck all over the walls.• 
Anton’s elaborate network of colourful lights was assembled. The day • 
before, he had agreed to organise lighting and went a bit crazy with it, but 
the result was fantastic.
And then everyone put on their costumes, and all the characters were there • 
for the ball…
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Harry Potter and friends

After a grand three course feast, Max became Dumbledore to deliver the Patron’s 
speech. He left us with the inspiring words that, “Tramping is whatever trampers 
do.” With that, the festivities were underway, the Yule Ball was our chosen form 
of tramping for the night. (Rowan Cox)
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A particularly memorable event occurred when Professor Sprout was on the 
table to make a speech. With all eyes watching, she lost control and dropped her 
beloved mandrake. The pot plant came crashing to the ground, and that was the 
end of the night for our dear Sprout.

During the celebrations, the elements tried to ruin the party. It snowed and it 
rained. The wind got particularly angry and stole Ella’s entire tent. But we all 
made it through to a beautiful 
morning with views of the 
mountains and a cooked 
breakfast. Ella’s tent was 
recovered and everyone 
helped out in restoring 
Hogwarts back into a hut.

On the journey back, Laura 
Kingsley twisted the theme 
a little, becoming a spitting 
image of Gandalf…

Meanwhile, most of the group 
had made a side trip up Rob 
Roy valley for a view of the glacier. Coming back across the bridge several 
people (strangers too) got a great surprise as they were blocked by Gandalf, 
exclaiming, “You shall not pass!”

Despite the interruption, everyone made it safely home to Dunedin from a 
successful ball in the bush.

Breakfast (Rowan Cox)

“This is a serious journey, not a hobbit walking-party” 
(Ella Borrie)
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Top left: Whomping Willow (Rowan Cox) 
Top right: Harry, Professor Sprout, 
Professor Trelawney (Matilde Nielson)
Mid: Mad Eye Moody (after a little too 
much butterbeer)
Mid left: Fawkes and Hedwig
Mid right: Malfoy and his henchman 
looking cool (Rowan Cox)
Bottom left: Trelawney being told off by 
Umbridge
Bottom right: BFFs dementor and Sirius 
Black (Matilde Nielson)
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A Bushball Poem
Katie Snowden

Breathtaking scenery
Upcountry
Swims and snow
Harry Potter

Brews
Adventure
Laughs
Lively

Top left: Yule Ball in full swing (Rowan Cox)
Bottom left: The morning after (Tiffany Young)
Top right: Muggles in the morning (Sylvain Letailleur) 
Bottom right: The effects of a good Sleeping Draught (Rowan Cox)
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(August 1993)
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[Eds note: Tom McKellar found these old ‘Wilderness’ magazines in Unwin 
Lodge, Mt Cook. Bushball is still going strong (but now we’ve gone soft and 
the kegs get driven in). Also it’s good to see that 19 years later women are still 
okay to climb (phew).]

(December 1996)
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Silverpeaks Gear List
Jazz Morrissey

In addition to one’s regular tramping paraphernalia, the following items are to be 
considered ESSENTIAL for all trips to the Silverpeaks. Without any of the items 
on this list, your trip may be at dangerous risk of a lack of childish hilarity, or 
under-preparedness for backcountry DIY.

Food:
1 cast iron camp oven
Flour, yeast, salt and oil for baking bread
1 L beer per person, minimum

Contents of toolbox:
1x DeWalt 12V cordless drill + spare battery
Sundry drill bits
Wire
Pliers
12x hex bolts
Spirit level
Hammer
Adjustable spanners
Rope
Leather gloves
Duct tape
Measuring tape + builder’s pencil

Miscellaneous equipment:
Deckchairs (1 per person recommended)
Handsaw x2
Large spade
2.5 m wooden ex-DOC sign
Posts for DOC sign (can be cut on site from fallen tree) (Jiz Morrizz)
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Highlights of Jane Peak
Johanna Tonnon

The peg game• 
Cool basecamp below the mountains by a frozen lake• 
Antics witnessed on frozen lake including Rupert’s sprint and Tim’s • 
performance of the seal
Of course, the stunning views from up high• 
“Fun” bit of sidling on the way to the summit in cold windy conditions• 
Lazing about in the sun with an endless supply of tea after descending from • 
the summit
The food! (cheers Max)• 
Sham and Tiff decorating the sky with bubbles• 
Snow fight as we headed back to the road end• 

“It was a lot safer than it looked” - Anna Murdoch

(Johanna Tonnon)
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Antics 2014 
Continued...
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The Ravages of Time
James Waetford

The setting: Paradise 2014. ‘Frazer the Bold’ has set out on a mission – taking 
two punters up the epic Ravages of Time multi-pitch rock climb located at 
Chinaman’s Bluff on the Dart River. The plan is to make it four pitches up the 
route (150m approx) to the lunch ledge– a reasonable goal for an afternoon, 
although Frazer has never climbed with his very green punters. Both are new to 
multi-pitch climbing, traditional climbing, and just about all aspects of this style 
of climbing.

This article is a list of quotes from one of those punters, Martin from Chile. 
Martin’s extent of climbing experience consisted of climbing short outdoor 
routes and bouldering. He could not lead belay, abseil, and apparently did not 
realise (to our great amusement) that we were going multipitch climbing until 
three hours into the bus ride.

In the van halfway to Paradise:
James - “It’s eight pitches, we will probably get halfway, about 150-200m.” 
Martin - *look of horror and fear* “200 metres? What do you mean?!?!!”
Martin (we learned later that he was very stoned at this point) had thought we 
were going to have a fun day cragging. Never having been more than 15m above 
the ground in his life, he was understandably very fearful. This fear continued 
until the base of the wall.
“I’ll do the first pitch and see how I go.... I cannot do it!”
He did not appreciate our encouragement.
“I am going to hate you guys after today.” *Various Spanish expletives and 
prayers.*

“Let me get one last photo before I die.”
We took a photo to remember the occasion.

Despite all this apprehension, Martin climbed the first two pitches very well. 
Racing up the wall, he had no falls and  was happy belaying. Unfortunately, he 
was not so comfortable standing on a ledge with “muchos” air beneath his feet.
“I never look down… I think I will die today.”

With big grins, we reassured him that there was only two more pitches to go, and 
that they were even harder than the previous pitches (crux grade 20). He wasn’t 
very positive about this.
“Fuck you guys.”

[Eds note: The following are a selection of articles Max accidentally left out of 
Antics 2014.]
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“If my life didn’t depend on it I’d punch you in the face right now.” 
“Fuck you Frazer.”

After 4 hours climbing, we reached the lunch ledge and enjoyed a well deserved 
break from hard climbing and hot sun. It was here that we discovered Martin did 
not know how to abseil/rappel. This skill is a minor necessity to complete three 
full rope length abseils, with freehanging bolted rappel stations. With a fireman’s 
belay and a prusik to reassure him, I sent him over the edge. If you have abseiled 
before, you will know that the scariest part is leaning back out over the edge. The 
first rap is a vertical blank face with a  long way to the ground. Martin looked 
back up at me, and with fear in his eyes said:
“I hope to see you again, my friend.”

Thankfully, we reached the ground. After some more words in Spanish (we think 
he was thanking God or similar powers) Martin finally finished with: 
“I was feeling, how do you say in English – relieved? to be alive” then “I can 
punch you now!”

Martin on the wall 
(James Waetford)
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Thirteen Hours on the Wall: A Slight Cluster
James Waetford

“How high do you climb into the corner?” I shouted back down to the belay. 
“You should see a clean rail on the arête – that’s your last hold” Sam yelled 
back. Precariously bridging from the slab, I searched for a hold, all too aware that 
I was well above my last cam (piece of protection). Was it solid? Looking down 
at 60m of fresh air beneath my feet, I hoped not to find out.

We were on the second pitch of The Ravages of Time, a 7 pitch rock climb 
near Queenstown. There was four of us climbing in two pairs: myself and Tanja, 
and Sam (my brother) and Rowan. Sam had just climbed the whole thing three 
days before, boasting a time of 4.5 hours onsight for the whole route including 
rappels. The plan was for Tanja and I to climb first, as if we ran into any trouble 
Sam (by far the strongest climber of the group) would be close behind. 

I gripped the arête, and stepped out from the slab. “What now?” I yelled. “Reach 
around – there should be a mega jug vertical crack on the face.” Desperately, I 
strained around. There was a sad looking tree root above, but no positive holds 
to be seen. “I don’t see it!” – “It should be there – reach further!” Sam replied. 
Despite having climbed the first four pitches on second nearly a year before, I 
couldn’t remember any beta about this apparent crux. Hugging the wall, I tried to 
stretch around the slightly overhung arête.

“Watch me!” I screech. In clichéd slow motion, my hands weaken and I peel 
off the rock. Falling backwards past my last two cams, the rope comes tight and 
catches me. The gear (0.75 camalot) holds. Swearing under my breath, I jug up, 
pull on and just step around onto the face in one move. Like many cruxes, it feels 
like nothing afterwards and I’m a bit embarrassed to have gotten stuck on it. The 
fall wasn’t even that bad!

We climb for longer in the hot sun, trying to shelter in the little shade at each 
belay. Pluto and Earnslaw loom down from above us – we had climbed the latter 
only the day before. It’s a bit slow leading, and Sam and Rowan catch up to join 
Tanja at the belay. The climbing is for the most part really good – well protected 
and with interesting features. The rock is dirty but adequate. There are some 
loose blocks inside the larger cracks and corners, and some of the holds on the 
slab feel like they’re going to flake off, but overall I trust it.

The third pitch is similar to the second – a long slab, into a corner, then a scary 
move around an arête onto a face. Although this time the crux is easier, the climb 
isn’t over - it then follows a crack system. Reaching the ledge below the final 
crack, I check my rack. The crack is arm-sized and wavy, leading to a horizontal 
break. Ideal protection would be #3 and #2 camalots. Sam had advised me to 
save a #3 for the end of this pitch, but I had not retained this vital piece of beta. 
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Instead on my harness I had a #4 camalot and a fist sized hex – brought in place 
of a second #2 camalot.

Again cursing to myself, I contemplate what to do. A poor man’s method of 
protecting such a situation is to place the cam, climb up, and then remove it and 
place it higher. While this allows protection of a route with only one piece, every 
time it’s removed you are very runout, and you have to get into a placement 
stance on every move. Further, gear placed above you in a crack often gets in 
your way climbing. 

I cram the #4 cam high up and step into the crack. The climbing is actually 
quite easy, probably grade 16/17, with good handholds in the crack and a bulge 
to bridge to. With the cam at waist height, I retract the lobes and try to place it 
higher – normally you would just move the unit up, but it’s too large and the 
crack too irregular to do this. Frustratingly, the crack actually narrows and is too 
small for a higher placement. Chickening out, I downclimb to the ledge. I see a 
corner to the right that I could climb and protect with my smaller wires and cams, 
but the climbing looks harder, and I would have significant rope drag. Aware that 
this is all just wasting time, I elect to just man up and climb the thing – we had 
started late and were climbing about an hour per pitch, not a fast party by any 
definition.

Reaching the same place I did before, I try to place my hex. Hex placements are 
notoriously fiddly, and not really suited to this crack. I employ the throw-it-until-
it-sticks method of placing a slung hex, just swinging it at the rock and pulling 
on it. I had considered bringing the hex up with me, poor man style, but it was 
obvious this would be an exercise in frustration. I climb up, and now out of reach 
of the piece, just keep going. It turns to a short section of very nice climbing, and 
quickly eases off into jugs. True to solo style it is much easier not having to muck 
around placing gear!

Bringing Tanja up on second, we tackle the fourth (all sport) pitch to enjoy some 
condensed milk on the lunch ledge. Here Sam shows us the next pitch, which he 
thinks would be better to skip the start (which he had climbed direct and graded 
23, some 3-4 grades higher than the stated 19). Broken holds, we say, as the start 
of it does look stiffer than expected. The alternative involves soloing a chossy 
gully off the side and traversing back along a ledge. From the top of the gully 
(after releasing numerous rockslides) I step onto the sloping rock. A fall probably 
wouldn’t be fatal, but I would get quite hurt. Reaching the bolts is a relief - it’s 
not a route I would recommend – you should just dog up the bolts, which Sam 
re-graded 19/20 after trying a different start (probably the true route!) The pitch 
is short, and essentially a dog leg to one of the best features of the entire Ravages 
wall – an awesomely exposed belay ledge. Hanging below a small roof, with 
nothing beneath us, we all agreed it felt scary and vulnerable.
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The sixth pitch is possibly the best of the entire climb, even including the exciting 
crux on the second. It employs consistent climbing on both bolts and small gear, 
and by now we had escaped the hot afternoon sun and were climbing in the 
pleasant evening air. It gradually eased off, and while gear became a bit sparse 
and bolts difficult to find, there were no difficulties and we continued into the 
remaining pitches to top out at around 9pm. By now we had spent 10 hours on the 
wall with only 1L of water each, and were very thirsty. We thought it would take 
2 hours to rappel. Sam had cleverly checked the length of the previous pitches 
and calculated we could make it back to the lunch ledge in two raps. Coming 
down on an awesome free-hanging rappel, it grew darker. By the time all four of 
us were on the lunch ledge, it was 10pm, and only a quarter moon gave light. I 
didn’t have a head torch (idiot!) but the rest of the group did.

From the lunch ledge, the most straightforward route to the ground is to rappel 
down Chink in Shining Armor, another route on the wall which is more direct 
than the wandering pitches of Ravages. Sam set off to rap first. After some time, 
the rope goes slack, and we hear some yelling we can only interpret to be “rope 
free.” I follow down into the darkness. Sam is still trying to shout something 
at me – but there is nearly a full rope length between us, and I still can’t make 
out his words. Nearing his headtorch, he yells to stop rappelling. Apparently the 
rap station was just past the end of the rope, and he had to clip his safety to the 
bolts below him, lock off on a hold, and untie a stopper knot to remove his belay 
device before downclimbing.

We were attempting to make the ground in two 60m rappels, which Sam had 
done on his last time on the wall. Unfortunately we had obviously wasted too 
much rope tying knots, and now barely reached the set of bolts. 

I pull up the rope (which had moved from his reach) and retie the stopper. 
Continuing down the wall, I couldn’t even make it close enough to clip the bolts, 
and had hit the bottom of the ropes. It was very uncomfortable to look at belay 
device only halted by stopper knots. The ropes had shifted slightly between 
Sam’s rappel and mine, and I couldn’t even reach the anchor. There wasn’t really 
anything for me to do except climb up, safety into a bolt, and wait for Rowan and 
Tanja to set up a new rappel above us – there is a station at 30m, but I couldn’t 
hope to prusik up and find it without a torch.

We managed to communicate the events to them as they made their way down. 
Finding the higher anchor to set up an intermediate rappel, we all joined Sam at 
the final rap station. This was a hanging belay, not comfortably shared by four 
people! As the clock struck midnight, we untangled the ropes and set up the final 
rappel. It was nearly 12:30am when all feet touched the ground, marking over 13 
hours since we had started on the wall.
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While our day was a reasonable success in that we made it to the top, it really 
could have been more straightforward. Some brief thoughts for any readers 
considering an attempt (disclaimer: I am not an expert!). 

The climbing isn’t that hard. If you can lead Cunningham’s and Burning Sky • 
(both 19) at Long Beach then you can do this. The style gives a lot of rests, 
and the pitch with the highest grade (pitch 4, grade 20) is not difficult. 
Don’t get scared off by the fact it took us 13 hours – we were a group of • 
four with obvious mishaps and we probably spent 2 hours hanging out. A 
pair could easily climb in a much faster fashion with swinging leads (I was 
leading every pitch).
Usual multipitching advice – communication is key (you often won’t be able • 
to hear or see your climbing partner) and be fast at everything.
Don’t start at 11am. As well as having less daylight, you are climbing in the • 
hottest hours of the day, in full sun (wall faces NW).
Anchors – all bolted. Note that the anchors are bolted to the side of earth • 
ledges or trees. This is to reduce erosion of these fragile structures. Remember 
this if you extend your safety to belay standing on these features.
Gear: Two 60m ropes. It can be climbed on a single rope, just watch rope • 
drag in the corners. One set wires. Camalots 0.4, 0.5, 2x0.75, 1, 2x2, 2x3, 
4. 14 quickdraws is “on the safe side.” Small cams can be used but are not 
necessary. Oh, and take a headtorch.

Hanging belay  
(James Waetford)
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Caught in the Dragon’s Teeth
Penzy Dinsdale

All pictures credited to Penzy Dinsdale.

17/11/14. Spent most of the day organising. Got my food, went back to camp. 
Then back to town to get group food. Then off to shuttle the car to the end of the 
road. Didn’t realise how far it was on a quarter tank of fuel. Road is wet, greasy 
and narrow with no room for error. James toots at me from behind. Turns out 
he is running low on fuel too. It’s dark by the time we reach the park. We try 
siphoning fuel but just end up getting James high on the fumes. We manage to 
text the others in the way out and coast down the hill to save fuel. We miss dinner 
and the pizza making. And so much for packing.

18/11/14. It was windy when we got up this morning. The tent required a lot  
of supervision while drying out. Planned to leave at 8am, started tramping at 
11am. Eight hour day, luckily only took us six. It’s still windy at lunch and 
Hanna and Alexis are a little worse for wear and going slow. Hanna has a sore 
foot from running the Abel Tasman and Alexis has a weirdly swollen shin from 
some barefoot soccer while recovering from the Abel Tasman. After lunch we 
reorganise the food, cooking and climbing gear and get a quick briefing on the 
route as Hanna and Alexis turn around. This could be more fun and games. It’s 
still windy when we reach the Hut at 7pm. Up onto the tops in a front tomorrow. 
Hut book says it’s interesting in low visibility. And describes an eight day ordeal 
by three people stuck here in bad weather eating worms to survive. The hut has a 
shower. James has blisters, Tanja got black pepper in her eye and my feet hurt.

 
19/11/14. Today I made a wooden spoon. That is the sum total of my achievement. 
About 30 minutes ago I sliced my hand open, but that too I think is pretty good 
going for a days spent whittling. We left the hut half an hour early this morning 
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only to be stymied five minutes up the track by a flooded Anatoki River and 
crossing spots that would be interesting enough without the extra water. At one 
point today the river washed away my marker stone. At which point I gave up 
checking. Forty five minutes after leaving we were back at the hut drinking tea. 
Except for Jamie who felt the need to confirm there was indeed a gorge upstream. 
The hope was the rain would cease and the river shrink, but instead the river rose 
and it’s still raining. Time won’t allow for a pit day and it’s unlikely the river will 
be crossable tomorrow morning. So the plan of getting caught in the Dragon’s 
Teeth has been foiled by the Anatoki. In order to complete the loop we will bash 
up the true right of the Anatoki up onto the Drunken Sailors and Lonely Lake 
Hut tomorrow getting back on track. This plan won out slight over the in and out 
attempt on Dragon’s Teeth summit which would rely on James’ climbing skills and 
he didn’t sound too certain about. Going up there is the backup plan (leastways 
Adelaide Tarn Hut) in case the Anatoki or Kahurangi foils us tomorrow. I hope 
this Hut doesn’t become the Hotel California of the trip… 

20/11/14. Had an epiphany falling asleep last night. Why bash up the Anatoki 
when we can follow the track up to the saddle and bash up the ridge from there. 
So that is what we did. Very nice going only once made a slight error resulting in 
going around rather than over the last top. Cost: bush bashing, but saved: height. 
Lovely dracophyllum integrated in beech and it turned out that scrub on the map 
was stunted beech so it was very open and easy going. There was a fair amount 
of fresh snow after yesterday making things a little slippy and cold. Melted off 
pretty quick though. Unlikely that I would have been game for the traverse in 
those conditions though. Today was not the amazing weather we had hoped for 
with bitterly cold wind continuing to blow. It also closed in again this evening, 
which was a day earlier than forecast so of some concern. Quite a distance of 
tops traversing tomorrow could be misery in a front. Hope things clear up again. 
Have realised a year long ambition today and set a mousetrap before going to 
bed, although 1080 probably got them all first. Lonely Lake Hut, where we are, is 
a lonely isolated spot in a beautiful cirque. It’s a pokey little three bunk hut with a 
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hut book dating back to 1973. Narrow bunks though. Gave up the prime spot on 
top for a fear of falling out (again…). Hut is even nicer now that Tanja disposed 
of the dead rabbit outside. Turns out James has a phobia of dead decomposing 
things. Jamie was all for letting him stumble upon it and freak out, but I decided 
that was a bit mean. Saw a weka just outside the hut too. A live one. 1080 doing 
its job, although slightly disconcerting finding a tank of water in the hut saying 
drink this as the stream has 1080 in. And no date by which the stream is going 
to be ok again. Also fantastic was the fact there wasn’t enough water in there 
for dinner, let alone breakfast and tea! So much for basic mathematics. Luckily 
science tells me the stream is probably fine and logic points out that I’ve probably 
drunken out of plenty of 1080’d stream on this trip already. 

21/11/14. Antics articles were due in yesterday so not sure when/if this will get 
published. Out over the top in the teeth of the southerly today. Very thankful 
for track as it undoubtedly saved on white out navigation and getting lost in the 
bluffs above the hut. Glad we stayed on said track despite Jamie suggestions of 
following the tops instead wherever the track got a little rough. Fenella Hut is 
the complete opposite of Lonely Lake Hut. A spacious insulated palace with a 
gas cooker. Wonderful scenery also. Getting  out of here tomorrow. Finally done 
filling in time and can start making my preparations for Switzerland. 

22/11/14. Today was wet, and that is an understatement. If it weren’t for the 
bridges we’d still be stuck up the Cobb Valley. All other tramps were cancelled. 
Lots of fun tramping in the rain, got completely soaked through. Lots of nice 
little huts all the way down the valley. Long long drive back to Dunedin. 
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The plan was to stay the night at Jubilee hut coming in via the Devil’s Staircase 
and then head out the next day past ABC Cave. It was a chill trip. Lots of tea 
breaks and admiring the view. And laughing like a pack of hyenas. Tramping 
with your crew, seeing no one else apart from a flock of kereru. A social trip is 
good for the soul.

Silverpeaks
Ella Borrie and Lochiel McKellar

Trip Members: Anna Murdoch, Ella Borrie and Lochiel McKellar

“Are we taking the map?” 
Yes.

(Lochiel McKellar)

In the middle of the year, in the middle of our 
degrees, in the middle of exams Anna, Lochiel 
and Ella took a trip to the Silverpeaks. We 
needed a sense of purpose.  [Eds note: lol, 
what’s changed?] What better way to delude 
yourself into believing your life has direction 
than spending two days on a track, knowing 
exactly where you’re going, and that you’re 
headed the right way to get there. 

Our only concern was have we taken enough 
tea breaks? Just in case we haven’t met an 
acceptable quota yet…

Stop. 
Boil some water. 
Have a cup of tea. 
Purpose simple.

We all fell over in the mud less 
than 2 minutes into the track.

“Everything is acceptable when 
you’re tramping” – Ella
“Except murder” – Lochiel
“Context”  – Ella
“Borderline”  – Anna

(Anna Murdoch)
In the days leading up Anna announced: “I want to say I’ve taken a pumpkin 
tramping” so she carried in a  butternut and some cream and we made soup in the 
hut. Delicious. (If pack space permits we would recommend it. Extra for experts 
level is to bring fancy date night candles too - of course we did.) 

“Butternut is a flavoursome pumpkin. It’s the pumpqueen.”  – Lochiel
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We played a long candlelit game of bananagrams. So romantic. Then we amped 
it up by starting a game of water themed words only. Anna took the opportunity 
to teach us all about groids, the underwater currency that mermaids use. Then we 
abandoned it because it was incredibly hard. Lochiel got ‘anorak’ which she was 
far too proud of.

“I’ll go to the toilet in this interloode.” - Ella

When it got late we dragged the mats outside and slept on the deck, half under the 
awning half under the stars. Ella read sonnets out under the moon. Such a bright 
moon, putting on a show for us. 

In the morning Anna discovered she had packed three tubes of sunscreen, but not 
a single pair of gloves (despite having bought five new pairs the day before).

Appreciating how close Silverpeaks is to Dunedin, we got fish and chips.

(E
lla

 B
or

ri
e)

To borrow from an ancient tramping proverb:

If your long johns are stripey
and your teabags are dry

you’ll go straight

We are going to be fine.

 “Every shot is a beauty shot” 
- Anna

(Ella Borrie)
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question remains, is the Shewee a useful addition to your tramping kit?  Or will 
its purchase only put you in the running for the Gear Freak award?
 
For a person with a penis urinating in the backcountry is easy; privacy is only 
one 180° turn away.  For a person sans-penis taking a leak in the bush is no 
piece of piss.  When nature calls a vantage point with suitable coverage must be 
found.  This usually requires bushbashing away from the crew.  Exposed areas 
above the bushline especially present a challenge for private peeing.   Squatting 
leaves one vulnerable to predators, or to discovery by fellow trampers. The 
thought of staying in the warm tent and peeing into a bottle is a distant dream. 
The disadvantage is clear; the patriarchy real.
 
Let’s move on to the actual product.  The Shewee is streamlined and made of 
sturdy, washable plastic. It also comes in a variety of colours allowing you to 
choose one to suit your personality. The Shewee website describes how my 
particular pink “power” model is suited to “ladies who just love to shout about 
Shewee and are proud to be who they are.”  So here I am, standing on this page, 
shouting to you about how truly transformative the Shewee experience has 
been. 
 
Now we come to the question of functionality. I can hear echoes from the future 
from readers of Antics 2014 asking, Does it work Ella?   Well, dear reader, it 
does.  Once the funnel is in position, it may take some bravery to let the flow go.  
I only have two pieces of advice.  Firstly, be aware of the limited catchment area.  
Pace your stream otherwise you may have overflow issues.  Secondly,  aiming 
the funnel is crucial. Wield your plastic pointer away from your feet and stand 
with your back facing the wind.

The most interesting part of the Shewee experience was not the mechanics but 
the feeling; everyone should try urinating standing up.  Standing under the full 
moon behind Jubilee Hut I felt truly powerful.  Watching the yellow stream fall 

Luke, president at the time, 
bestowed a booby prize on me 
during Paradise.  The Shewee: 
a specialty funnel that allows 
women to urinate standing up.  
Obviously such a device would 
be useful if one was pregnant 
in a traffic jam, or healing from 
an abdominal operation whilst 
sailing a small yacht.  The 

Shewee™ Review: She Came, She Saw, She Peed
Ella Borrie

(www.shewee.co.nz)
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like a majestic waste waterfall the ground seemed so far away.  This is what 
suffrage must have felt like.  I felt like I could do anything, have a career and a 
family, people would laugh at my jokes even if they weren’t funny, I could earn 
a full dollar instead of 77c.  I was standing above the glass ceiling and pissing on 
it.  Then all at once, this rush of empowerment petered out like my stream.  My 
bravado emptied like my bladder.  I needed another hit.  What would constantly 
peeing actually solve?  Why did I need to emulate male urination patterns to feel 
dominant?  Surely true empowerment comes from accepting a variety of peeing 
stances as equal.  Why do I need to internalise misogynistic standards of passing 
water? 
 
I think we need to readjust our standards of urination.  The Shewee has its place 
but we should also find empowerment in squatting.  Shewee propaganda advises 
us: “Shewee – be who you are.”  Okay Shewee, I wee-ll. 

Copland River flowing freely
(Jaz Morris)
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Vertical Micro Orienteering
Anonymous

This year I discovered a new sport and I’m going to call it vertical micro 
orienteering. As with typical orienteering the sport starts when you leave home 
with only a crude description of where to go, either from some more experienced 
‘mates’ or off a dodgy website. Upon arriving at the ‘event’ you carefully avoid 
some potholes and park up on the side of a sand track.

Like orienteering you then pull out a rough hand drawn sketch of the ‘event 
centre’ and proceed to orientate yourself to the courses available. This is generally 
difficult and often you find yourself on some sort of horrendous 21 elite grading 
before someone else gets a hold of the sketch and points this out to you, causing 
you to stage a hasty retreat and pretend it didn’t happen.

Finally the vertical and micro part kicks in. Unlike the usual sorts of orienteering 
this type seems to occur in tag teams of two. Although there is the rare nut who 
tackles a course alone. The sport seems to consist of touching the right points 
on the vertical terrain in the right order with hands and feet. Do this incorrectly 
and gravity will take a temporary advantage and you’ll find yourself no longer 
competing with those who got it clean. Multiple incorrect attempts tends to lead 
to failure to complete, which is logistically complex. Although easier if your tag 
team partner is a pro and can takeover for you on the course.

Course lengths tend to vary only a few metres, unless you get into multi-courses. 
However, course difficulties vary far beyond the white to red grading of traditional 
orienteering and are denoted by numbers.

Owing to the more permanent nature of courses in vertical micro orienteering, 
you can always return to race another day. Course setters and terrain type tend 
to cause just as much variation as can be found in traditional orienteering world 
over.

So in conclusion if you consider yourself an orienteer, or even if you don’t. This 
is a sport to try, so google, get out there and don’t forget all that expensive safety 
gear!
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Four Fatigued Fellows Flail in Arthur’s Pass
James Waetford

Team: Anna Murdoch, James Waetford, Nic Cammell, Tanja de Wilde

For the semester break we had planned an adventure around the South Island 
- starting with a 5 day tramping/alpine trip in Arthur’s Pass. Our route was on 
the western side of the main road – going up the Rolleston river before crossing 
Waimakariri Col and out via the Waimakariri River. For this 30-ish kilometere, 
up-and-down trip we’d budgeted four nights, giving us the cheeky opportunity to 
climb an easy mountain along the way. Another group (da bois: Rowan, Frazer, 
Jamie and Quinn) were doing a similar route in the opposite direction and we 
planned to cross paths.

Armed with home-dehydrated food, warm clothes and wine, we left Dunedin 
straight after exams and hit the road. The night prior we had actually changed 
our plans due to poor forecast - in brief, we’d scrapped the entire trip and were 
instead planning a more modest trip up the Hawdon and Otehake rivers to the 
Otehake hot pools. Gale force winds and rain had been predicted, meaning a 
transalpine trip was off the cards.

Upon waking up in Hawdon shelter, it was actually really nice day, so we packed 
quickly and blasted off to the Arthur’s Pass DOC office to see what the forecast 
was. Buoyed by optimism that “bad weather today and tomorrow” would be over 
by the time we wanted to be up mountains, we were excitable and ditched our 
sensible alternative plan. We reasoned that rivers flood in rain, and valley floors 
are cold, right? The tops will be much nicer!

We began clambering up the bouldery Rolleston river. It was slow going, and 
soon the dominant theme of our trip emerged – we made a decidedly unfit, 
injured and whiny bunch. Knee injuries, medical problems, and a dislocating 
shoulder impeded our progress from the first hour. Fuelled by concoctions of 
ibuprofen, tramadol and paracetamol, we soldiered on. The ideal plan was to 
reach Waimakariri Falls Hut, but this really wasn’t going to happen.

Unsure of the best route and facing a nasty-looking gorge, we found a “good” 
campsite. Good, in this context, meaning above a river, and on what might be 
described as flat ground. Our tents were placed on the most hospitable sites 
available - “a patch of dirt and rocks” and “a slightly smaller patch of dirt and 
rocks.” The cooking area was constructed from stones in a careful game of tetris 
to provide a flat platform under the vestibule. Anna came up with the excellent 
game “pass the whiskey” which was supposed to happen until “we felt some 
effect.” She managed to finish off most of the bottle before this happened! 
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After our group “pill time” (a four-times-per-day occasion) we set off. The river 
was ominously walled by vertical rock sections and had some steep sections we 
had to ditch packs to ascend. Everybody except “mountain goat” Tanja slipped 
on the rocks and fell over at some point or another, and it was with haste we 
exited the river to scrub – it would have been very difficult to escape if the water 
level rose. 

Rejoining the river, we spotted a blaze orange giant on the slopes opposite – 
undoubtedly Rowan in his always-obnoxious bush shirt. Joined by the rest of his 
group, we had a quick lunch and traded supplies and car keys. Their trip had been 
reasonably unsuccessful due to poor weather and bad snow. They pointed out the 
irony that we’d gone to the effort of dehydrating 5 days of meals then obliterated 
all weight savings by taking 4L of alcohol. 

Navigation up the pass was aided by the boys’ footprints in the snow, and we 
reached the top just after 3pm. Busting out the condensed milk for the summit, 
we enjoyed the last rays of sunshine and excellent views of Mt Rolleston and 
down the Waimak. The snow quality was mixed, and generally tiring.

If you haven’t been to Waimak Falls Hut, it is a definite recommendation. It was 
a perfect size for our group and we trashed the place within 30min of taking up 
residence. The original plan was for Anna and Nic to rest the next day while 
Tanja and I tried to get out and climb something. Unfortunately, the weather 
completely shat itself and going to the outhouse became a lofty achievement. 
Our “summit day” became a veritable “hut day” which was suitable because we 
needed a “rest day.” We invented some new tramping cuisine; “butter-fried pita 
bread” “chocolate slurm” and “anything dipped in cheese sauce” I managed to 
get stuck in a ladder trying to do a weird caving game Tanja knew. They had to 
dismantle the bunk to free me… My unfortunate endeavours did not end - I later 
fell into a frozen lake after jumping up and down on the ice. Meanwhile, Tanja 
had tried to climb the west face of Jellicoe Ridge in full winter conditions. She 
didn’t make it very far, before descending slowly with her bad knee. 

It was now the third night of our trip, and we had to be out around lunchtime 
after the fourth to drop Nic at the airport. We hadn’t managed to attempt any 
peaks, but we had enjoyed a lot of mulled wine. James “the enthusiastic” keenly 
set an alarm for a “hardly alpine” 5am start the next morning. Our plan was 
to try get up Carrington Peak - a poignant target as Nic, Tanja and I were all 
former Carrington residents. I barely slept as I excitedly listened to the wind die 
down around 12am. As soon as the alarm went off, I rushed outside to check the 
weather - it was a clear, still, starry night!

We found a route up the mountain easily, and made good progress in the cool 
night. Unfortunately, after 500m vertical we were confronted by rubbish snow 
conditions which aborted our ascent.
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We sat around and broke out the chocolate fingers and condensed milk to watch 
the sunrise. After a nap at the hut (3 hours of climbing is hard work!) we romped 
down the track alongside the Waimak river. Carrington Peak was at our backs 
taunting us in the afternoon sunshine.

In the theme of the trip, we walked until we were too lazy to go further and set 
up camp early. It was another clear evening, and Anna came up with the grand 
idea to sleep outside. It did sound appealing, and to be fair we did see a meteor, 
but July is a cold time of year - everything froze, including ourselves! The only 
beneficial feature of our al fresco abode was that we could make tea without 
leaving our sleeping bags. We made grand plans to be awake before first light and 
out by 7:30am… Instead we woke up at 8am and didn’t leave until after 9.

Apparently there is a DOC track next to the river (the boys couldn’t believe we 
didn’t use it) but it seemed better to just straightline it towards Klondyke Corner. 
It’s doable, just avoid bush (we got stuck in it) and be aware that “Turkey Flat,” 
is devoid of turkeys but well populated with matagouri. Also, a point for any 
key swap – work out where you are going to park the car! We forgot to check, 
and ended up walking to the wrong shelter. A suitable “half-successful” end to a 
“half-successful” trip.

The fellows (James Waetford)
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[Eds note: This article marks the end of the 2014 section. Laura found a copy of 
Antics 2014 in a hut while travelling in New Zealand. She loved OUTC so much 
she got in touch when visiting Dunedin. Pretty rad to see Antics bringing people 
together.] 
[Lochiel’s note: I did not approve the last sentence; too sappy]

Just Be a Kiwi About It
Laura Emmerson

It’s quite a tale how OUTC and I met. I started my journey in New Zealand with 
the National Outdoor Leadership School (NOLS), tramping in Nelson Lakes 
National Park for 27 days. It is an American-based organization, but luckily one 
of the instructors was Kiwi. She told us to “Just be Kiwi about it!” when we were 
scaling down mountains or bush-bashing through matagouri. I’ve tried to adopt 
that mentality, with varying levels of success (scree running & ridge running are 
still crazy-scary). 

After the course was through, my instructor was giving me tips on how to live 
New Zealand to fullest and suggested I volunteer as a hut warden at the Welcome 
Flat Hut. I ended up volunteering for two weeks at this hut nestled in the Copland 
Valley at the tail-end of autumn. Everyday was a new adventure, sometimes I 
would tag along with the many visitors (who became wonderful short-terms 
friends/companions) to Douglas Rock Hut. Other days I would simply laze about 
the warden’s quarters, sipping my hot drink and thumbing through a book. It 
was during one of these lazing periods that I found hiding amongst the naturalist 
guides and history books a beautifully textured book-cover graced with a giant 
rock face. It was only upon a closer look did I see that someone was scaling the 
rock. It was the Antics 2014 Edition! A mysterious book that I had never heard 
of until that day.

Each night after checking bookings for evening, I would flip through Antics, 
laughing my ass off at some stories or photos, in awe at others. It became a sort of 
ritual of my many evenings on the job, a treat for when my work was finished for 
the day. This group seemed like an almost cult-like, community-oriented family 
of young trampers. I had to meet them. 

Once I reached civilization again I emailed the president and secretary of OUTC, 
asking if I could join a club meeting. With an affirmative reply I went to Dunedin 
for a week-long visit, excited to meet young trampers (like me, what?! It should 
be noted that up until this point most of my interactions were with elderly people, 
usually giving me a ride to the next town, so this was extremely refreshing). I 
showed up to the Tuesday meeting and to the happy hour following. Ella the 
Fabulous introduced me to the club and her flatmates and even let me crash at the 
flat for a few days. Here I learned about the Gumboots Song, was taught how to 
properly perform a Tim Tam Slam (complete with a hand-drawn diagram), and 
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had a blast just shooting the shit (pardon my American colloquialism). Somehow 
our love of tramping had brought all of us together and it was perfect. 

The moral of the story: If you’re ever hesitant to hand out Antics to unsuspecting 
readers, do it. It might teach an American girl how to have a classic Kiwi time. 

Thank you, OUTC!
Love, 
Laura

Diagram by Jaz Morris 
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One for the Ladies: Some tips for tramping with your uterus
Anonymous

If you haven’t woken up at 5am in a tent lying in what feels like enough blood 
to fill an Olympic pool because your uterus is an unpredictable monster then you 
haven’t lived. It happens. Protip: always carry more spare plastic bags than you 
think you’ll need; when I packed I had to find a way to partition that part of my 
sleeping bag to stop the blood seeping further. Thank god when it happened to 
me it was on the final night of our tramp and when I got home I had all the time 
in the world to figure out how to spot clean my down sleeping bag. 

Tampons, pads and painkillers are an essential part of an emergency kit. Even if 
it’s absolutely, 100% not going to happen to you someone else on your trip might 
be caught out. What’s a box of tampons in space/weight compared to someone’s 
eternal gratitude? (Alternate use for pads in an emergency kit is to hold them 
against a bleeding wound while applying pressure. It’s more absorbent and 
probably cleaner than your spare t-shirt.)

Carry spare bags for your rubbish. Pads and tampons both generate rubbish. 
Please take out all the packaging and used products. DOC specifically asks 
that you don’t drop used items down the long drops or anywhere else. They do 
suggest double bagging your rubbish and the website has some tips for smell 
neutralisation.

I’ve found that being in the bush puts the pads vs tampons debate in a whole 
different context. Do not underestimate how exposed you might feel changing 
your tampon (or emptying and rinsing your mooncup) in the open bush. On that 
note, confide in someone, especially if you’re with a sizeable group. Tramping 
with someone who will be your lookout when you dash off the track and behind 
the biggest fallen tree available gives some peace of mind.

Obviously tampons are more comfortable for many people, and they mean you 
can still take that mountain river dip. Pads might last longer and are something 
to consider if you want to be able to sleep through a long drive home (especially 
if you adhere to the TSS warnings that suggest a limit to how long you should 
leave your tampon in).

An increasingly common option now is the aforementioned mooncup, a device 
that is gaining popularity in the world. This baby is reuseable (low waste!) and 
only needs to be emptied about twice per day. (Obviously that will vary, but 
manufacturers recommend emptying it at least every 12 hours.) In the bush you 
can rinse it using your drink bottle and/or wipe it out with some toilet paper, be 
aware that DOC ask you to bury the waste. For me the mooncup has been the best 
of both worlds. It stays in for ages (along with many people I know I definitely 
push that 12 hour limit - it’s so easy to just forget about!) and gives you all the 
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comfort and convenience of a tampon. They aren’t cheap, but they last 5-10 years 
and even with the most conservative estimates you’ll pay it off in a year.

So those are my experiences and these are my thoughts. I love my mooncup (but 
I’m aware they don’t work for everyone - a less enamoured friend complained to 
me “I always end up with spots of blood on my t-shirt”).
 

One for the Lads
Anonymous

Aren’t you glad you don’t have to deal with this shit?
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A Haiku by Meg
Charlotte Crisford

Charlotte is mad cool
Glad I’m tramping with her, yo
Coolest gal ever, Char.

A Poem
Hannah Robinson

Beer, Beer everywhere
And oh so good to drink
But if I skull another pint,
I’ll be heading for the sink

Although I may appear to have had my fill
And I am probably looking rather ill
Please pass me over there that jug
So I can fill my ruddy mug.

I’ll see you later friends and foes
I’m heading for a comatose.

Poetry Corner

Antics Appeal
Ella Borrie and Lochiel McKellar

A
Noteworthy
Tome.
It
Ckneeds
Submissions.

[Eds note: it worked!]
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U hier isch eis Lied über eis Hääs, wer chönnt skinä
Penzy Dinsdale

Snowli, snowli iisaa Frind, 
Mit da lengä wiissä Ohrä, 
Zeigsch iis wia ma loufa tuet,
Mit dr Hilf vom Brummelbär.

Dr Brummelbär, dr Brummelbär louft locker hin und här!

Snowli, snowli iisaa Frind,
Mit da lengä wiissä Ohrä,
Zeigsch iis wia ma bremsa tuet,
Mit dr Hilf vom Pinguin.

Dr Pingui, dr pinguin, er fahrt und bremst ganz gschwind!
Dr Brummerlbär, dr Brummelbär louft locker hin und här!

Snowli, Snowli iisaa Frind,
Mit da lengä wiissä Ohrä,
Zeigsch iis wia ma kürvia tuet
Mit dr Hilf vo dr Schlanga

Ja d’Schlanga, ja d’Schlanga, macht Kürvli chlii u gross!
Dr Pingui, dr pinguin, er fahrt und bremst ganz gschwind!
Dr Brummerlbär, dr Brummelbär louft locker hin und här!

Snowli, Snowli iisaa Frind
Mit da lengä wiissä Ohrä,
Zeigsch iis wia ma kümpa tuet,
Mit der Hilf vo Känguru.

Ja ds Känguru, ja ds Känguru, springt über jedi Schanza!
Ja d’Schlanga, ja d’Schlanga, macht Kürvli chlii u gross!
Dr Pingui, dr pinguin, er fahrt und bremst ganz gschwind!
Dr Brummerlbär, dr Brummelbär louft locker hin und här!

Snowli, Snowli iisaa Frind.

[Eds note: we are sure this is a lovely poem, unfortunately we don’t understand 
Swiss-German and neither does Google Translate. Do you think it’s about 
snow?]
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Neck warmer1. 
Head band2. 
Balaclava3. 
Beanie4. 
Towel5. 
Hair tie6. 
Bracelet7. 
Anklet8. 
Tea towel9. 
Napkin10. 
Rucksack11. 
Tissue/Hanky12. 
Mopping sweat13. 
Loo paper *14. 
Handcuffs (kinky)15. 
Eye mask16. 
Gag (also kinky)17. 
Pillow case18. 
Foot warmer19. 
Glasses cleaner20. 
Arm warmer21. 
 Slingshot22. 
Bommy knocker23. 
Phone case24. 
Washing sack25. 
Shoe shiner26. 
Cloth27. 

Ear cleaner/plugs28. 
Grater29. 
Bum bag30. 
Bandeau31. 
Pet travel top32. 
Potpourri container33. 
Camera case34. 
Flag35. 
Flag36. 
Bung37. 
Hammock **38. 
Face cloth39. 
Fire starter40. 
Bandage41. 
Pack strap42. 
Sunglasses43. 
Piping bag44. 
Oven mit45. 
Gaiters46. 
Ice axe leash47. 
Pot lid48. 
Window wiper49. 
Fly swatter50. 
Blister patch51. 
Tea strainer52. 
Spondonicle53. 

* If #14 employed, must wash.
** For small children

Buff –ersitility: 53 Things You Can Use A Buff For
Meg Buddle and Charlotte Crisford

Authors deploying 
their buffs in use #2

Left: Meg 
(Charlotte Crisford)

Right: Char 
(Matt Sykes)
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Otago University Typing Club

From: Vincent Daub 
To: OUTC

Hey there,

For requiring your expertise again. Some friends and I were considering to
camp mostly on our 4 week trip through NZ (middle of June to middle of
July).
Some quiet voices claim that would be too cold, which is why I would love to
hear the opinion of the OUTC tough guys ;)
I am sure it is possible, the question is whether it is plausible to camp
for 4 weeks in the NZ winter or just painful every single night?

I would really appreciate your expert opinion!

Cheers,
Vince

From: Nick Plimmer 
To: Vincent Daub, Cc: OUTC

Yes it is. I suggest...

Minimum -10 degC bag + liner• 
Thermarest - very very important. Thicker the better as you lose a lot of • 
heat to the ground. On that note, if sharing the tent with somebody, overlap 
the sleeping mats to prevent cold gaps.
A good tent (not some el cheapo crap)• 
Warm beanie/toque• 
If you are car camping, putting an old wool blanket on the floor of the tent • 
makes a bit of a difference and it is a bit like having carpet!
Don’t leave boots (or anything else that could freeze) outside. Otherwise • 
you might find yourself peeing on them to get your feet in.
A nalgene bottle or similar filled with hot water, wrapped in a fleece and • 
placed in the bottom of a sleeping bag will keep toes warm.
Keep the cooker and water ready and right beside the tent so you can make • 
a cuppa in the morning from the snugly warmth of your sleeping bag DO 
NOT USE COOKER IN TENT UNLESS YOU WANT A HIGH SPEED 
TRIP TO THE BURNS UNIT
If possible, pitch tent under a tree, reduces radiative cooling to the night • 
sky on clear nights. Pitch tent on grass rather than gravel.
Keep camera handy - frosty mornings have a habit of producing good • 
photos and sunrises.
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You can expect to get frost on the tent, and for condensation to freeze on the 
inside of the tent. That’s part of the fun! Sprinkle some cement on your weetbix 
/oatmeal /granola and harden the f*** up!

And if all else fails, a bottle of whisky and a girl to cuddle up to ;) See Antics 
2006 for suggestions on platonic snuggling.

Regards
Nick The Crusty One.

From:Johanna Tonnon
To: OUTC

Hi all

I’m looking at buying a decent compass for tramping navigation. Does anyone 
have any recommendations on what/where to buy?

Thanks,
Johanna

From:Tiff Stephens 
To: Johanna Tonnon, Cc: OUTC

May I suggest faith? When you are one with God/Yahweh/Allah/Mother Earth/
etc., no compass is necessary. **chimes sound**

Frozen socks: the perils of tramping in winter 
(James Waetford)
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Annual Dinner Awards 2015

Gear Freak
Winner: 
Rowan Cox - for being injured and still buying a full trad rack which he can’t use 
for several months and for having everything and believing that no one has better 
gear for purpose than he does.
Runners up: 
Jonas Meerstetter - have you seen him freak out about gear?
Frazer Attrill - obtaining $10,000 worth of gear for the club.

Lightweight Tramper 
Winner: 
Rowan Cox - all the offers he got for people to carry his gear while he was 
injured.
Runner up: 
Jamie Gardner - for lightening his load on the Brewster trip (by dropping his 
pack down a 200m cliff).

Monica Lewinsky Award for Scoring the President
Winner: 
Shamini Mahadevan - since they started going out after Rowan was elected.
Runner up: 
Chris Greenan - and his bromance with Rowan.

Romeo & Juliet
Winners: 
Imogen Van Pierce and Luke Gardener
Runners up: 
James Waetford and Tanja de Wilde  - James for knitting Tanja a neck warmer 
which was so big it probably could fit a cow, and then fixing it! 
Sophie Bicknell and her Dressing Gowns

Speed Freak
Winner: 
Meg Buddle - deciding she was so much faster than everyone else in the group 
on a trip last year, that she told us to turn around while she continued to climb 
the Mountain. And for being a tank/unit/beast. Ultramarathons, mountaineering, 
skiing, rock climbing, kayaking. Nothing can stop the unit.
Runner up: 
Jamie Gardner
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Mountain Goat
Winner: 
Meg Buddle - learnt to ski the fastest of anyone I’ve ever seen and her badass 
rock climbing skills.
Runner up: 
Tanja de Wilde - for her general craziness.

Drunken Stupidity
Winner: 
Charlotte Crisford - for her mandrake skills at bushball and for coming back after 
passing out on bushball and finishing the night!

Drunken Ability
Winner: 
Eva Duncan’s Coupland Trip - 30 very drunk and naked people taking over the 
hut and hot pools in front of 10 very not drunk and not naked, scared foreigners. 
Special mention to Duncan Wilson for drinking a whole bottle of whiskey on 
the Copland trip and passing out by 5PM, subsequently missing the whole entire 
evening and having to walk out hungover the very next day.

Golden Shovel for Spade Work 
Winner: 
Jeremy Metherell - for chasing every girl within eyesight.
Runner up: 
Conor Geany - for pursuing Eva like there’s no tomorrow.

Armchair Tramper
Winner: 
Henry Ritchie - cause he’s done fuck all.
Runners up: 
Sophie Bicknell and Henry Ritchie - combined, for their leisurely approach to 
bushball, especially considering Sophie’s dressing gowns featured.

Piton of Almost Certain Death
Winner: 
Rowan Cox - 15m cliff, no explanations needed. 
Runners up: 
Luke Gardener, Chris Greenan and Eva Duncan - for almost getting swept down 
the river at the end of the track up to Brewster Hut.
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Black Bra
Winner: 
A certain gear officer (Mr. Attrill) for an indecent incident involving a lovely 
American lady (Miss Kingsley), a previously hygienic computer lab, and a run in 
with campus watch that resulted in a meeting with the proctor… ;)
Runners up: 
Team Sizzlers - Meg Buddle, Rowan Cox, Sophie Bicknell, Henry Ritchie, 
Jared A, Anna Murdoch, Eva Duncan for an unholy obsession with sizzlers in 
condoms.

Stephen R. France Helicopter Rescue Memorial Award
Winner: 
Chris Greenan a.k.a Chopper King - won by sheer numbers game! 
Runners up: 
Torea Scott-Fyfe - not learning her lesson to never go on a trip with Chris 
Greenan. 
Jaz Morris - dishing up so much shit then trying to hush up his own rescue while 
in France, which came about after he tripped over a rock.

Driving Award
Winner: 
Johanna Tonnon - for getting half of the van stuck off a bank and almost driving 
a van into a river on her Makarora trip.
Runners up: 
Rowan Cox - for crashing Frazer’s car
James Waetford - for trying to kill Luke Gardener on the Makarora trip by 
attempting to drive off a bridge. Catastrophe being avoided thanks to a gutter 
ramp.
Frazer Attrill - for always asking if someone who had had their full license for 
more than two years could sit in the front so it was legal
Chris Greenan - and his little black death machine.

Tramper of the Year
Winner: 
Ella Borrie - for ticking off her first mountain (Mt Armstrong)! 
Runners up: 
Chris Greenan - always seems to be going out every weekend.
Rowan Cox - for tramping more than most of us even when he should be 
recovering.
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Luke Gardener Bastard of the Year
Winner: 
(obviously) Luke Gardener - “because he’s always a bastard” - so much so that 
the award is now named after him. 
Runners up: 
Jamie Gardner - for bringing fish and chips into A&E moments after Rowan was 
told not eat or drink anything until after surgery, which ended up being 2 days 
later.
Rowan Cox - for throwing himself off a cliff to get out of presidential duties.

Rob Daley Good Bugger
Winner: 
Frazer Attrill - for the countless hours he spent in the gear room redoing crampon 
straps and for managing the Mt Horrible situation really well.
Runner up: 
Blaine Hartman - for carrying the keg all for 7 hours to the Copland hot pools.

Epic Tramp of the Year
Winner: 
Sham, Tanja, Rowan, Jamie and Meg’s cluster trip on Brewster over Easter. This 
involved changing plans enormously (including driving to the start of one track 
then deciding against the trip and driving back 45 min), then getting into more 
cluster-fucking by climbing most of the way up Mt Armstrong when heading for 
Mt Brewster. Then doing a dodge down climb during which Jamie dropped his 
pack some 200m. Then wasting more time by bouldering on a ice-boulder with 
axe and crampons and attempting to summit Brewster. Then getting benighted 
trying to make to the valley floor the next valley over and having to bivy on a 
small ledge in the middle of the bush after abseiling off a tree to get there.
Runner up: 
Eva’s Copeland hot pools trip - that had about 30 people, mostly dressed in 
LOTR attire or formal suits or gowns, including someone dressed as Gandalf 
with a keg strapped to their back.

Dark Horse Award 
Winner: 
Henry Ritchie - and his sizzler!
Runners up: 
Reuben Storr - for being incredibly fucking fit beyond all of our capabilities but 
only coming on a handful of trips this year.
Eva Duncan - she’s so sassy.
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Beauty and the Geek
Winners: 
Lottie Armstrong and Chris Greenan

The Peter Wilson Flashing Red Light of Navigation
Winner: 
Thomas Dwight - for getting lost on a great walk. He was running the entire 
routeburn, except taking a wrong turn 1km before the end (at Howden hut) and 
running an additional 10km before realising his mistake!
Runners up: 
Scott Lee - for his insistence that he was going in the right direction, despite not 
having a map and LandSAR telling him he was heading down the wrong river.
Luke Gardener, Rowan Cox and Eva Duncan - for letting a punter lead the way 
through the most god awful bush on the way to Lake Adelaide, getting very lost, 
all the while they are just chilling at the back not leading. 

Garbage Disposal Unit
Winner: 
Jamie Gardner - For taking bites out of butter. 
For eating a whole beetroot during a lecture. 
For saying “I can almost taste the porridge!” - in anticipation of the burnt remnants 
of breakfast that were going to be cooked into the next meal.

Positive Paul
Winner: 
Jamie Gardner - belief in any trip being possible in any condition, provided one 
has enough experience.
Runners up: 
Ella Borrie and Tim Wareing - ‘our rays of sunshine’

Fraser Brown Award for Adventurer of the Year 
Winner:
Fraser Brown - this year, he took a girl who couldn’t swim in an aquanaught 
across Lake Marian. The aquanaught began to sink, at which point Fraser told 
her to try to inflate to aquanaught while he kicked the boat across the lake, all the 
while saying: “Keep blowing Joy, keep blowing.”
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Quote of the Year
Winner: 
“If you’re slow, don’t come” - Emma Kelly whilst selling her trip at the Fiordland 
Premeet
Runners up: 
“I got too deep into my mummy” - Luke Gardener talking about his sleeping 
bag.
“If they don’t want tea they can fuck off” - Frazer Attrill on River Crossing
“I wasn’t panicking, I was just gasping for air” - Peter Thurlow aquanaughting 
at Paradise. 
“I used all of the condoms in Henry’s car” - Eva Duncan
“I’m going to sizzle Luke in the mouth” - Eva Duncan

After buying $10k worth of gear 
this year the gear officers are most 

excited about some new plastic 
boxes 

(Ella Borrie)

“I’ll give you my number, that’s worth more than $30” - Scott Lee trying to 
avoid paying a bond when hiring gear

“When I came to New Zealand I didn’t even know what passive aggressive 
meant. Now I’ve gone past passive, I’m just aggressive” - Frazer Atrill on being 

Gear Officer

That time Meg forgot a spoon
(Rowan Cox)
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History of Some Annual Dinner Awards

The Black Bra is a symbol of sexual mystery. In 2004, after a wild weekend, 
Peter Wilson and Amelia Moody drove the Critic van home from Bushball. As 
Peter pulled out of Raspberry Flat, he lowered his sun visor, and the black bra fell 
into his lap. And so without knowing its owner, or whether it has been washed 
since that day, we award the bra to a romantic enigma.

The John R. Williams Piton of Almost Certain Death hangs around in the 
lockable gear cupboard and can sometimes be found in the box of trad gear. This 
relic dates back to the early nineties, when a group of trampers descended to the 
West Matukituki from Bevan Col. Arriving at the gut section, a piton was duly 
hammered in. The entire group abseiled from the piton, some four or five people. 
Finally, the rope was retrieved with a tug - and the piton came down with it. So 
the Piton of Almost Certain Death is awarded, not for endeavours in climbing, 
but to a trip on which there was almost a complete disaster.

The Stephen France Helicopter Rescue Award is awarded, unambiguously, for 
the most scandalous helicopter rescue of the year. In his time with OUTC Steve 
France was involved in no fewer than five helicopter rescues, most of which 
weren’t really his fault. At the time of publication Chris ‘Chopper King’ Greenan 
actually ties with Stephen’s record.

The Fraser Brown Award for Adventurer of the Year is given to the leader of a 
trip who either intentionally or otherwise takes their punters on an outrageous trip 
they were unprepared for.  In 2014 Fraser did this at both Paradise and Fiordland. 
On the former he took his group off track based on the information from a map 
with contour lines for every 100m instead of every 20m, forcing the group to do 
5 river crossings and sidle around some cliffs. On the latter, Fraser got his group 
up at 3am because it started raining and he had told them if it rained a little they 
would begin walking because of the risk of the river rising. They got out to the 
road end by 7.30 am to discover an uncannily brilliant Fiordland day with blue 
skies and sunshine. 

The Peter Wilson Flashing Red Light of Navigation is awarded to someone 
who has shown the most navigational incompetence. In 2003, Peter Wilson 
and his group severely misjudged the route on a crossing of Cascade Plateau. 
Dropping down the wrong creek from the plateau, the group arrived at Teer 
Creek far inland. Another group had carried the fly and cooking equipment to 
the coast, so Peter’s “B team” were forced to follow Teer Creek four kilometers 
to meet them. Five hours of boulder bashing and a group member tantrum later, 
travelling by the light of three torches and a flashing red bike light, the eight 
trampers arrived at the beach to a cooked dinner and roaring fire.
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Chris Greenan’s Guide to Helicopter Rides
Lottie Armstrong

Choose your tramping location based on where 1080 will be dropped and 1. 
keep walking despite warnings from DOC.
Take someone with no sense of direction on a 5 day tramp and lose them on 2. 
open terrain above the bush line with steep rocky gullies on either side.
Go out rock climbing with the President of the club (the constitution says 3. 
that the Vice President should take control if the President falls from a cliff, 
so this was almost foreseen).
Go away during winter and plan for a group to walk into the hut where you 4. 
were staying. But make sure this group decide to walk in at night during a 
massive blizzard! You stay nice a snug in a hut but still get a helicopter ride 
out!
Bum slide down the top of Mt Aspiring, inspiring other climbers with less 5. 
bum sliding experience to do the same, resulting in twisted ankles and thus 
chopper rides out!

“If you pick your tramping mates as well as Chris you will always wind up 
getting a free chopper ride! Awesome!” - Jaz Morris

 ***** - Lottie Armstrong

(Jaz Morris)
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The Story of Helicopter #4 (and the aftermath)
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Penzy’s Car



-203-



-204-

[Eds note: We’d like to think Antics 2015 also has “real style,” what do you 
think Peter?]
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With Apologies to the Taxpayer and Thanks to ACC
Jaz Morris

With apologies to the NZ Police, the Rescue Co-ordination Centre, the Chamonix 
Gendarmerie, the New Zealand and French Medical systems and, in general, the 
New Zealand tax payer.

February. Tanja and Sham are caught in an avalanche on Mt Rolleston. Sham’s 
leg is cut open and Tanja loses an axe.

March. Fiordland weekend, accident free…….

March. Scott takes a wrong turn descending from Fiery Col after winding up 
at the back of the group. He spends a night out avoiding a searching helicopter 
before being picked up, thankfully unharmed, the next day. Helicopter #1. 
Approx. helicopter time: 10 hours @ est. $1500/hour - $15000?

April. Rowan falls 15m off Mt Horrible, breaking some vertebrae and his jaw. 
Requires surgery. Helicopter #2. Approx. helicopter time: 2 hours @ est. $5000/
hour* + charter flight + 2 nights ICU - $50000?

May. Sham falls off her mountain bike and breaks her neck and some vertebrae. 

May. Emma falls over descending from Homer Saddle, cutting her kneecap and 
sustaining arterial bleeding. No helicopter needed, but Emma downed half a 
bottle of bourbon on the drive to hospital and was swearing profusely while 
being stitched up (polite Indian doctor: “mostly it is people from the bad families 
who are swearing this much”).

July. Penzy, Tanja and Meg become hypothermic and require rescue after 
encountering 2m deep snowdrifts and extreme blizzard conditions attempting to 
reach Pinnacles Hut to go rock climbing. Chris and Torea, having reached the hut 
prior to the worst of the storm, also get a helicopter ride. Helicopter #3. Approx. 
helicopter time: 4 hours @ est. $5000/hour* - $20000.

July. Alexis falls while bouldering in Fontainebleau, France, severely spraining a 
previously broken ankle and requiring crutches for weeks.

July. Jaz falls over beside his tent and dislocates his shoulder in Chamonix, 
France. Helicopter #4. 0.5 hours @ est. $1500/hour - $750.

November. Max, Tiff and Peter require rescue after burning their bridges by 
abseiling onto a Fiordland glacier that led nowhere. Helicopter #5. 2 hours @ 
est. $1500/hour - $3000.

*Since it was the big Westpac Rescue Helicopter
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November. Lottie takes a whipper while leading a route at Mapoutahi, splitting 
her kneecap. Requires crutches.

Honourable mention: Cara-Lisa repeatedly and badly sprained her ankle at 
various stages of 2015, notably at TWALK, but tended to recommence normal 
activities after only a couple of days, because, “fuck it.”

Incredibly conservative minimum estimated cost to taxpayers: $88750
Really rough estimate of OUTC (600 members @ $300 tax a year) contribution 
to the govt. tax take (excl. of GST): $18000.

Climbing at Long Beach (Fachry Ramadyan)

Opposite page top: Mt Clarke (Luke Gardener)
Bottom: Hills and planes(Mark Mason)

Next page top: Snowcraft instructors - Jonas, James, Chris and Rowan 
Bottom: Sent (James Waetford)

Inside back cover: Abseiling past The Pencil (Jaz Morris)
Back cover: Cromps (Jaz Morris)
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Introducing…

CROMPS TM

They’re Crampons 
They’re Crocs

They’re… CROMPS

For the Discerning Mountaineer

! Eliminate the need for mountaineering 
boots, approach shoes and camp shoes

! Safety back strap for extreme conditions
! Boils down to a tasty soup in emergencies

! Crampon points now featuring real metal
! Stylish and comfortable
! Drainage holes

Another innovation from 
Crack Diamond (Ltd.)

www.crackdiamond.comLET’S GO CROMPING!
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