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In Memory of Jean-Jude Turnbull: OUTCer 

By Paul Dowden 

 

A lot of OUTCers would remember Jean-Jude Turnbull (aka J-J) as the guy 

who signed out their Rhodes vans to them, or those with a slightly longer 

memory might recall going on a trip or two with him back when he was 

more active in OUTC about 4 or 5 years back.  Sadly Jean Jude drowned in 

Italy this year while on his OE.  From all accounts he was a pretty active in 

Europe too, biking, climbing, tramping, rowing (you name it) just as he was 

here.  He was a really great guy and full of ideas and energy.  He will be 

missed. 
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Editorial 
  

Throughout the protracted period of time this magazine was slowly assembled in, something 

became increasingly apparent to me: 2000 was a really, really good year. Really. That might have 

already been blindingly obvious to some, but for me it was something of a revelation.   

 

At the time, when I was amongst it, it was easy to be distracted by the annoying or less satisfying 

things that were happening: friends leaving, e-mail slinging matches, apparent apathy and 

accusations of clique-iness in a club that had meant so much to me for so long. I became shorted-

sighted to the point where I thought 2000 as a whole was a complete waste of space. There was 

even a point where I was convinced that hanging around any longer wasn’t going to be worthwhile. 

 

I sort of realised at the time I was wrong, and by coming back and finishing this magazine I am now 

absolutely sure of it.  

 

First of all, assembling the articles in some semblance of chronological order reminded of all the 

things that had happened, showed me how all they all fitted together. Instead of being a blur, the 

different events became a clear interconnected and multi-layered sequence to me. I had the 

perspective to see what was important and what wasn’t: There were good times, good friends and 

everything worked out in the end.  

 

Secondly, although it is continually changing and 

there are occasional disagreements on how we go 

about the business of running the club, the 

OUTC is nothing if not an open organisation of 

people, brought together by fun, friendship and a 

love of the outdoors. How could that not be 

worthwhile?  

 

On the matter of cliques, it’s a valid concern, but 

I think almost everyone who’s been around a bit 

longer makes an effort to involve new members. 

We’re the OUTC, not the Freemasons: there are 

no secret handshakes. The ‘core’ of the club 

makes a huge effort to keep things ticking over, 

because they want to meet new people and they 

want them to come tramping and enjoy 

themselves with the club. However, it must be 

remembered that you get out what you put in. It 

is unrealistic to expect people to relentlessly 

pursue you and drag you off to the pub on first 

acquaintance. Everyone chooses his or her level 

of involvement.  

 

So, if an editorial is supposed to express an 

opinion, that was it: OUTC in 2000 rocked, and 

will continue to rock so long as we remember 

what it is we’re all about. 

 

I hope that made sense. Enjoy your Antics! 

Jake 

 

Danilo Hegg 

The editor aims to please 
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Presidents Report  

From Felicity Williams 

Well I have been avoiding writing this report for a few months now and I think that if I take any 

longer Jake may become homicidal. (Never Flis! Now where did I put that axe…-Ed) It is not an 

easy report to write, so much has happened this year and I’m trying to come up with profound and 

interesting way to sum it all up.  

 

I became President in May at the SGM when Roy resigned to take up residence in Balclutha. Whilst 

it was anticipated that Roy would be missed, so far I think I’ve seen him at least twice a week so 

haven’t had time to miss him. He also continues to work hard for the club, donating his financial 

expertise to help out the incoming treasurers, the club has benefited greatly from Roy’s 

contributions and I’m sure will continue to do so, so thanks Roy. Thanks to all the club members, 

committee and otherwise, that lent a hand this year to make the club the glorious organisation that it 

is. An extra special thank you and good-bye to those members that have been heavily involved in 

the club in the past but are now moving on in life. I hope that regardless of the reason for leaving 

(work commitments, relocation etc) that many happy, crazy memories of OUTC will remain with 

you. Good luck to the incoming committee although from the look of the new team I suspect luck 

will not be all that necessary (although we might want to be careful of a coup – Prince Tramping 

Club?).  

 

Seriously though, the issues facing the club and the committee next year are similar and yet 

different to ones we have seen in the past. As a voluntary organisation that encompasses a wide 

range of people with one common passion there will always be differences in ideas and opinions. 

However, this variety is to me at the core of what makes the club so interesting and exciting to be a 

part of. Anyone who has attended an OUTC committee meeting will attest to the sometimes-

frustrating chaos that ensues. Although sometimes painful these meetings shape how the club 

operates and I think the more discussion there is the better the club can represent its membership.  

Paul Dowden 

The many faces of the lovely Flis 
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The high foreign student membership of OUTC adds to the club in a very special way. Although 

sometimes it can be hard to have a fresh batch of overseas students every semester, they still 

manage to get into my life and make me sad when they have to leave so soon. I hope that many of 

these students go home with OUTC memories of their own and that some of them have so much fun 

that they decide to stay.  

 

As an outdoor loving group of people the club has a responsibility to the environment we want to 

use. Environment and access issues regarding New Zealand’s wilderness are increasingly relevant 

to the club. That a 13km gondola across a national park can even be considered calls for concern. 

As individuals we may feel we can have little impact on conservation decisions. Thus, we must 

fight as a club to preserve the areas we love so that they can be enjoyed as they are by generations 

to come. The club this year has been increasingly active in making submissions and writing letters 

regarding conservation issues and I hope that this voice continues to grow in the coming year. A 

working bee at Sinclair Wetlands proved both successful and fun from all accounts. Also, the 

attendance of a number of club members at the FMC Wildlands conference in October served both 

to increase awareness and understanding and even for one club member to share their observations. 

  

The year hasn’t all been easy. The death of club member, Toby Van der Mark, touched many in the 

club early in the year. Whilst I didn’t know Toby as well as I would have liked his big heart and 

dedication to living life to the full inspired me and he will be sadly missed by many in the club and 

in the wider outdoors community. 

 

So we come to the end of yet another year in the OUTC. I hope that everyone had fun and comes 

back for more next year. To those of you that can’t come back it’s no excuse for not heading out to 

the hills with an OUTC spirit.  

 

Katie: “Tee hee! I’ve got my hands down my pants!” 

Flis: “Giggle! No, you’ve got your hands down my pants!” 

 

 

Non Petpaisit 
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Patrons Report  

From Mountie-Man Tavis Rudd 

 

Ahoy, from my exile across the sea!  From my initiation by rain on the 1995 Fiordland trip to my 

graduation by beer in my last week in Dunedin this April, the OUTC and the crazy fools in it were a 

huge part of my life. When I stepped off the plane in Vancouver, I foolishly thought that was it. No 

more OUTC in my life, no more crazy fools with funny accents. I was wrong. 

 

A few weeks after I arrived home I hitched up to Squamish, Vancouver's local climbing Mecca.  

Two girls picked me up.  One of them asked 'Is that a pommy accent you've got there?'  When I 

answered 'part-kiwi' the second girl started laughing hysterically. It turned out the first was an ex-

pat kiwi. She knew heaps of old crusties from the club. I climbed with her a few times and she 

introduced me to more people with some old connection the club. 

 

Several months later I was in a cafe line-up, drooling over some muffins, when a voice over my 

shoulder with a yankee accent said 'Tavis?'.  It was Jon Sargent, who some of the crustier readers 

might remember from the club in 97.  He was just passing through town with an adventure 

education program from the States that he was guiding for.  That same weekend I met a guy who 

had climbed with ex-OUTC President Rob Orchiston. 

 

In October, Bex Berendt, another old OUTCer, 

was in Banff for a conference. I caught the bus 

up to the Rockies to go climbing with her for the 

week after the conference. The second day we 

hitched out to one of the local crags. Our ride 

reconized(*) Bex's funny accent and told us 

about his month-long climbing trip last year with 

2 kiwis: ex-OUTCers Al Ritchie and Trace!  On 

the last day of our trip I was standing in the 

youth hostel lobby with my pack.  A kiwi guy 

spotted my rope and came up in search of a 

climbing partner.  After blabbing for ten minutes 

I suddenly realized(*) that Frazer and I had met 

him in Mueller Hut 2 years ago. 

 

So be warned: no matter where you go, no matter 

how far you are from Clubs & Socs, Bean, 

Monica, or Bill (the bus-driver) some crazy fool 

with a funny accent and memories of the OUTC 

is just around the corner!  Get out in the hills and 

keep your memories of mischief, mayhem and 

smelly socks strong for the next time we meet. 

 

Tavis 

 

 

* I'm in Canada so I can use as many goddamn Zs 

as I want to.  NaNaNaNaaaa for the next time we 

meet.  

 

Paul Dowden 

Peeing in your wetsuit in the Southern 

Ocean: Acceptable. Peeing in your wetsuit 

in the Cook: Unacceptable 
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In Memory of Toby van der Mark (1977-2000) 
 

Toby was first involved in OUTC in 1996 when he impressed us all with his fitness and keenness 

for hardcore missions. He participated in a number of legendary feats in the outdoors (just read a 

few old Antics volumes!) and soon turned his talents and inspiration to mountaineering. In 1997 he 

won the OUTC "perseverance in the face of adversity" prize, for his numerous attempts to climb 

Aiguilles Rouges, finally reaching the summit of the "red needles" after attempts aborted by 

weather, snow conditions, and an incident between a rock and Howie’s head. Toby was respected as 

a first class mountaineer, with ascents of Mt Cook, Mt Aspiring, the East Face of Mt Sefton, and 

numerous others to his credit.  

 

As well as being safety conscious and always able to get himself home after trips to the mountains, 

Toby helped a number of other climbers out of adverse situations.  He was highly organised and 

owned the right equipment in every situation.  Toby involved himself with the club committee, and 

in 1998 was a club gear officer. As an instructor on numerous club snow craft courses, his skills and 

ability to teach people were invaluable.  

 

Toby’s fitness was legendary!  It would be unusual for him to have run less than 100 km in a week 

and if the mood stuck, he would cycle 100 km in 3 hours and walk uphill at 1200 m an hour ("three 

times the legal limit"). One of Toby’s trademarks was the inappropriate nickname "fatty" on his 

climbing helmet. He possessed a remarkable ability to produce a chupa-chup at a moments notice, 

and always carried an amazing array of lollies (kilojoules carefully calculated for a perfect energy 

balance!). One of Toby’s most special traits was his big grin.  His very mild manner, sharp sense of 

humour and eye for fun are missed by all of us. Toby, you are an inspiration and a true OUTC icon, 

we all love you and miss you!  

 

Sonia Mellish and Craig Pelvin 

 

 
     Sonia Mellish 

Toby at Mount Cook 
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To my dear old friend, 

  

It’s been a long time Toby, almost a year now since we last spoke, too long my friend… 

Ironically I’m back at Routeburn Falls Hut and it’s been absolutely pissing down with rain, just as it 

was the first day we met, I’m sure you remember well.  But unlike that day I’ve chosen to remain 

dry and have hung out at the hut all day…yeah I know what you’re thinking, ‘lazy shit’, but I’ll 

make up for it in the morning when I have a wander around the tops (maybe).  I’ve had a fair bit on 

my mind lately bro and there was a little left unsaid between us when you left, so here I will try my 

best… 

 

Thank you for the good-times, for the laughs and adventures, for the experiences that made life 

special.  In so many ways you taught me about living, and how to live; for this I can never thank 

you enough. You touched so many people in your short lifetime Toby; I still see the sparkle in their 

eyes when your name is mentioned, and still feel the magic when they talk of your ascents or bike 

rides.  My life, as was theirs, was made richer for having known you.  

 

I still run into Pig-o every now and then, you’ll be pleased to hear he still hasn’t changed, still 

totally crazy, and still rampaging through life like so many of your other friends, hurrying to live for 

the sake of living but at the same time trying to appreciate everything on the way.  Faith misses you, 

and I know in many ways she will always love you.  Recently four of us (Pig-o, Faith, myself, and 

Nimo) made a trip over Ball Pass and spoke of our adventures in the hills at length.  Faith’s seemed 

somehow incomplete without you being there to share them with her… 

 

 I think I’ll say goodbye to the Falls hut now, it’ll always mean something special to me, always be 

the place I met someone who I would later see as an inspiration, and someone whom I was always 

proud to call a friend.  I’ll miss you Toby van der Mark, as will so many others, I guess all that I can 

ask of you now, is that you please save me seat in that great kingdom in which you now reside for I 

can’t wait to catch up… 

 

I can say from the bottom of my heart that it has been an honour and a pleasure to have shared part 

of my life with you…rest assured you will not be forgotten by any that knew you, 

 

Take it easy,  

Mike

 

Post Script 

I knew Toby van der Mark for a total of 2 

years and 2 months.  I have never known 

another star to shine so brightly, and have 

never wept as much as I did at his funeral.  

He was a friend of heart and integrity; and 

like no other. 

In his brief 22 years he achieved more than 

most of us in a lifetime.  His life was cut short 

in a tragic accident that I still fail to 

understand.  If he were still here he would 

still be living as he had been, by doing what 

made him smile, 

 

I miss you Toby, as does everyone, 

Keep smiling, Your friend as always, 

Mike 

 

 

 

 
 

 Sonia Mellish 
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Aspiring: An Epic

By Stephen France and Hugh Webb 

The calm before the storm - Stephen 

 

It was early November 1999. Hugh and I had just finished a long and demanding examination 

period – Hugh was aiming for med school and I for law. I had gazed at Mt Aspiring from many 

different vantage points over the years and finally I was making serious attempt on it.  
 

It was mid afternoon before we left Dunedin for Wanaka and the Matukituki valley. It had been 

raining in Dunedin and was still wet in Wanaka. I noticed that there must have already been a 

reasonable amount of rain as Lake Wanaka had raised enough to cover the piles on the lakefront 

wharf. Little did we know of what was to come. Some of the fords in the Matukituki were just 

passable for a 2WD Honda and we set off from Raspberry Flat around 7:30pm for a wet walk in to 

the Aspiring Hut.  

 

The weather was forecasted to improve the next day, and it did as we gradually made our way up 

the valley, lugging very heavy packs, and it was dry and sunny by the time we stopped for lunch at 

the base of the waterfall on the route to Bevan Col. Dispatching the 50 degree slabs without too 

many hassles we climbed ever higher on tussock, rock slabs and finally to the snow arete which 

guards the entrance to Bevan Col and the Bonar glacier. 

 

 On negotiating this we were greeted by a stunning view of Aspiring rising steeply before us 

complete with a wind plume off the summit and we stopped for a break and to enjoy the view. 

Turning 180 degrees and gazing back across the Matukituki I could look at the summit of Mt 

Liverpool, where I had stood and glanced down at this exact spot almost a year before. The sun 

was relentlessly beating down on us now and we were starting to become somewhat shagged after 

a solid 10 hours of travel and so we moved off the Col, descending a couple of couloirs to the main 

glacier. Colin Todd hut beckoned at us tantalisingly close on the other side of the glacier but it was 

to take another dehydrated two hours of wending our way accross a crevassed lower Bonar to 

reach the Shipowner ridge, on which Colin Todd hut perches at around 1800 m. 

 

Sitting on the hut balcony 

later in the evening with a 

cup of Milo in my hand it 

was hard not to be awe-

struck by the magnificent 

vista surrounding us; 

certainly one of the best I 

have seen from a hut. The 

wind had died down now 

and the massive expanse of 

ice was silent, with only the 

distant sound of water in the 

Waipara valley far below us 

audible. Beyond the Waipara 

the mountains and valleys of 

the Olivine Wilderness, of 

which Colin Todd hut is on 

the boundary of, spread out 

before us. The Snowdrift 

Stephen France 

Stephen and Hugh: ready to go at French Ridge Hut 
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and Barrier ranges, the heavily glaciated Climax and Destiny peaks of the Olivines all looked so 

close. Turning further, the northern Olivines and the Thomson ranges with the distant haze of the 

Tasman sea behind them were visible. But what drew the most attention was Aspiring, bathed in a 

magnificent sunset, red and orange colors shimmering off the 3000 meter summit. 

 

We were exhausted after an arduous day and at 10 pm we decided that getting up in four hours 

time for an assault on the summit would be pushing things. We woke up anyway and did not feel 

any different. The next day dawned fine and sunny, and, having the hut to ourselves, we toproped 

a couple of crack routes immediately adjacent to the hut and basked in the sunshine, enjoying the 

views. This was to be the last sunshine either of us would see in nearly a week. 

 

At 2 am the next morning we awoke to cloudy but still night sky and with another couple of 

groups we had a quick brew and left the hut for Aspiring’s Northwest ridge. We cruised up the 

flank of the Bonar towards the ramp, the technical crux of the Northwest ridge route. As the slope 

became steeper at the base of the ramp, we encountered one of the other parties who had left 

before us, dim torchlight signalling their approach through the now increasing gloom. The snow 

conditions were at best inconsistent with soft reasonably fresh knee deep powder interspersed with 

runnels of nearly blue ice. Further up the ramp conditions worsened and like the guided party just 

above us, we decided that a return to Colin Todd was the best option. 

 

Back at the hut we radioed DOC Wanaka for a weather update. It was not good news with a 

Southwest front moving in towards an approaching Northwest airflow. This was forecasted to hit 

the Aspiring region tomorrow afternoon or in about 30 hours time. As this sounded as it was not 

going to go away in a hurry and noticing an increasing amount of cloud in the sky, we decided to 

head over to French Ridge hut that afternoon and out to the car the next morning.  So after a 

conversation and some lunch with a friendly group from Wellington we threw our gear in our 

packs and descended off the Shipowner ridge on to the Bonar. 

 

The cloud had started to increase and soon we were in a white out. But there was no wind or 

precipitation and we had a compass bearing which would get us past the base of Mt French, 

around two hours walk away up the Bonar depending on conditions.  

 

The Bonar glacier is 8.5 km long from the upper slopes of Mt Avalanche and Popes Nose at 

around 2600 m and descends in three distinct shelves to around 1600m where it plunges into the 

Waipara above Bonar Lake. It is relatively free of moraine compared to the likes of the Tasman 

and offers a number of entry and exit routes off it. Our route from Colin Todd hut to French Ridge 

is the standard one and involves descending from the hut to the lowest shelf and moving up the 

glacier to the upper shelf below Mt French at about 2200 m, then ascending to an easy ridge area 

known as the quarterdeck at just under 2300 m before beginning the long decent down French 

ridge to the hut at 1465 m. It normally takes about 4 to 5 hours by an average party in reasonable 

conditions. 

 

However by the time we made our way on to the middle shelf the wind was starting to increase 

and we decided to have a quick break. At this point we were not unduly alarmed. We were 

following footprints made by a previous party coming from French Ridge and we had our compass 

bearing. It was after this break where things started to deteriorate rapidly. 
 

A small epic begins - Stephen 

 

The wind by this stage had started to increase dramatically to over 100 km/h. It was coming from 

the Southwest, up the Bonar and therefore at our backs as we moved up on to the upper shelf. The 

footprints that we had been following from Colin Todd suddenly started to get fainter and difficult 
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to see in the now swirling snow and spindrift. Visibility quickly dropped to zero and the rope in 

front of me disappeared off into the gloom where Hugh was leading. 

 

It became progressively harder to maintain a straight course. Any tracks we were following had 

completely gone, buried under about 5-10cm of snow that had quickly accumulated. We knew we 

were probably around the vicinity of Mt French but exactly where we were and more importantly 

where we were heading in relation to where we were supposed to be going was starting to become 

very difficult to discern. We were acutely aware that there was only one safe route in these 

conditions down French ridge and that that route had a corniced vertical 600m drop off one side. 

 

The wind velocity increased and it became harder to walk upright, let alone maintain a straight 

course. We huddled close and had a shouted conversation over the wind. A return to Colin Todd 

would mean turning into the wind, which was now gusting to around 150km/h. To keep going on 

to French ridge was going to be very dicey. Neither of us had been up here before and getting off 

the Bonar at the correct spot at the top of French ridge was suddenly going to involve a lot of luck. 

Continued correct navigation in these conditions was going to become a sustained difficulty. We 

were also starting to cool down gradually in the chilling gale. 

 

With this in mind we decided to seek immediate shelter. We stood on flat ground on the upper 

Bonar. Any sort of shelter would have to come from digging down and in. We did not have a 

shovel and so packs were ditched, with snow piled around them to stop movement in the wind. 

There was about 10cm by this time of fresh, easily moved snow. We piled this up into a quick, 

crude windbreak about 70cm high. The snow under this was old, hardpacked, and icy. This needed 

to hacked at first with an ice axe and we took turns doing this while the other removed the 

loosened particles with their helmet, billy, or gloved hands. 

 

Gradually we unearthed enough snow and ice to form a trough about 1 metre below the surface of 

the glacier. Coupled with the windbreak, which by now extended right around the hole, we had the 

beginnings of a survivable shelter. Using an OUTC flysheet as a forming device, we constructed 

an igloo type roof over the hole opening, leaving a small sloping entrance at the leeward end. The 

top of the dome extended about 1 metre above the surface of the glacier. Our packs retrieved, we 

jumped in, out of the conditions, and into our sleeping bags. 

 

The rest of that afternoon and evening passed slowly. We had a brew and some food and waited. 

The storm outside increased in intensity and a thunderstorm started. The whole cave would be 

illuminated by a flash of 

lightning, followed almost 

instantaneously by a massive 

rumble of thunder that you 

could feel and would shake 

small bits of snow off the 

sides and roof of our cave. 

This would repeat every 

three to four minutes and it 

was very worrying and scary 

watching snow particles 

being shaken loose, and not 

being able to do anything to 

prevent it, apart from 

attempting to patch things up 

again. We had no idea how 

long this would go on for 

and it did not let up during 

that night. 

Stephen France 

In the snow cave 
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Hugh 
 

We woke about 3 on Monday Morning to snow streaming down our vent hole and drowning the 

ends of our bivvy bags with fresh white granulated powder. By this stage my sleeping bag was 

definitely pretty moist and I could feel the down beginning to clump around the bottom and feel 

pretty thin where my knees stuck up. In my exhausted state I ignored the snow bath and shivered 

quietly until light came. After a couple of Granita biscuits we slogged into our Goretex gear and 

began a long and losing battle against the steady stream of snow. Steve would pass a helmet full of 

snow up to me while I tried, usually unsuccessfully to bail it out. It seemed like one step forward 

and three back, as massive gusts blasted snow through every available crack. After a long morning 

of rebuilding the interior walls slowly inwards, with the fly to keep the general shape, we were 

confident that we had won, we wrestled with a wet stove to try and get a brew going and grabbed a 

couple more biscuits. I remember turning to Steve and saying, 
 

“Oh it’s sweet, it can’t get any worse.” 

“Yeah”, he replied. “We’ll be right.” 
 

RIIIPPPP! The distinctive sound of nylon ripping preceded a deluge of snow engulfing our cave. 

The massive wet snowfall was far too heavy to consolidate properly and we found ourselves 

swimming in powder and exposed to the brutal winds again. We again leapt into action frantically 

bailing snow out at about half the rate it was falling. Steve then started digging downwards and 

inwards with his axe into the harder glacial snow while I shovelled it up with my helmet and 

dumped it. We both worked like crazy, swapping jobs occasionally, until we had carved out a 

small cave about 2 metres long, 1 metre wide and about 75cm high.  
 

We gathered together whatever gear we could salvage and I got into my sleeping bag feeling 

exhausted and bitterly cold but thankful to be out of the wind. I was feeling intensely cold at this 

stage and could vaguely notice that my thoughts were slowing down and I was struggling to do 

little tasks like stringing a sentence together, or pulling my sleeping bag draw cord. Both of us 

were pretty worried. I could feel my self really gasping for breaths as Steve turned to me and said 

quite calmly “ I don’t really think that this is good enough. We’re going to die here. I think that we 

should get up and push on.” 
 

Our Predicament - Stephen 
 

Midway through our frantic efforts to excavate our buried cave, I glanced up and noticed that the 

cloud had lifted slightly, giving me a partial view of the upper Bonar and I realised immediately 

that we were at the base of Mt French, right on our original route. The clouds then returned and I 

quickly tried to memorise the surrounding terrain from my five-second snapshot. After we jammed 

ourselves into the new hole I quickly realised that we were in a fairly serious predicament. Before 

we were relatively comfortable and would just need to wait the storm out with our ample supplies 

of food, fuel and gear. Now the situation was one of more immediate survival.  

 

These were the situational factors that were apparent to me at the time. 

 

1. Hugh was extremely cold and saturated, with symptoms of hypothermia including limited 

awareness, vomiting, lack of shivering, and blueness around his lips.  

 

2. All his gear, and mine was saturated including our down sleeping bags which had been 

buried under two meters of fresh wet snow which was far in excess of what our bivvy bags 

were designed for. 
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3. I was still relatively warm, but was not in a position to attempt a reheat procedure for Hugh 

without seriously endangering me to hypothermia. 

 

4. It was Monday afternoon. We were not due out until Friday meaning any search would 

probably not occur until the weekend – at least 5 days away. We had no means of alerting 

others to our predicament from our present location. 

 

5. The cave was not really adequate for the two of us. To ensure structural stability we had to 

dig into the hard glacial snow with two meters of fresh wet and very loose snow above us. 

The lack of a shovel was a critical difficulty. Hugh’s condition had deteriorated to the 

extent that he was not able to assist in excavation anymore. Snow was still falling at a 

steady rate meaning ventilation to our position could become untenable.  

 

6. We had lost a lot of gear in our cave collapse, especially food and water bottles. We had no 

water left. 

 

7. Our cooker was not working, and our means of ignition were wet. This meant no warm 

liquid or food, and critically, no means of melting water. 

 

8. I had a fairly good idea of our location and the route to French Ridge hut. The hut was 

equipped with a radio system. I was confident of my ability to sustain that route. 

 

9. I was relatively warm with primarily fleece based clothing that would give me partial 

insulation even though it was saturated. However I could feel myself cooling down once I 

had stopped moving and I had no further usable insulation available. I could feel the cold 

seeping up from the ice below through my mat and other gear piled underneath me, 

especially into my head. I was concerned that I would become hypothermic. 

 

10. We were at around 2200m in weather conditions that were very poor, with little visibility, 

extreme winds, heavy snow, and a severe electrical storm. These conditions showed no 

signs of abatement. 

     Stephen France 

The ominous Mount Aspiring 

 

The situation did not appear to me to be particularly promising. I decided that I would leave the 

cave and attempt to get down to French ridge Hut. I did not really want to leave my climbing 
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partner alone in a cave to possibly die. However I did not want to perish in the cave either, 

something that appeared quite possible and likely. I thought that I could accomplish more to save 

Hugh’s life by raising the alarm than by staying in the cave and possibly becoming hypothermic 

myself. Hugh did not want to move and I respected his decision. I packed up, leaving as much as I 

could for Hugh and said goodbye. 

 

Hugh 

 

We discussed the various options available and the pros and cons of each. While I initially too was 

keen to leave, I sensed a voice deep down inside me which said, “ No, you’re too cold and too 

tired. Sit out the storm and you’ll be OK. I completely supported Steve’s gut feeling to have a 

crack at making it down to French Ridge. Indeed I admired his courage and strength to tackle what 

was to become an epic trip down to the hut. In hindsight we both made exactly the right decision 

for ourselves. 

 

We tried to melt a little snow to make some water. We managed to get a couple of mouthfuls but 

bumped my already sluggish stove and the matches making it wet and unusable. Meanwhile I 

started to vomit which seemed to confirm my earlier decision. Steve packed up a few essentials, 

we said our goodbyes and then we were alone with our thoughts. 

 

Travel to French Ridge and Beyond - Stephen 

 

I wriggled my way up the 2 meters or so of snow that now lay between our cave and the surface. 

This was no time for looking back. As I clambered out on to the surface the force of the wind 

immediately knocked me down, flat on to my face. I yelled bye to Hugh but this was lost in the 

wind. The storm had increased in severity and the wind was easily the strongest I had ever 

experienced. I stumbled away from the cave, bent over my ice axe in each hand for stability for 

about ten meters. I stopped and realised this was the point of no return – there was no possibility I 

would find the cave again in these circumstances. Travel beyond here meant that I would be totally 

on my own. I got up and kept moving, keeping the wind at my back for a small amount of 

navigation in the white out conditions.  

 

I moved through soft snow about thigh deep up the glacier, away from the cave. The wind gusts 

would often push my upper body that was not supported by snow, flat against it, so I would 

assume a strange right angle position slowly moving forward. The snow continued to fall, driving 

with force into my pack and helmet.  After 40 minutes of this the slight uphill gradient I had been 

following started to slope downwards and I caught a brief glimpse of the immediate terrain around 

me. What I saw did not inspire confidence. The glacier sloped off to what looked to be an icefall, 

with a sharp, unfamiliar, rocky peak rising directly behind it. To my right appeared an 

indeterminate, but easy looking snow slope ascending into the gloom. 

 

I was fairly sure that the icefall was the area known as the flight deck, descending into Gloomy 

Gorge, which would mean that French Ridge would be to my right, up the snow slope. I was not 

absolutely certain, having not been in the area before and with limited visibility, but I would have 

to go with my instinct. I realised that in these storm conditions, with wet gear, I could not afford 

the luxury of not moving. With this in mind I struggled up the snowslope, now keeping the wind at 

my right side. 

 

As I ascended the slope the wind began to gust even stronger, until I was reduced to an ice axe and 

crampon assisted crawl. After a while I could ascertain a ridgeline not far above me. This was 

where conditions became rather difficult. As a result of the wind the fresh snow cover petered out 
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and I was moving across hard packed snow. The wind speed became absolutely phenomenal and I 

had to lie completely down and shuffle along, one ice axe placement at a time. It is difficult to 

accurately describe the conditions here. The wind was so strong it occupied all my senses and was 

a continuous high-pitched scream not unlike that of a jet engine.  It became difficult to breathe 

properly and being side on to the wind, even in a prone position meant that my pack kept being 

caught as a sail, so much so that I considered jettisoning it, as I was worried about the 600 meter 

drop only meters from my left which I was in constant danger of being blown towards. Instead of 

doing this I turned and faced into the wind, which then meant moving sideways up the slope. 

Particles of ice and snow pummelled into me and left bruises on my arms as I slowly inched my 

way to the ridge. 

 

It was here that the lightning struck. For the last 24 hours thunder and lighting had been raging and 

only relatively scant attention had been paid to it. In one instant this changed as a bolt came down 

very close to my position, giving me an electric shock and standing all my hair on end. I became 

acutely aware that I was on a high ridgeline, with an extensive amount of metal, in a raging 

thunderstorm. However there was literally nothing I could do and I prayed that the end would be 

quick if I were struck. My thoughts returned to my position as I glanced over the ridge to try to see 

the terrain ahead and especially any cornices. There did not appear to be so and I rolled over the 

top and down several meters onto soft, windblown snow. 

 

While the wind speed was immediately not as extreme as on the ridge it was still very strong and 

whipped up large quantities of spindrift that reduced my already very poor visibility to zero. I 

continued moving downwards when suddenly the snow collapsed underneath me and I plunged 

about 3 meters into a crevasse. After catching my breath I assessed my surroundings. It was great 

to be out of the wind for a minute. The crevasse narrowed beneath me, preventing me from falling 

any further. I chimneyed up to just below the surface with the aid of my axes. Unfortunately there 

was at least a meter of fresh soft snow with the hole that I fell through above me. After a ten-

minute grovel I emerged back onto the surface. 

 

From here I was extremely careful, as I could not afford a repeat of the last difficulty. I kept a line 

as close as I could to Gloomy Gorge as this would probably keep me out of the major crevasse 

areas. However this also meant that I was perilously close to the cliff into Gloomy Gorge with zero 

visibility. I continued losing altitude and eventually I came across a large cairn below the 

permanent snowline, which raised my spirits. The wind was still very strong and I was still 

reduced to a crouch at times but travel became easier along the increasingly flat ridgeline. After 

about an hour I came to an outcropping and there was the hut just below. 

 

Opening the door of the Hut was a great sensation. Finally I was out of the wind. There were two 

British trampers in residence and I asked them if they could make me a hot drink while I used the 

radio. I hoped someone would be on the air as it was 6 pm, outside of DOC hours. After about 15 

minutes of trying we raised a DOC employee in his Utility who got the ball rolling. The Hut 

warden’s section was unlocked and I sampled the huge supply of food in the pantry. One of the 

trampers lent me their sleeping bag, which I was very grateful for, having no dry gear save for my 

boots. 

 

The storm increased in severity that night and the new hut shook until a cup of Milo crashed off 

the table beside my bunk. I wondered whether Hugh was still alive. At the next radio sked at 7am I 

was told that SAR would try to get some people at least to French Ridge by helicopter as the wind 

had dropped slightly. The conditions were still not good enough to get to the Hut and they were 

dropped off further down the ridge, walking the rest of the way to us. However they too were to 

spend the next 48 hours in the hut waiting for the storm to abate. Hope started to fade for Hugh, 

especially by Wednesday. At every radio sked we would be asked if the weather was any better. 

The SAR guys, Pete and Bryan, would reply no, the wind is still gusting between 150 to 180km/h. 
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I could only imagine what the windspeed had been like up on the ridge as here it was still possible 

to walk with difficulty. 

 

Finally on Thursday morning the storm started to clear and an RNZAF Iroquois rumbled its way 

above us to the cave site. It was a surprise and relief to hear that Hugh was alive and in reasonable 

condition and was being flown to Wanaka. After a long wait the chopper returned for us and we 

got a glimpse of the devastation wreaked by over 350mm of rain over the last 5 days. All the 

streams in the Matukituki were raging torrents and the Matukituki itself had expanded to cover 

much of the valley floor, including the car park at Raspberry flat. Fortunately I’d parked up near 

the fence. Closer to Wanaka we had an awesome view of the huge rise in lake level, right up over 

the road at Glendhu bay, and penetrating deep into Wanaka itself. The pilots angled towards an 

open area behind the DOC center in Wanaka. I recognised one of my parents cars parked there 

below, as the helicopter descended into a media frenzy. 

 

Hugh 

 

Initially I was too tired and nauseous to do anything after Steve left. I lay there and looked at the 

narrow little box that was to become home for the next 3 nights. I caught myself trying to drift off 

to sleep and I found that same inner voice yelling at me “ Don’t go to sleep, you must get 

warmer.” I stuffed another biscuit into my mouth and forced myself to start shivering which had 

not been spontaneous for the past few hours. For the next three hours I thrashed and danced my 

body around inside my sodden sleeping bag and started singing out loud. One way or another it 

must have worked because I noticed my thoughts becoming a little clearer and feeling a little 

warmer. It was one hell of a long night though and I was starting to get desperately thirsty. I 

scraped a little snow into my water bottle and put it inside my jacket to melt and sip later on. As 

the darkness smothered me I looked up at the opening which had sealed over with snow and easily 

punctured a few holes with my ice axe to ventilate the 

cave. The snow packed over the opening seemed very 

precarious. I knew that it was not worth worrying 

about because there was nothing I could do to stop it 

collapsing and if it did it was all over. 

 

Shivering through that first night was pretty lonely. 

The storm raged outside and I knew that Steve was 

probably either dead or at French Ridge Hut. I 

thought about my family and whether I would ever 

see them again. What a relief when the dull light of 

Tuesday started entering the cave. I beamed with a 

new hope that if I could survive one night I could 

survive several. I continued with my ritual of singing 

and shivering throughout the day and trying to keep 

my spirits up. I was still intensely thirsty. I noticed 

when I took my cooking bowl out of my sleeping bag 

after pissing in it that my urine was an ominous shade 

of brown. I could only get the odd mouthful of water 

from the melt in my bottle and it had been nearly 48 

hours since I had had any real fluid. At about 6pm I 

heard a dripping noise and I was able to fill my drink 

bottle and scull it down.  

 

The fact that there was water condensing raised 

another concern, I needed some ventilation. I 

squeezed out of my bag and tried to poke a hole in 

Stephen France 

Wanaka during the floods, Nov’99 
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the snow above my head. I had not realised how much snow had fallen and began excavating a 

lengthy tunnel to reach the surface. After a good half hour of awkward scraping using my Leki 

Poles and Ice axe broke through and the snow started blasting down into the cave as fiercely as 

ever. I could feel the cold air rushing in but within 15 minutes the hole had sealed over again. 

Being an Australian I had never experienced a snowstorm like this. Little did I know that 

Queenstown was by now partially submerged in the worst flood for over a century. Confident that 

the fresh air had been replenished I settled down for another night of dancing in my sleeping bag 

to hackneyed tunes and the occasional strobe flash of lightening. 

 

The following day came and I was still confident that I would be okay. I was unable to sit up or 

move around at all and this forced me into the unpleasant business of being forced to crap straight 

into my sleeping bag left me with a warm bum but a distinctly pungent odour that could not 

escape, nor I from it. Late on Wednesday evening I noticed that the snow no longer streamed in. 

Was this a break in the weather? I decided to try and tunnel out the next morning and make a break 

for it. I woke up at 6am on Thursday morning and started the awesome task of getting a hole 

narrow enough to just squeeze myself out without completely back filling the cave and burying 

myself. It took a good two hours of scraping and grunting to tunnel up four vertical metres – this 

being the amount of snow that had fallen in the last few days.  

 

What an amazing feeling to pop out into the middle of a pristine, unblemished glacier like it was 

that day. The sun was shining onto Pope’s Nose and the Coxcomb Ridge. Wow. I looked over 

toward the Flight Deck and the icefall into Gloomy Gorge where Steve would have walked 

towards and my heart sank. I knew he was incredibly strong and a superb navigator but I feared the 

worst. I turned and stumbled down the glacier trying to think if I knew anyone in Wanaka who 

would put me up for the night. I walked past the cave and continued on in the direction of Colin 

Todd Hut. In the distance, I heard the whirr of a chopper. I wondered what it was doing over this 

end of the glacier, which is a no fly zone. I waved my hand frantically and the chopper slowed as it 

passed over me but then kept going up the glacier, in the direction of the Quarterdeck. My heart 

sank and I kept walking. 

 

About twenty minutes later the helicopter came back and I waved like crazy. It landed and I 

hopped on board the empty Iroquois and the confused looking co-pilot yelled 

 

“Are you SAR?” 

“No,” I replied, feeling even more confused that he was. 

“Who are you with?” 

“The Webb-France Party,” I yelled back under the noise of the chopper. 
 

He looked even more confused. We took off back up the glacier. I looked down to where I had dug 

my self out and saw about ten people in brightly covered suits shovelling frantically. If things had 

been confusing before they were downright surreal now. 

 

“What are they doing? I thought to myself. Maybe I’ve died and this is my ghost looking at my 

body being recovered. The chopper landed and the co-pilot jumped out and went up to Geoff 

Wayatt, and as I later found out, said 
 

 “We’ve found a French bloke wandering down the glacier.” (Obviously confusing Steve’s name 

with my nationality) 

 

“No we’re looking for an Aussie,’ replied Geoff 

 

Geoff walked up to me and asked me who I was. 

 

“Hugh Webb” I replied 
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“Oh you’re Hugh Webb” 

 

We all jumped aboard and flew off into the Matukituki. My first question was about Steve 

 

“Yeah, your mate’s fine, “ he replied casually. 
 

 I still couldn’t work out quite what had happened. After a gusty, hair raising chopper trip down to 

Wanaka, I got a quick medical, and a long hot shower. I then saw Steve and heard of his truly epic 

tale of survival and extraordinary navigation which got him down to French Ridge hut to raise the 

alarm. We shared a fantastic evening together in Wanaka with our families, eating and relaxing. I 

can only give heartfelt thanks to Steve, my family and SAR. I also want to thank the whole 

tramping club, who were a fantastic support especially after my tragic car accident the next day. 
 

Some Conclusions - Stephen. 
 

Our choice to part company in the snow cave situation was controversial. It is not an orthodox or 

generally recommended procedure. However we chose a course of action that seemed best to us at 

the time and got us both off the mountain alive and unscathed. This to us is what matters the most. 

We both stand by the decisions we made at the time. I am now more familiar with the area, having 

been up there a half dozen times now and this could possibly influence my decisions if I were 

involved in a similar difficulty. I would invite readers to look at the situational factors described 

and think about what they might do in the given situation. 

 

The area we were in is not difficult in fine weather. Indeed for many people French Ridge and the 

Quarterdeck is their first alpine experience. However it is the weather that changes everything. We 

were caught in a “100 year storm” but there seems to have been a number of 100-year storms just 

in the last decade. We did not have a snow shovel. With four meters of snow falling in just over 4 

days this omission was critical. I would recommend taking one. Many thanks to SAR and 

especially to the English trampers who lent me some of their gear at French Ridge. 

 
Stephen France 

Exit from Aspiring: SAR do their job 
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A Journey From the Cascade to the Hollyford 

by Danilo Hegg 

 

Party members: Elisabeth Norenkemper, Hannes Schröter, Heike Ohlrogge, Uta Machalke, Danilo 

Hegg. 

 

If you would like to read about crazy adventures or a hardcore tramp across rugged mountains, 

vertical bluffs and storms with hurricane winds, well, you started reading the wrong story. Because 

this trip was nothing more than a stroll, a journey in one of the most beautiful areas of New 

Zealand, where we could watch wildlife and meet friendly people, enjoying the sunshine and some 

fantastic beaches. 

 

I don't know how I ended up going on a trip with four Germans, maybe this is the price you pay for 

having a German girl friend… I had never met Heike and Uta before, and I was a wee bit worried, 

having heard from Liz that they use to sleep in a bear fur instead of a sleeping-bag, and that they 

carry leather packs and leather tents. When they turned up at my flat the night before departure, I 

was happy to see that Uta was very well equipped, while Heike was indeed carrying a sheep fur 

instead of a bed-roll, and a ridiculously small leather pack. I tried to let her understand that you 

can't fit food for nine days and warm clothing in a matchbox, but Germans are well known for being 

hardheaded. The food alone didn't fit in her monkey (that's how she calls her pack), everything else 

was hanging outside, and she refused to carry any common gear. This is how Liz ended up carrying 

a much heavier pack than she would have deserved to, while Hannes and I had monster packs with 

tents. I just wasn't brave enough to tell Heike she couldn't come because she didn't have the proper 

gear, and every day on the trip I was just praying for good weather, as her pack was not waterproof. 

In the past, she already got pneumonia once for being ill equipped. But this is one of the basic rules 

in life: never learn from mistakes, and if you make a mistake once, do it again! We were lucky, we 

were indeed blessed with eight days of sunshine in a row, in an area with an average annual rainfall 

of six meters. But one thing I've learnt: never go on a trip with people you don't know without first 

making sure they are experienced enough and they have the proper gear! 

 

Our intended route went from the Martyr's Homestead, South of Haast, to the Hollyford Road end, 

near Milford Sound. The two places are not really close to each other, and organizing the transport 

was a real mission, particularly because we were under time pressure: Hannes and I were working 

until December 23rd, and Hannes had the plane to Germany on January 3rd.  

Two days before Christmas, we left Dunedin at half past three in the afternoon, Liz driving my 

Honda, while I was driving a rental car. In Lumsden we dropped Hannes and Uta, wishing them 

good luck: they had to hitch to Queenstown, were we would hopefully meet them later. We still 

continued to the Hollyford Road end, were we dropped my car; we eventually drove into 

Queenstown at around 2 am, over ten hours after leaving Dunedin. Here we started to worry: we 

found the agreed meeting point all right, but we couldn't locate Hannes and Uta. Did they make it? 

We spent the rest of the night in the car: it wouldn't be long anyway. At six thirty we were at the bus 

station, where we were happy to meet our two companions: they had enjoyed a few beers in a pub 

until it shut down, then they just crawled into their sleeping-bags in front of the door of the pub, like 

two real clochards. 

We finally got some sleep on the Atomic shuttle from Queenstown to Haast, then we took another 

shuttle to the Martyr's Homestead, the starting point of our trip. 

 

It had been pouring down all night and still in the morning, but now the sun was shining; the start of 

our trip couldn't have been any better.  

I wasn't of the same opinion any more when we reached the Cascade River, less than one hour later. 

The river was running milky and high, and it was one hundred meters wide. We couldn't see how 
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deep it was, but the current was pretty fast in most places. Where it was slow, I found myself in the 

freezing water up to the bellybutton, only one meter from the shore. When I had thought about 

carrying an aquanaut, I was damn right, but why the hell did I leave it at home? A big green 

helicopter flew over our heads, and I wished we would get a ride. Four days later we met the miner 

who was flown in it, and he told us how he saw us trying to cross the river, that he thought we 

would have troubles because the water was so milky, and that if the pilot would have still seen us 

there on his way back, he would have given us a lift. But this didn't happen, because after three 

hours of searching I found a place where we could ford the river in only waist-deep water. I still had 

to go back because the current was too strong; when I tried again with Hannes, it was a struggle, but 

we did it. And we did it a second time with the three girls – five people together, that was sooo 

much easier! But geez, it was cold! 

This was the only serious obstacle on our trip, and from here on it was indeed just a stroll. 

 

We continued on our way to Barn Bay on a 4WD track in the rain forest. This area is delimited by 

two big rivers without bridges: the Cascade River we just crossed and the Hope River a few hours 

further. Access is not easy for small pests like ferrets and possums; this is probably the reason why 

we could see so many kaka. 

But if you think the wilderness in this area is intact, you are wrong. At one place we lost the track, 

following a 4WD track instead. When we realized our mistake, we didn't feel like going back; it 

seemed much easier to follow a bulldozed trail through the forest, leading in the direction where we 

thought our track would be. We found ourselves walking on a web of bulldozed trails; it was 

horrible to see, but the forest had been basically destroyed for logging. Is this what people call 

"sustainable logging"? Only a few trees are cut, but the whole forest ground is bulldozed to get 

there with the machinery and to carry the timber away! 

It was getting late, and we didn't manage locating the track yet. The bulldozed trails seemed to lead 

to nowhere. I dropped my pack and walked further through the thick bush, and indeed I could find 

the track, not even two minutes far away. So, this is how it is: if you stick to the track, you see all 

around a beautiful forest and you think you are walking in a wild, unspoiled nature. But just two 

minutes from the track, there is not much left of the virgin forest. 

 

 

 
  Danilo Hegg   
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Dee Creek at least provided an excellent camping ground: wide dry clearings with short grass, and 

heaps of water. It rained a little while we were cooking, but this helped to keep the sandflies away. 

For the last time… 

 

The next morning we were awakened by bright sunshine. It was Christmas Day - who cares? We 

were happy to be away from it all on Consumerism's Day, and no presents were exchanged. We 

were all in a very good mood, and in a couple of hours we reached the Hope River. We had to cross 

it three times, but it was a very easy crossing. At Barn Bay we had lunch, and we had to wait over 

two hours for the tide to recede, because a short wade still separated us from the beach. During 

these two hours, the Germans discovered something new: the sandflies. Ah, this was going to be a 

painful experience! 

 

The beach South of Barn Bay is not made out of sand, but pebbles and boulders instead. We started 

boulder hopping, and this would not be the only time we had to do it. It made the walking more 

interesting for somebody, more tiring for somebody else. Heike needed frequent rests; her pack with 

leather-straps and no waist belt was not comfortable, despite being less than half the weight of the 

other packs.  

 

The boulder hopping got to an end when we had to climb over the Sandrock Bluff. No boulders 

over there, but only an overgrown track through epilady grass and bush with thorns. Further South 

it was an awesome sandy beach, where it was a real pleasure to walk barefoot in the beautiful light 

of the evening. We crossed the Spoon River at sunset, and put our camp next to it.  

More sandflies. Damn they are annoying!  

While we were cooking, three deer came to steal water from our river. Deer? Deer!!! Everybody 

had the same thought: they would look really good in our plates, instead of our crappy tramping 

food. But that was just a dream. 

The weather was so good, we just slept under a tent-fly; the next day we had to get up early, 

anyway. 

 

It was an early start indeed on our third day, around 6 am, but we knew it, we had to get to the 

Gorge River at low tide. It was a cold morning with a southerly wind, but the sky was so clear, and 

the light was so beautiful, walking on those sandy beaches was just wonderful. We reached the 

mouth of the Gorge River, we didn't even notice we had been walking. And what timing! Just five 

minutes after low tide, and the ford was waist-deep. At mid to high tide, it would have been a swim 

(there is actually a better ford 300 m inland, which is possible also at mid tide). 

 

Next to the river there is the house of Bean Sprout, who lives there with his wife, from New York 

(what a change!) and with their two children. It's a really remote place, two full days walking time 

from the road end; the children never meet any other children with whom they can play, and they 

don't go to school. Their parents act as teachers instead. It's not obvious to me how they can live 

there. They can fly in and out, OK, but where do they get the money? Social welfare, a miner told 

us the next day. They hardly meet any people, and you could think that they don't like talking to 

other humans. But this is not true; they are really friendly, and they love meeting other people.  

Liz got a free ride on the children's helicopter. It's made out of timber, and it's quite nice. 

 

More boulder hopping down to Longridge Point, then it was another beautiful, never-ending sand 

beach to the Hacket River, were we camped. Another wonderful spot, but sandflies here were worse 

than ever. Heike had an allergic reaction, and she hadn't learnt to protect herself yet. Her wrists and 

her legs were swollen and were itching so badly, she had a second night in a row without sleep. The 

next day she was really suffering, and we were wondering whether she would make it to the end of 

the trip. Luckily things got better in the following days. 

 

The next morning it was more boulder hopping to the Awarua Point, and also most of the way to 

Big Bay. Not far from Awarua Point we met a greenstone miner. Another very friendly person; he 
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has a hut next to the Crayfish Rock, with electricity and hot water, and he told us when we went 

past there we could just go in and make ourselves a tea or a coffee. Talking with him was 

interesting; we stopped there a couple of hours, and we learnt a lot. He showed us some greenstone 

boulders – they are red from the outside, because they are oxidized. We probably hopped on many 

of them, without knowing they were worth thousands of dollars! He also explained us how he got 

his mining licence, which is the last one hold by a European. When it expires, late this year, all the 

rights on jade mining will go back to the Maori. He has to hurry up, and make the most out of it 

before then! His intention is to fly out over 200 tons of jade in the next few months. One of his 

partners tried to steal from him in the past, and took a few tons of greenstone without telling him 

anything. But his camp in the bush near the coast was discovered, and the thing ended up with the 

police flying in and seizing all their gear. Yeah, this is something we would have liked to see: a 

massive police operation in Big Bay, four days walking time from the next civilized spot! 

 

 
         Danilo Hegg 

Liz Norenkemper, you are cleared for take off! 

 

Getting closer to Big Bay, a few beaches without any sand, pebbles, boulders or rocks, but made 

entirely out of white shells. Impressive. I tried to dig a hole, about half a meter deep, and still I 

couldn't see anything else but shells. 

There is a honorary ranger living in Big Bay, Graham, with his wife Anne. Very nice people, too. 

They've been living there since 1968. That's a long time!  

Hannes and I got there at high tide; we were lucky enough to get a boat ride over the Awarua River. 

The DOC hut was full - a big family had flown in earlier in the day and was going to spend there its 

holiday. We camped next to the beach, leaving the only spare place in the hut to Heike, hoping she 

would finally get some sleep.  

The beach in Big Bay, how can I describe it? There are no words, it's the second time I've been 

there, and I still think it's the most awesome, incredible beach I could possibly think of. Despite the 

sandflies, I could understand the family who was going to spend there the next ten days. 

At night, in the hut, we had a great dinner. Pasta with carrots, zucchini and mushrooms, some huge 

mussels that Uta just collected taking advantage of the low tide, and custard cream with dehydrated 

strawberries as dessert. The mussels were a nice surprise. But the greatest pleasure was to get 1 kg 

deer from Graham, who had been hunting a couple of days before. So, the next day the deer in our 

plates wouldn't be just a dream! 
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After reading in the hut book that the water supply at Martins Bay Hut was not working, we decided 

to carry as much water as possible. Six liters water in my pack didn't make it any lighter. Luckily 

it's not a very hard day from Big Bay to Martins Bay.  

After about one and a half hours walking we got to the Penguin Rock. Uta realised she had 

forgotten her maglite in Big Bay Hut. Who cares, I thought. It's worth just twenty dollars, and you 

can buy one anywhere. Uta did care, though. She dropped her pack and went back to Big Bay to 

look for her maglite. Yes, for her maglite Uta would do this and much more… 

 

More boulder hopping near Longreef. The boulders were really big though, and sometimes it was 

bouldering rather than hopping. At Longreef Point there is a huge fur seal colony. We had to walk 

through it, there was no way around. In that labyrinth of rocks it was difficult to see the animals, 

and often we got way to close without wanting it. We saw more than one of these big beasts running 

away just a couple of meters from us. Heike asked if they can be aggressive. Only if you get close 

to the pups, I said. A few minutes later, Hannes told me that we were very close to some pups, and 

he asked me how we should behave. Well, maybe we should just go away. But where are they? Oh, 

now I can hear them!  

It was four of them, hidden in holes under the rocks, two on my left and two on my right, and when 

we got so close, they were scared and started whining like babies. It was a wee bit too late for us to 

notice though, the mother was not far, she literally jumped on me, I tried to run away, but with a 

huge pack plus six liters of water on those big boulders it was not easy, she was just one meter 

behind me, eventually I made it… That was close! While trying to jump onto a bolder I banged a 

knee though, it was bleeding, and later on it started swelling, too. I had a sore knee for the rest of 

the trip and for a few more days, which didn't make the walking very pleasant for me.  

At Martins Bay Hut there was no water, indeed. Luckily we had enough with us. There were no 

people, either. Great! It's nice when you have the whole hut for yourself. We waited for Uta, she 

was quite fast, and she had found her maglite, too. Then we enjoyed a yummy dinner with deer. 

It was quite late, and we didn't have time to go and look for the Fiordland crested penguins. There is 

a nice colony at Martins Bay, I had been there before, and it's really worth looking for them. 

 

From Martins Bay we continued on the Hollyford Track. The next day, it was just a four hours 

walk. We decided to take it easy (as usual), and when we left the hut, there was already another 

party arriving from Hokuri Hut.  

We stopped at Charlie's Place in Jamestown, on the shore of Lake McKerrow. Charlie offered us 

some tea and fudge; he has built a very beautiful house in the rain forest, next to the lake. It's a 

backpackers and homestead, and he would like to have some more people staying there. I'm afraid 

for trampers walking the Hollyford Track there is really no point, but if you have lots of money and 

you don't know what to do with it, that place is a paradise. Like most other trampers we pushed on 

to Hokuri Hut. Charlie had opened the big fridge just next to the entrance, so that we could see all 

the nice food while we were walking out. He hoped we wouldn't be able to resist and would buy 

something. My wallet was in my car… anyway, I'm really not that soft! (and the Germans aren't, 

either). 

 

Walking to Demon Trail Hut on the Demon Trail. A quite uneventful day, but Hannes, Heike and 

Uta discovered the 3-wire bridges. Four of them! Heike was scared, and walked underneath most of 

them. For everybody else they were good fun. The Demon Trail has really nothing to deserve its 

name. If you like the bush, it's an awesome garden, with a splendid rain forest and heaps of tree 

ferns. If you don't like the bush, it's just a boring bush-walk, even though it has some great views on 

the Darran Mountains. If you have a sore knee, it's a wee bit slow going. 

 

From Demon Trail Hut to the swing-bridge on the Pyke River, it was more of the same like on the 

Demon Trail. Two more 3-wire bridges, then a nice lunch next to the Hollyford River. We cooked a 

soup, then I washed the dishes. I plunged a spoon into the water, and I had the very uncomfortable 

feeling of something pulling at my medium finger, or rather biting it. I withdrew my hand, and I 
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screamed to recall the attention of the others when I saw the head of a big fish attached to my 

finger. The whole body of an eel followed, brown, over one meter long, and as thick as an arm. 

Hey, this would be a great meal for New Years Eve! Again, food was our first thought. Uta made a 

spear out of a stick, Liz found a weapon, too, then they both leaped onto a bolder in the river, and 

decided they wouldn't come away without having first caught the eel. It wasn't long before the eel 

appeared again in shallow water just in front of them, rising it's eyes just underneath the surface and 

staring at Liz for over five seconds. Here the two hunters showed how brave they are. They both 

bursted out laughing, they couldn't stop it any more, only the eel didn't think it was funny and went 

away. We made a fishing rod with a piece of rope, attaching a safety pin and a spoon at one end, a 

real masterpiece of art. Unfortunately eels don't understand art and after waiting a whole hour, we 

had to forget it: for New Years Eve it would be just pasta with dehydrated veges, like every other 

day. That was sooo disappointing! 

 

When we arrived at Lake Alabaster for the first time we had a few drops of rain. Who cares, after 

eight days of sunshine! For the first time after Big Bay we had to share the hut with other people: 

Kevin, an English fisherman who eventually celebrated New Year with us, and two weird guys 

from Tasmania, father and son. They wouldn't talk to anybody, and they went to sleep just after 

nine, on New Years Eve. Weird, very weird. 

 

Just after dinner, it was already dark, we heard Heike laughing hysterically outside the hut. What 

happened? We rushed outside, and Heike was still laughing and told us we had to go and see. 

Where? In the toilet. There was a light. Yeah, Uta's maglite had fallen down in the long drop, and 

was stuck in a big pile of shit, with the light upwards! Oh no, she had gone back such a long way to 

Big Bay for that maglite and now it was gone, forever! Everybody told Uta she had to forget it. But 

Germans are hardheaded, I told you. Half an hour later Uta was again in possession of her maglite. 

She tied a hook to her walking stick, and fished it out from the toilet. It was sooo disgusting! The 

next morning she cleaned it, then she put it back in her pack. 

 

We celebrated New Year sitting next to a big fire on the shore of Lake Alabaster. Luckily it wasn't 

raining any more. That was really nice. Hannes had a small bottle of Vodka; he mixed it with Raro 

to make a punch. Better than no alcohol at all, he thought. To me, that made no difference. 

 

First of January, our last day. We didn’t get up that late, because we still wanted to drive to Dunedin 

the same night. The sky was overcast, the only not sunny day on the whole trip, but it didn't rain, 

either. At Hidden Falls Hut we upset an Austrian couple by making too much noise; one hour from 

the car park, Uta almost broke her pelvis by slipping on a stone. Luckily she was all right. 

At the road end we said good bye to Heike and Uta; they didn't fit in my small car, but they caught a 

lift with Kevin, the English fisherman. Then we drove to Dunedin, still in time for Hannes to catch 

his plane to Germany. 

 

Liz to Hannes: "We're going to take turns. First night you sleep with Heike, the leather girl, then the 

next night you can sleep with Danilo and me, and so on. It will make it more interesting." 
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Tramping in the Ross Dependency 

By Katrin Roehl 

 

Now, you think going on a research field trip to Antarctica with the weird intention of digging a 

tunnel in a glacier does not leave much room for tramping. Right. But even that being so, I wouldn’t 

be a keen tramper if I would not have taken any possible chance to do it, tramping that is. And I’d 

just like to share some of these experiences. 

 

The first chance popped up in the Taylor Valley, one of the (halfway) ice-free valleys of the Dry 

Valley area. After gnawing the aforementioned tunnel in the ice with chainsaw, jack-hammer, 

shovel and a lot of upper body power the planned walk to the Suess Glacier further down the valley 

was a welcome change. Unfortunately that day was basically the only day in weeks with a thick 

cloud cover, light snow and an icy wind (head wind of course). But never mind, for the sake of 

science (there was another, older ice tunnel to re-explore) two of us took off. In those valleys 

you’ve got basically two options of walking: a) on steeply sloping gravel on the valley sides or b) 

over the wicked, rough lake ice. We decided for the second option, put on our in-step crampons and 

off we were. After 2.5 long hours (the ankles were delighted…) the going got easier, over half-

frozen sand and gravel, up and down moraines (really beautiful frost patterns there like huge 

polygons and stuff). It was just amazing into how many long-dead, dehydrated seals you stumble in 

that part of the valley. Not a good area for a seal to go tramping! Well, after 5 hours I felt really 

dehydrated myself. I had taken too little water and that can be fatal in the Antarctic climate. The air 

is just desert-dry and even though it is well below zero you dry out immensely. What a relief to 

finally come across some liquid water which on days like that is very rare. My plan (or better say 

hope) that day was to work at the tunnel and go back the next day. We tried (almost) everything to 

get the generator going, which we needed for tools and light in the pitch-dark tunnel, including 

melting that damn, frozen thing with a kerosene stove, but had no luck. Well, so we walked back all 

the way that day with all the gear we had brought in. Felt a bit like a training exercise…at least the 

weather had cleared by then, the views were terrific and we arrived back at camp in bright midnight 

sun. God I was wasted, and the Speight’s went down even better than usual…. 

 

Another tramp I can highly recommend is close to Scott Base on the Ross Island. Luckily I had 

some spare days at Scott Base before 

returning to New Zealand, so I joined 

some guys from the base to go on the 

Castle Rock Loop (about 5 hours). 

Criss-crossing over the icy and/or 

muddy slopes we passed McMurdo 

Station and had our first deserved 

break at Arrival Hut, the working 

place of one of the climate lab guys, 

which even had a water bed! 

Anyway, after a milo, coffee and 

biccies session we made our ascent 

up Crater Hill (no, no, it is really 

high), the lab dude dropped out so 

only three people were left at this 

stage of the adventure. The view from 

that old volcano was just awesome! 

What one could also see from there 

was the tiny flagged route in the 

distance crossing the glacier. That’s 

Kate Roehl 

Kate Relaxing on Castle Rock, Ross Island 
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where we wanted to be (and actually should be) and my more “experienced” companions decided to 

take a fairly direct route to connect with the official one. Hell, what a dodgy feeling to cross that ice 

plateau! Quote: “…na, don’t worry, it’ll be ok but don’t tell anyone!” I just couldn’t stop thinking 

about possible crevasses and their impressive depths in Antarctica…there is quite obviously a good 

reason for thoroughly flagging routes and checking them frequently…Well, later when we had 

reached safe terrain our body count showed that we apparently hadn’t lost anyone at this stage so 

the three of us continued our mission. Caution, objects in Antarctica appear to be closer than they 

are! Castle Rock kept on towering above the ice field and didn’t seem to get any closer. Pretty 

wasted and again dehydrated (no, I am sure partying most nights did not play a part in this…) we 

lost another member of the team at the foot of impressive Castle Rock. Undeterred, Shaun and I 

ventured on the ascent. Surviving several rockfalls and bluffs and starting to get delirious we were 

finally rewarded by views from the top that knock you off your feet! Being quite sweaty and 

without a breeze at all, clothes went off quickly, and revealed some nice pieces of art (see photo). I 

could have spent hours up there but we had to be back in time because of our promised return time 

(they take that really seriously) and because the adventures of that day were not over yet, but that is 

a different story and does not involve tramping really…Just for the record, the downhill bit from the 

castle, where steep enough, is bum-sliding fun (beware of a big transverse crevasse in the skifield 

area), the walk back on the ice shelf can be a bit tedious depending on your physical and mental 

condition (and what you have gone through the previous weeks…).  

 

Some notes on camping in Antarctica 

Camping in Antarctica can be real fun and is good training for other locations and occasions. Cold? 

Yes, sort of, but you get easily used to it after a few weeks. The 24- hour sunshine actually warms 

the tent quite a bit, and also keeps you awake, as it is bloody bright even well after midnight. I made 

a kind of leather zorro mask but without eye slots to pretend at least a bit of darkness, works well! 

As for tent position, I choose it for the views on the lake, but should have rather chosen it for 

prevailing wind direction, really wicked this gale in the morning when opening the tent, but you 

gotta set your priorities! We got really nice MacPac tents with a broad flaps providing ample space 

for a neat rock collection, and they are really amazing down there, the rocks that is (remark of the 

author: no, I am not a geologist!). And then there is this excellent experience with personal hygiene. 

For environmental reasons 

camps in the Dry Valleys are 

what the name promises: dry. 

That means no washing of any 

kind: body, face, 

dishes…makes life so much 

easier! And being without a 

shower for a few days or a 

week back in NZ seems like a 

piece of cake. As our two loo 

containers were a bit exposed to 

the elements an empty whiskey 

bottle in the tent comes in really 

handy. And, lassies, if you 

haven’t already heard of 

“female urinators”, they are 

really great to have, also for 

lower latitudes (if you just can’t 

be bothered to leave your tent 

for whatever reasons)! Kate Roehl 

Kate’s Antarctica tramping companion Shaun on Castle Rock 

(note the tattoo!) 
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Fuck Man I am Looking Forward to this Scrub, eh 

By Kelvin Lloyd 

 

Trip members: Damian “Big Daddy” Cotton, “KV” Dave Ellacott, Frazer “The Factor” Munro, 

Rodney “Rodsalot” Baker and Kelvin “E39” Lloyd. 

 

Computer software is very clever these days and I must thank MS Word for contributing the title to 

this article. Yes indeed, but the full context of those words is contained in a prophetic email I got 

from The Frazoid Factor late in 1999: 

 

“.....fuck man I am looking forward to this scrub eh......an honest grovel in the driving rain, soaked 

to the bone and howling southerly wind....fucken awesome.” 

 

and indeed prophetic was my reply: 

 

“... I’m thinking more and more that it would be a good idea to get dropped off somewhere in South 

Arm eh, do South Cape, Smiths Lookout, Broad Bay & whatever, then work our way northwards, by 

sea and by land, conquering all that crosses our path ... I reckon guerrilla warfare will be the style 

eh, temporary base camps with the odd forte to conquer whatever’s nearby.” 

 

And so it was that the second day of the new millennium saw four rugged adventurers battling the 

elements in southern Stewart Island, thrashing through the ‘impenetrable’ scrub that lay in the 

cleavage of two breastlike hills, assailed by the driving rain and howling southerly wind, doggedly 

pushing for South Cape. The Factor was in poor condition, having expended much energy in laying 

a cable that stretched virtually unbroken all the way back to Shipbuilders Cove. In shame I must 

report that we didn’t make the Cape, not on account of a lack of perseverance or an inability to 

dominate, but due to time constraints, curse it all, for such a thing ought not exist on this type of 

mission – yet we had to see Rodsalot safe and sound at the bottom of the Tin Range three days 

hence. 

 

Dominate and persevere. Simple words, but powerful stuff. 

 

Back to Shipbuilders after a night camped in the gully, the highlight being when like a secret 

weapon we unleashed Big Daddy on the scrub and he carved a Big Daddy-sized hole in it as we 

powered back up Smiths Lookout (peak # 6) in no time at all, enjoying lunch as we gazed upon the 

magnificence spread before us, from the mighty Gog to Pigeon House and many lesser peaks in 

between, and we’d conquered them all folks. 

 

Yes, but several days previous we had arrived in this place, with our bounty of food (including 1 

pack of instant spud, 2 packs couscous, 3 kg rice, 4 salamis, 5 kg cheese, 6 kg rolled oats, 7 bars 

chocolate, 20 packs of biscuits, 22 instant puddings, 25 packs of crispbread, 40 noodle cakes and 60 

muesli bars) and gear, dropped off by the Aurora and kind thanks to Cap’n Colin Hopkins who 

gave us no patronising bullshit unlike what the boys experienced at the Doc stop. But really the 

adventure begins even before this, starting with our late arrival at Bluff where an emergency phone 

call had the ferry waiting for us, yes us alone, and boys, it was all action and confusion and in the 

melee no-one noticed Big Daddy leaping onto the boat as it cast off, so he still retains a boarding 

pass and if anyone wants a free trip to Stewie... 

 

Dinner that night at Church Hill Cafe was the scene of many laughs as some of our jolly party 

scored a few items of free food that really belonged to other patrons. “I can scramble with the best 

of ‘em,” the Factor announced to the waiter, who didn’t really understand he’d been made a fool of. 
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But there you go. The football field at Halfmoon Bay made for some good frisbee action, and 

served well also for the purposes of bedding down for the night, although the helicopter take off in 

the morning was a rude awakening, but anyway, a late call from Doc to the boys didn’t exactly slow 

our progress at the wharf the next morning. “You need to come back and get your permit” she 

insisted. “We’ll be there in five” the Factor replied as he jumped aboard the Aurora and we carved 

a path out of there... 

 

The tiny beach at Shipbuilders disappears at high tide but there’s a good platform for launching the 

aquanauts and the bivvy spot in the bush is sweet. Yeah, good to cast off the shackles of civilisation 

and do what we please for a few weeks. Which first off comprised a successful ascent of Bald Cone 

just there above us and peak no 1 was ours for the taking. Across that landscape of jutting granite 

and cloaking scrub we gazed toward Gog, Magog and Hielanman, and thought aye, a day trip on the 

morrow for the boys, then turned eastward to view the cradling arms of the bounteous Port Pegasus, 

and many isles within, and Pigeon House across the waters looked ripe for the plucking, but fishing 

was the evening’s task and having in short order hooked seven fat blue cod, we found ourselves 

having trouble accounting for the bounty that sprang hot and tasty from the frying pan a short while 

later.  

 

So that was the first day and the second saw us meeting our objectives on Gog & co during an 

extensive ramble through the scrub, and a pleasant walk it was, with named peaks 2, 3 and 4 sorted 

out and several subsidiary ones just for good measure.  

 

Day 2 having been a little windy we were pleased by the calmness of the sea on the following, and 

launched the aquanauts for an overnight tour to various scenic localities in southern PP. Having 

paddled our craft through the odd sea cave and across the open waters in bright sunshine to the 

other side, the Factor was startled by a snorting eruption as a sea lion reared out of the water 

directly behind his boat, and escaping to shore held no safety as the beast was, shall we say, a little 

protective of its offspring. However the creature learned to respect the aquanauts, despite their 

seeming frailty, and believe me, if the yellow paddle was a harpoon I’d have speared me a sea lion! 

 

 
                  Kelvin Lloyd 

Kelvin & Crew Aquanauting at Port Pegasus 

 

Beached our craft on the sands of the bay, the boys lolled around in the sun on the rocks as they ate 

a bit of lunch and some cockles were collected while the tide was out, not to mention the occasional 

pipi delicacy, for, you see, we hadn’t brought any dinner, figuring this night we might as well dine 
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directly from the munificence of the ocean. A climb up through the scrub and we broke out on some 

rather nice outcrops offering a quite delectable vantage point across the waters of the Port. And 

there before us was Pigeon House and a short forte through the scrub and forest saw us clamber to 

the top, but believe us the summit (#5) of that tor comprises thick groves of flax and scrub and some 

palatable things that the deer can’t reach, and team photography is difficult.  

 

Having made our way back to the inlet, we set off for Disappointment Cove, stopping on a reef for 

a brief fish in which several dinner items were quickly reeled in and stowed away for later. Stashing 

our sturdy craft in the bush we clambered over to Broad Bay, and a bloody nice place it is too, and 

much mirth and games were provided by an aggressive sea lion, which charged out of the surf at us. 

Here Rodsalot proved his lion-taming skills and had such control of the beast 'twas if on a string. 

Indeed the Rodney vs. Sea Lion series is a classic of the genre! 

 

Sadly to this place came punters, believe it or not. I mean real, living, fatuous, righteous god-fearing 

middle-aged American punters come to watch the bloody penguins! We ignored them, though some 

conversation was had with Cap’n Pugwash whose yacht had brought this punter crew. Cockle 

omelette, fried fish served nice & spicy and piping hot in the communal frisbee and my word it was 

a cracker feed. 

 

Day 4 saw us beat back to Shipbuilders, and folks it was a case of gutsing it out as a gusty wind did 

its best to repel us from our course, but we persevered and it subsided. And that was the last day of 

the year, and blow us down if the bloody crew we’d shared the Aurora with turned up at our snug 

little camp, seems like there was a bit of friction in that camp and unable to talk to each other they’d 

foisted themselves on the boys for counselling. God save us from loopies eh, they couldn’t even 

catch fish and when they did, well I don’t know who taught em to fillet but it was a shocking effort. 

Thank the stars this crew buggered off up Bald Cone for the night and after a few swigs of rum we 

were left to celebrate our anti-Y2K, the most notable feature of this occasion being brother KV who 

crossed the threshold in the bushes doing the longest crap in history – aye, for it spanned two 

millennia! 

 

Millennium day schmillennium day and the Factor was sick as a dawg, he lay in the tent and 

decorated the surroundings with offerings from both orifices so we left him to it and set off for the 

SCCC for a jolly good game of cricket and some spectacular action was had with Big Daddy having 

full commitment unmindful of the many bogs that festooned the outfield. Yes, and the next day saw 

the Cape mission away but you heard about that. Except for the watering hole that Rodsalot located, 

christened “Depth, Clarity and Gravel” for it had all three of those special qualities and while the 

boys derided me I reckon Clarity would be a nice name for a daughter not to mention Depth and 

Gravel. There’d be no messing around with those babes. 

 

So day 8 had us stowing our camp in our trusty inflatables and cruising out of there, across the 

green swells and past the little islands, beyond the mouth of Cook Arm and round the corner, 

feeling the pulse of the ocean that pushed through the passage and set the aquanauts to rise and fall 

on the briny. A lunch cove provided excitement where a fishing mishap hooked the side of the boat 

but luckily, dear readers, it punctured nought but a flap of seam and I’m here to tell the tale. 

Pegasus Passage, a perfect place and we drifted along in warm sunshine, marvelling at the forests of 

kelp that stretched toward the surface through the crystal clear waters.  

 

The bivvy site was all good in any language and we halted here, for the place had delights which 

could not be ignored. A foraging for kai moana saw us rewarded in many kinds of sea creature but 

the crab that bit my toe took some measure of revenge and evened things up a little for the sea 

beasts. A word should be had in reference to the communal puddings that circulated from person to 

person and woe betide if you took more than one spoonful at your turn, and here the Factor was 

displeased at his choice of spoonage which was of the type one might stir coffee with but was suited 

not to maximal dessert extraction. And here too Sir Rodsalot constructed a vast sand dam across the 
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wee creek in order that we might dip our vessels with greater ease. 'Twas mirthful for us to watch 

how this lad would steal away to check his creation, like a small boy with secret toy, and god knows 

he spent hours in that gully and The Dam preoccupied the man for all the time we were there. But 

having made my bed on a sand shelf near the beach I awoke at something and opened eyes to view 

with horror this vast pyramid of sea lion silhouetted against the stars, and folks that brute meant 

business, and having only a scrap of bedroll to defend myself, the beast had me cornered against the 

bank and we roared at each other for a bit and lunged back and forth but thank fuck the bedroll won 

the day and needless to say I buggered off up into the forest to pitch my swag for the remainder of 

the night.  

 

Ah, the ninth day saw us partaking of a fairly splendid game of beach cricket in the glory of the 

morning and the beach by the creek made a pretty fine wicket and many runs were scored. 

Resuming our journey we cruised across to Pearl Island in blissful sunshine, we rocked across the 

swells for Hell’s Gates were over there and we were here and there was where it was at and who 

were we to argue? Having passed our inflatables through that fearsome gap we wafted down the isle 

then crossed back to the ‘mainland’ and found us a concrete pad a former fish factory that was just 

parked there in the inlet and we thought a camp there might do so we did.  

 

Funnily enough, it was actually 32 years ago in Kawakawa that it all began for me (give or take 9 

months) and having marked this moment by behaving like an arsehole most of the day I made 

amends via a secret cake and a concealed drop of good stuff. But the boys were not outdone, and 

fetched forth a small library of books on such diverse topics as seamanship, sex, sex, and sex for 12 

yr olds, a Christian book the latter was too, and I gave the boys random sermons from this literature 

which made us laugh a lot but really, isn’t 12 a bit young?  

 

 
                  Kelvin Lloyd 

Rodney vs. The Sea Lion at Broad Bay 

 

An investigation by aquanaut revealed that Belltopper Falls did not exactly cut the mustard in fact 

I’d say its a sandwich short of a picnic although KV impressed us with a loop the loop in a piece of 

stonework above the roaring river. A relaunch of the aquanauts at low tide saw a good feed of 

cockles and pauas gathered from the far side of the bay. In the calming gloaming Cap’n Pugwash 

renewed his acquaintance, it was only a chat with the boys he wanted, I tell ya we were hot property 

down there and every man and his dog wanted to fawn about us. Standing on the concrete work we 

watched the fish muster and now the Factor sprung a bloody blood nose and tried to feed the 

gathering masses below and an Octopus slunk here and there while a performing sea lion posed and 
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pirouetted and apart from the blood nose it was all pretty magical as we feasted on spicy hot pieces 

of paua direct from the pan. 

 

On day 9 Sir Rodsalot left us and he had his own adventures, but not on the Tin Range rather with 

the loopies at HMB. So the remaining heroes saddled their bags and swags and set off for the 

Deceits, DOC lady notwithstanding who thought we were babes in the woods, but anyway, needless 

to say we had an epic on the way but persevere and it will subside and we did and it did of course as 

it always does. What do four men in a rimu tree have in common? None of them have cameras but 

the view was excellent and we sat up there in the sunshine and gave Rodders a yell over there on the 

Tin Range but he didn’t reply so we carried on. The upper, upper basins of Pegasus Creek have 

open swampy patches and scrub but it’s a pretty nice place really and we wandered across to a nice 

rock that was just there beneath the first Deceits nice and handy for the morrow and here we 

camped in warm sunshine and it was excellent stuff too. We reckoned Rods would be atop Mt Allen 

and that’s exactly where he was. 

 

Another sunny morning saw us clamber antlike up the exfoliating granite slab that was just at hand 

and the exfoliated bits were too angular for perfect dwarf-squashing but we made the acquaintance 

of a lizard that hadn’t been seen on Stewie for 30 years and there was a pretty fantastic sarsen stone 

just beside and we continued up to the top and paused there to sort the hobbits and dwarves out and 

KV certainly showed them who was boss. It was the height miser (yours truly) that engendered our 

little party to split up to trundle across to the farthest, highest Deceit. “Meet you there for lunch” I 

said but expecting some nice viewpoints on the ridge all I found was thick scrub and I persevered 

and persevered and persevered and the hours stretched on and on and it really looked like it might 

not subside after all but with the last smidgen of perseverance I broke out and staggered up to meet 

the boys on top, and there you go, it does subside eh? There was no scrub like that stuff, but maybe 

it was my tired state and anyway it certainly wasn’t impenetrable like the wooses say. 

 

So we reunited for the trip back and the boys had chosen a much better route but we all make 

mistakes some time or other don’t we? Rocking up the near Deceits again it was a pretty choice 

evening and a few more boulders were seen tearing into the scrub in hot pursuit of dwarves and 

having climbed five of the Deceits that was one apiece and a little bit left over and the highest one 

and all so we reckoned we were fully justified in calling it #7. So rambling down to our rock it 

looked like it might rain but the bivvies we made turned out redundant for the sheltering sky kept us 

dry that night. 

 

Day 12 and we remembered the words of Cap’n Pugwash, and having sifted a little nugget of 

wisdom from the dross we trotted back down Pegasus Creek and it was great fun in the sun even if 

our feet were wet but who the hell cares anyway. Purakaunui eat your heart out and bugger off 

Belltopper, the scenic beauty of the gorge was hard to beat and there was always a way to be found 

even if the arboreal route had to be taken on occasion.  

 

Yea, though we walk in the vale of Pegasus we shall not want, for water was aplenty and the sea 

wasn’t far away and we were beginning to realise we still had a fair stock of crispbreads left. We 

got back to the fish factory in no time and figured a change of scenery would be quite in order so 

while the boys packed everything up and ferried it across to the other side of the bay, I took my 

aquanaut for a blast up to Rosa Island to catch us a fish dinner, but the tide was going out y’know, 

not ideal for the fishing caper, but I hung in there doggedly, I persevered, and whaddayaknow, by 

the time I paddled back to camp there were four fat cod lying in the bottom of the aquanaut and by 

jingo they tasted good for dinner. A few oysters didn’t go amiss either and just on dark Big Daddy 

set off for a naked paua hunt with sandflies and although he only got one (paua), it was a biggy and 

we marinated the beast in garlic, soy sauce, pepper and spices and had it for supper the following 

day.  
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That was day 13 you see, and by this time we’d hauled our swags up onto the Tin Range, yours 

truly in particular was trailing the field lumbered with 4 kg of tent that I never actually slept in, yep 

it was bivvy out every night even that rainy one between the breast-like hills where a leaning rata 

gave shelter from the storm. An aside is necessary here, because the tent was a new one and the late 

Toby Van Der Mark convinced me to buy it, and I’d like to take this opportunity to salute the man, 

for he was a very fine person indeed. Rest in peace, Toby. 

 

Anyways, up there on the ridge it was a pretty fine sight with all these beautiful granite domes 

rising out of the scrub and I think only a dullard could have named them knobs. So we trundled on 

and checked out the views and some nice orchids also added to the pleasure of that walk but really I 

was only too happy to call a halt just past Granite Knob and we had a round of 500 and Big Daddy 

and the Factor lost yet again as they were destined to do on every occasion but maybe they’ll learn 

one day eh? Geez it got a bit cold with a somewhat chilly easterly but the hotel aquanaut kept it at 

bay they’re multifunctional beasts y’hear, like all the best equipage.  

 

 
       Kelvin Lloyd 

The Stewart Island lads from left to right: E39, Sir Rodsalot, KV, Big Daddy 

and ‘The Factor’ 

 

We rounded out the two week mark by topping off a few summits, the north face of Granite Knob 

first (#7) and then following a bit of scrub domination our party of four found themselves atop Lees 

Knob (#8) by 3 different routes and we sat up there a while and viewed the most excellent dwarf-

squashing you could imagine and it took a while but in the end all the dwarves were smashed to 

smithereens and Big Daddy, well, that legendary bloke pulled off a stunning feat of boulder-lifting 

here, some of you may remember Obelix the Gaul well that was Big Daddy on Lees Knob, you see 

he persevered and the obstacle was overcome and how’s that for a sentence? 

 

Yes, so by the time we got back to camp and had lunch it was the middle of the afternoon, but 

afterward we trundled onward taking on Mt Allen (#9) via the direct route and I spotted a Rodney 

hoof print in the soil which told me he’d passed this way also. A little breezy on top but we 

consumed a good measure of peanuts never-the-less and trucked on along the ridge, encountering 

scrub in places but we dominated that and topped out on peak number 10, Blaikies Hill, and the 

wind by now was pretty strong and cold so after going down a bit then up we found a nice place in 

some scrub hollows with a pretty damn fine view down to Doughboy. So after another big feed we 

checked out the sunset and a dark hand of cloud curled over the ridge to grasp the hills and remove 

them eastward - but they resisted.  
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So on day 15 the first thing to do was knock off Table Hill (#11) and having sorted that out we 

carried on down into the scrub and mud for there was a proper trail down here you see and although 

we were grateful for it in some respects in others we would rather have gone without. And at lunch 

KV knocked the honey over but little wastage ensued as he tongued it off the grass. Anyway, a little 

later we found ourselves in real loopy country down by the lovely Rakeahua River and some 

sweetened dried cranberries made us a bit hyperactive and we ended up climbing the manuka and 

generally monkeying around. I believe the Factor took a good plunge on the way to yonder hut see 

he thought green = good but not when you’re talking about Sphagnum mate. Anyway at Rak hut we 

dawdled for a bit and decided it to breeze along to the landing to camp for the night and cruise out 

onto Paterson Inlet the following morn, as there was a fresh sort of northerly blowing and the tide 

wasnae right. 

 

And it was another pretty good feed, the Factor and Big Daddy once again proving themselves to be 

quite capable of turning out a decent nosh which was commendable considering we were running 

out of variety in terms of dinner tucker by that stage. Having fuelled up with another 4 puddings I 

think we actually had a speed contest here which meant they got passed around quite fast really and 

a lot of that stuff sitting heavily in your gullet sure makes you want to just lie down and go to sleep 

and that’s what we did. 

 

So the next day saw us launching the aquanauts in the river bend, and I should say here that not all 

of them were actually aquanauts see the Factor and Big Daddy had explorers ‘cos you can’t actually 

buy an aquanaut these days, and gee the old explorers were developing something of a bulbous bow 

especially the Munro’s one eh, but he was pretty proud of it I’d have to say. It was a lovely trip 

down that river, the tide had just turned and if you stopped you kept going if you know what I 

mean, well, that was until the wind started to gently blow against us and if you stopped you stayed 

stopped and before too long if you stopped you went backwards so it meant we had to grind it out a 

bit. Saw a couple of kayakers going upriver and they cheered us on our merry way. So having 

paddled right out of the mouth of the river by now we had a rest on some rocks and chewed up a 

couple of mother earths but the tide was still going out so we reckoned we better get a move on, and 

it turned out that we just had to persevere for a while and also skilfully avoid the mudbanks that 

lurked just beneath the surface and gee, the wind had got up quite a bit so it really was a grind eh 

but of course by persevering it subsided and there we were, the Factor and I, sitting on a beach in 

the sun waiting for Big D and KV to catch up.  

 

And when they finally did (Big Daddy grounded on a mudbank and the KV had to stop for repairs) 

there were quite a few whitecaps out on the bay and we thought we might as well have lunch. I kept 

telling the boys the wind was decreasing and launched my boat afterward to prove it but all I got for 

my troubles was laughed at, the boys were in hysterics on the beach as they watched me battling 

valiantly into the wind just off shore and after 5 minutes I’d made 5 metres and had to take to the 

land again as my plastic paddle was developing a bit of a rupture. So a little later the Factor and I 

took the terrestrial route across Ogles Point but Big Daddy and KV took to the sea ‘cos the wind 

HAD actually eased a bit and they rounded the point ok but after that the wind struck them all the 

harder and the Factor and I wandering around the beaches had a much easier time of it and there we 

were, waiting on the sand in the sun again while Big Daddy and KV battled the whitecaps out on 

the bay. 

 

A wee while later saw the boys perched atop Pryse Peak, which had been a bit of a gut-buster in the 

hot sun but cool forest was nice and anyway, 352 m above the briny gave a pleasant view of the 

surroundings and that kind of rounded out our dozen peaks climbed for the trip too. Having dropped 

down the other side to Harry West Bay I decided seeing this would be our last night on the isle, a 

bite of fish would be ok for dinner, so I launched my aquanaut and paddled out to a point which 

gave a bit of shelter from the blustery wind that was pushing up some decent waves out in the 

channel. The tide wasnae ideal but I persevered and finally hooked a trumpeter but frisky beasts as 
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these fish are, it flicked itself out of my boat again and all I could do was swear at its departing 

flukes and chuck my line over again.  

 

Hello! Here’s a decent bite! The aquanaut slewed around as the fish ran with the bait another 

trumpeter it must be as they’re sporty types and always enjoyed leading our boats a merry dance. 

Anyway, I hauled it out of the water kicking and screaming and into the aquanaut it fell in a spasm 

of flapping and I tried to keep the huge beast on my outstretched legs as I was well aware of the 

damage these spiny things could do to a naked inflatable. Having finally clubbed the monster to 

death I became aware of a faint keening hiss which wasnae bagpipes folks but most certainly air 

departing my craft but it looked like only one of the smaller watertight compartments had been 

punctured so I hiffed my line out again and carried on fishing. However my aquanaut did seem to 

becoming a bit softer and yes, I began to see that I was in fact a bit lower in the water now and 

BLOODY HELL I’M SINKING and I yanked my line aboard and paddled like buggery for the 

beach which was a football field away at that stage. Unfortunately a half-deflated aquanaut is not 

the most efficient sort of hull to propel through the water but by dominating the paddle I got to the 

beach to be greeted by a repeat performance of hysterical laughter from the boys, on the same day 

too it was difficult to bear I can tell you! But with the help of Big Daddy’s repair kit I made my 

aquanaut good and the trumpeter tasted pretty damn fine after a spell in the frypan. 

 

So this must have been day 17 yes indeed it was and we roused ourselves early and set off for the 

bright lights of Oban the waves caressing us as we rocked across to Prices Point in an hour and gee 

it was a beautiful morning. Cruising on we landed on Dirty Island and the boys added some before 

we sifted on past Cow & Calf and then formed up in line abreast to power around the corner into 

Thule Bay. Well, I wish I’d been able to watch from ashore as a fine sight it must have been to see 

the four inflatables carve through the sea in perfect formation and sweep in to the beach where we 

drew up our worthy craft and stepped out on the shore.  

 

 
            Kelvin Lloyd 

 

A small crowd soon assembled and gazed in wonder as the small band of heroes modestly unpacked 

their craft. The leader of the locals eventually stepped forward. Uncertain of what to say, he played 

safe by remarking on the weather. 

 

“Well, you boys have struck it right, this is the first fine day we’ve had in two millennia!” 

 

“Aw, it hasn’t been too bad where we’ve been eh.” 
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“Where have you come from then?” 

 

“Well, we were down in Port Pegasus for a bit then walked back over the Tin Range and cruised up 

Paterson from Rakeahua.” 

 

“Huh! Don’t give me that shit, my kid’s got one of those things and I wouldn’t trust it out there!” he 

said, waving an arm in the general direction of the sea. He peered at the writing on the side of Big 

Daddy’s explorer. “Look, can’t you read what it says on the side!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We looked at him, and walked up the beach. I later worked out that on the trip we’d paddled our 

inflatables 45 km in the ‘open’ sea, not including casual fishing trips. 

 

So yeah, all that remained was to lounge around the foreshore and watch the loopies parade up and 

down, a true freak show it was, and yes, I guess they thought we were too. We also had to finish off 

the three remaining packs of crispbreads for lunch, which was accomplished with no significant 

difficulty. And Big Daddy, probably on account of his “honest face”, managed to scam an extra 

boarding pass for the return trip on the ferry to go with the one he’d collected on the way in. To see 

that man in action is just poetry in motion! So that was that really, but despite my modesty I feel 

compelled to add... 

A Fishy Ta(b)le: 

 

Fisher-
man 

Number of (shell)fish caught for dinner* 

Blue cod Trumpeter Red Cod ‘Golden wrasse’ Paua 

Big Daddy 4 1 - 1 6 

The Factor 2 - - - 3 

KV  3 - - - 1 

Rodsalot 1 - - - - 

E39 17 5 1 1 3 

TOTAL 27 6 1 2 13 

* not including several hauls of scallops, pipis, mussels and oysters 

 

“WARNING!!!! 
ONLY to be used in water in which the child is within its depth and under 

supervision 

NOT a life saving device … 

NEVER allow diving into this product... 

NEVER leave in or near the water when not in use… 

NEVER attempt to attach a motor to boat… 

NEVER tow from any vehicle… 

ALWAYS use an approved life preserver…. 

DO NOT USE in high wind, rapid currents, open water or dangerous tides… 

 

FOLLOW THESE RULES TO AVOID DROWNING, PARALYSIS OR 

OTHER SERIOUS INJURY.” 
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Thanks to sponsors:  

 

Rob Daly for providing hang glider parts 

Sarah Painter for providing inflatable desert island and palm trees 

Aaron Whitehead for providing plastic aquanaut paddles and pump 

Craig Pelvin for providing KV’s aquanaut 

The Last Word: 

 

Word is saving “fuck man i am looking forward to this scrub eh”. 

 

 

 

 

 
     Jake Roos 

This photo confirms what we all know: Paul Dowden is evil. 
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Bethunes Gully 

By the Jake Roos 

Another year, another assault on Mount Cargill by the OUTC, rejuvenated by an infusion of new 

members. Ah, it does the soul good to see it. Everyone piled into the bus outside Clubs & Socs on 

Sunday morning, many heads still aching from O-Week partying from the previous night(s). It was 

a marvellous day, and those new to Dunedin especially got to gape at the spectacular views of 

Dunedin and the Harbour as we ground our way up the old motorway.  I can’t remember everyone I 

chatted to on the bus, but I do remember meeting Samson and Phoebe too (I think). 

 

The unruly mob disembarked and assailed the north side of the mighty peak, intimidating the 

joggers and senior citizens out on the track too (by our numerousness, not for anything unpleasant). 

A brief bout of illiteracy struck, as many (predominantly those possessing a Y-chromosome) 

climbed up to the top of the Organ Pipes. Thankfully this terrible affliction cleared once we had got 

down, allowing me to read the sign at the bottom that said ‘Caution: loose rocks. Do not proceed’.   

 

There was more clambering around on Butters Peak at the top, and many went on to make it to the 

main peak for form’s sake. With the view of the city, it was a perfect opportunity for Paul D and 

myself to chorttle at the ‘I can see my house from here’ joke, but sadly it was missed. Anyone, 

please feel free to ask us about this joke next Bethunes Gully trip, or indeed, anytime, and we’ll be 

happy to explain 

 

 

Then down we went to the Gully in no 

particular hurry. This year there was no 

mountain biking fascists to push us out of the 

domain at the bottom, so we had a lovely time 

sitting under the shady trees, catching up with 

old friends newly returned and getting to 

know new people too. Emerson and 

Annushka, social officers extraordinaire, had 

made sure there was an ample supply of 

sausages, falafel, bread, coleslaw, tomato 

sauce and of course, beer. Alister started a 

lively game of keg cricket in order to deplete 

the abundant supply of brown frothy stuff. 

However, this valiant attempt didn’t work, 

and when the lazy afternoon had drawn to a 

conclusion, the keg retired to 91 Dundas 

Street with a fine collection of dedicated souls 

to finish the job. 

 

It was a great day, and a perfect start to 

another stand-out year of good times and 

adventure in the OUTC 

 

.  

       Vegard Bakke 

Like father, like son: Conner assists at 

Bethunes. 

 

At Thanksgiving in ’99: 

Roy: “Thanks that all the foreigners have finally gone home.” 

Sandra: “And thanks that a few more are coming next year.”
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Paradise Trip 2000 Deluxe 

Also by Jake 

 

‘Take me down to Paradise City, where the grass is green and the girls are pretty,  

<Aowh, won’t you please take me howe-yome, yea-yeah>”  - Axel Rose  

 

Sorry for invoking G ‘n’ R, but hey, when you consider I could have invoked say, John Farnham’s 

‘A Touch of Paradise’ for example, you got off lightly. The OUTC’s time honoured ritual of 

loading a bus and some vans full of its members, from newbies to old hands, with all variety of 

experience, was upon us. I cruised up with Roy and Cavey Dave in Roy’s little red Honda City. It 

lack of size does nothing but improve its power to weight ratio, trust me. We reached the Lake 

Sylvan camping ground at about midnight, way ahead of the bus, which showed up about another 

hour or so later.  Tents and flies were set-up beneath the trees and everyone settled in for the night. 

 

The next morning (Saturday), those totally disorientated by all the maneuvering during the night got 

to see were they were: a spontaneously generated tent city with 80 or so residents. It was probably a 

bit of a shock to the people emerging from their campervans, who were there before we arrived. 

After the general confusion of breakfast, groups assembled and took off on their respective 

missions. Alister West, Megan Higgins and I were leading a large group up the Routeburn to Falls 

Hut and then Al and I would take the more energetic of the group on the Harris Saddle for a peep 

into Fiordland. Jo Prince and John Cottle were going the same way, but had left earlier so they 

reach further to the mysterious ‘Valley of Trolls.’ 

  

After being dropped off, we assembled our large group and took off the 4-lane highway 

masquerading as a tramping track. It was a pity we didn’t have Annushka with us: she’d spent all 

summer guiding Japanese tourists along the Routeburn, so she could have pointed out everything 

for us and explained in Japanese no less! I told myself that I’d seen it all before, but that didn’t 

change the fact that it was stunningly pretty. I saw a bird that looked like a shag, but I told myself it 

must be something else, as the shag is a seabird. Okay, maybe it was a really lost shag. At 

Routeburn Flats Hut we stopped for snacks and most of those from abroad had their first encounter 

with the ferocious New Zealand sandfly. Remember not to scratch guys! After a lively game of 

Frisbee with Tama, Yvonne and some others (during which I must of lost the flying disk in question 

in the bushes at least 3 times) we left some of the tuckered-out in our party behind to rest and 

started the slog up to Falls Hut. 

 

  
             Jo Prince 

John and Paul P reinvent the wheel at Paradise as 

Al West looks on  

 

 
              Paul Dowden 

Fliss S and Helen, about to put the ‘Explorer 200’ 

through its paces on Lake Sylvan  
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At the palatial Falls Hut, the useful info boards there informed that I had seen a shag earlier, and it 

wasn’t lost. It was a ‘little shag’, but a shag no less. Regrettably, there was no one from the UK in 

our group to discuss the amusement value of a bird called a ‘shag’, little or otherwise. Some of our 

group went to the falls for a swim. After that, about half the group stayed at Falls Hut while the rest 

of us pushed on. The track was pretty busy, making the place seem less like wilderness and more 

like a big amusement park or playground. However, it was a little hypocritical to complain when the 

OUTC legions were a significant percentage of the people in the area. 

 

We wound around above little Lake Wilson and reached the Harris Saddle Shelter, and what do you 

know, all of Fiordland was blanketed in cloud. Typical. I bet if had a satellite picture, the clouds 

would have come exactly to the border of the Fiordland and Aspiring National Parks and no further. 

Jo and John’s group were at the Shelter too, having flagged the idea of getting to the Valley of 

Trolls and back in the time they had. Just as well, the Trolls were probably hungry. After I had an 

involved conversation with John about (don’t ask me how it started) the masochistic Japanese game 

show ‘Endurance’, we headed back, collecting the various parts of our group as we went. On the 

way back, Tama and I re-enacted something that could have been on Endurance: leaping into the 

icy-cold Routeburn for a swim. Yipes!  

 

Back at the campsite, it was time to display our culinary prowess in the cooking competition. Paul 

D reckoned he had it all sewn up: as the judges were Roy and Craig (Roy because it was his 

Presidential duty and Craig because… of no reason that I can discern except wanting food) he 

would appeal to their simple tastes and offer them sausages. Paul! You underestimate the subtlety of 

Mr Johnston’s and Mr Lyon’s palates! It still worked though. However, my group got the prize for 

the best-presented meal, as I invited the judges over decked out as a maiter’d in a shirt, tie, trousers, 

a cloth draped over my arm and an outrageous French accent. Ha! The bag of Kool Fruits is ours, 

and ours alone! Mwahhaha! 

 

The next day (Sunday) was fairly lazy, with the main feature of the day being swimming and 

playing around in Lake Sylvan. Then we slunk back to Dunners in no particular hurry or order. Oh, 

and in keeping with previous years, a rental van was inadvertently dinged, entering Alistair 

Matthews into the exclusive group of Paradise van-dingers, including OUTC alumni Angelika Paul 

and Chris ‘Bean’ Bycroft (though Bean’s was more or a roll than a ding…) Don’t sweat it Al, we 

have to keep Mr Rhodes’ expectations low, or else we’d have to be on best behaviour all of the 

time. Another successful Paradise Trip! Hopefully everyone had made some new friends, had some 

fun, seen what the club has to offer and given those new to it the ‘tramping bug’. That’s the point of 

the whole crazy exercise after all! 

 

Note: Those views expressed by the editor, particularly those pertaining to promoting the spread of 

infectious diseases, are not representative of those held by the Otago University Tramping Club.  

 

Paradise Quotes! 

 

Fliss Speight (Sheltering a candle): “And it seems to me, you lived your life like a candle in the 

wind… DIE, Diana, DIE!” (Suddenly bludgeons the candle with a butter knife in a burst of 

violence)  

 

Maheen: “I have an extremely dextrous tongue” 

Paul D (curiosity aroused): “Really?” 

Maheen: “You’re dodgy.” 
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Photo Credits: 

Top: Vegard Bakke 

Left: Paul Dowden 

Right: Steve Catty 

Bottom: Eve Corpeleijn 
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Falls Creek, Fiordland Weekend  

by Jeni Martin 

 

Party Members: Jeni Martin, Hamish Elliott, Leigh Marshall and Giana Rivera 

 

Extensive research on this track concluded that NO OUTC MEMBER had been up there before!  

Which is surprising, considering it’s a well-marked track, into a very pretty spot, and right in the 

heart of OUTC-does-Fiordland country. 

 

So with Hamish and I keen on something pretty cool and relatively exciting, but not too arduous, 

we thought we’d check it out.   

 

Friday night we camped at Lake Marian carpark, with Jake’s crew who were heading up to Marian 

for the weekend.  Saturday morning we walked along the Milford Road for a kilometre past the 

Hollyford turnoff (takes about 1/2 an hour) and got to the bridge over Falls Creek.  The pretty 

impressive Falls Creek waterfall thunders down right by the bridge, and the Milford Road tourist 

traffic stops in the middle of the bridge for  people to ooh and ahh at it.  There’s a tiny wee carpark 

right beside the bridge, with the Falls Creek track starting there, but not really anywhere to camp, so 

you’re better off camping at the Hollyford road junction or at Lake Marian carpark. 

 

10 minutes up the track you reach a lookout over an even more impressive waterfall above the one 

you can see from the road.  The spray reaches right into the forest.  You can do your own oohing 

and ahhing at it and capture lots of angles on film.  Carry on up for about another hour and the track 

starts to turn towards the right and follow the river up into the valley.  Contrary to the opinion of 

Moirs and the topo map, the track does not cross the river, but carries on along the true right until 

you reach a big swamp in about 3-4 hours from the road.  The track ends there.   

 

Moirs suggests that from the swamp you avoid “some unpleasant” scrub and go down to the river, 

and follow the riverbed up to where the moraine wall meets it. There you’ll find a cosy 3 person 

bivvy and an additional 1 person out-rock bivvy on the non-river side of the moraine.  If you’re 

Above: After disposing of Jeni’s body in the bushes, 

Giana, Hamish and Leigh posed for a photo 

 

Left: An unfortunate Leigh and her spilled nuts 

Photos by Jeni Martin 
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quick moving up riverbeds, and the river isn’t high, then this would be the way to go, but it took us 

2 hours.  The next day, the river was up from the rain overnight.  I had a cunning feeling that what 

we could see on the other side of the scrub was the top of the big swamp, so we took a punt and 

bashed through it.  It only took about 3/4 an hour to get back to the start of the track this way - so 

either way is possible, depending on whether you enjoy muntering through head high scrub or 

whether you have to because of the weather. 

 

It’s a really steep sided valley, and would be worth a wander up to the head if you had extra time.  

From our bivvy spot, straight below a peak (called Condolence or Commiseration or Desolation or 

something!) you have a splendid view of Pyramid, and Ngatimamoe, and the glaciers at the head of 

the valley.  Pyramid is very impressive at sunset. There is apparently a bigger 5 person cave / bivvy 

up amongst the bluffs at the head of the valley. I reckon you could cross over the side of the valley 

beside Depression Peak or whatever it’s called, and go down into Mistake Creek, for a loop trip 

weekend, or an extended U Pass trip.  “Cosy” was the word for the 3 person bivvy, but it kept 2 of 

us dry and the other 1 mostly dry.  The out-bivvy was realistically sized for one!  There’s nowhere 

really to put up a fly near the bivvies though, so accommodation is limited to 3-4, unless you 

checked out the upper biv or there was somewhere else to put up flies further up the valley.   The 

head of the valley and the foots of the glaciers must only be less than an hour from where we 

stayed. 

 

The next day, with all the rain overnight, there were lots of superb waterfalls flowing down the 

steep sides, and pretty rainbows - it was all very scenic.  The good thing about this trip is that there 

is no compulsory river crossing - so it’s a great option even if the weather is shite, and it would be a 

lovely winter weekend trip.  So next Fiordland trip, go somewhere you’ve never been before! 
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18 Do U-Pass, Fiordland Weekend 

By Jo Prince 

 

Having decided to co-lead U-Pass (Up), Emerson and I went along to the pre-meet hoping to gather 

a few more keen people. However, after John Williams’ slides of our proposed route, we were 

inundated with people wanting to come along too. Not wanting to turn anyone away we enlisted the 

aid of another leader, Sarah. This we figured meant we could safely take a few more people. We 

stopped people signing up at 15 – that worked out at one leader to 5 people, a pretty good ratio 

according to OSH, with 18 people in total. There were a few disapproving looks heading our way, 

but we were too busy meeting everybody to notice them. 

 

On the Friday night we piled out of the bus along with Paul and John’s U-Pass (down) trip and 

settled ourselves into the layby at the start of the track. The next morning we faced the first 

challenge of having 18 people in one party – getting everybody up, fed and ready to go before it 

was time to go to bed again. Having overcome that, we came across the Eglington 3-wire bridge, a 

first for many, so travel wasn’t fast especially with 18 people. If we’d known what lay ahead we 

would have walked right through the river, for within a few minutes the track turned into a full 

flowing stream and everybody soon had wet feet. 

 

As we walked along the group split up into three smaller groups, making travel a lot faster. We 

enjoyed a lovely lunch in the sun, accompanied by Em on his guitar, which he had so gently 

transported for us. We followed the river up to the waterfall face, where we watched a STC group 

come down and then decided to go a much nicer looking way. We split up into three groups with 

Warrick and Megan giving us a hand to ensure that everyone was safe and happy. 

 

 
       Jo Prince 

18 at U-Pass: Isaac, Colin, Patrick, Megan, Sara, Rochelle, Maralene, Jo, Sarah, Warrick, Peter, 

Alistair, Andrew, Aleisha, Catherine, Marthe and Rose. (Phew!) 
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It wasn’t long before we were talking to the U-Pass (down) group and setting up camp in 

ridiculously strong winds. Then the mission of cooking for 18 people began. A big thankyou to the 

vegetable choppers who did an excellent job – without you we may never have eaten. We had three 

stoves going, the veges would be partially stir fried on one stove then handed over to Emerson for 

some more cooking. At some point along the way, we managed to cook a large amount of pasta as 

well. Sarah made a legend job of creating three peach pies, a personal record apparently! 

 

At some point during the evening we experienced our only mishap for the trip, when Megan 

returned from getting water to tell us she’d had a little fall. We bundled her up in a sleeping bag, 

dosed her on rescue remedy and fed her up on lollies. Initial assessment showed no major injuries 

but the likelihood of a very sore arse. 

 

On the advice of some of the other party leaders camping below U-Pass, we decided to move our 

flys from the dry riverbeds (thanks guys!) The next morning we were glad for this, as the dry 

riverbed had knee-deep water in it, which wouldn’t have been for a peaceful night’s sleep. The rain 

was easing off as we tried to get everybody up and moving and we were treated to a beautiful 

rainbow over U-Pass. We headed over the pass in dribs and drabs and regrouped for lunch on the 

other side. The pass was very windy, but the sun had pushed away the rain clouds and we had blue 

skies for the rest of the day. We all moved down the valley at our own pace, which wasn’t very fast 

if you have a very sore arse! 

 

Eventually we reached the carpark to find the bus waiting for quite a while- not that it made much 

difference, because not long into our journey home, we were halted as the bus burst two tyres. 

Everyone managed to amuse themselves as the tyre issue slowly sorted itself out and we finally 

arrived back in Dunedin around 12:30am. A trip to A and E proved no compressed spine, no broken 

tailbone, but confirmed what we’d guessed that Megan would have a very, very sore arse for quite a 

while! 

 

 

 
 

 

Jo Prince: “Lucy has a fun tongue.” 

 

Vanessa (Works at Clubs & Socs counter): “I’m Generation X and all I remember is Scooby Doo.” 

 

Steve Catty said of Camilla and her ‘time-flies’ costume: “She’s faster on her back than she is on 

her front.”     
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Routeburn/Deadmans, Fiordland Weekend 

By Judy Ormandy 

 

Party Members: Judy (leader), Eve, Anja, Courteney 

 

My speech at the Fiordland pre-meet was sufficiently inspiring to attract 3 other unsuspecting 

punters onto a cruisy mission along the Routeburn.  I had been assured that going down the 

ominously named Deadman’s trail would be an easy trip. 

 

About half an hour above the Divide on Saturday morning we met a group of Japanese guided 

walkers.  Conversation went as follows: 

 

Guide: “Are you going towards Queenstown?” 

Me: “Oh, no . . .” 

Guide: “You are going along Greenstone Caples?” 

Me: “No, we’re going to go down Deadman’s” 

Guide: “DEADMANS?!?!? [Turns to guided walkers] Dedumans turaku was . . .[outburst of rapid-

fire Japanese]” 

Guided walkers: “ooh, aah” (as they stared at us in amazement, or maybe they just thought we were 

crazy) 

 

We made it up to Key Summit to views of clouds and occasional views of mountains. 

The walk towards Earland Falls and lunch was uneventful except for a meeting with trampers going 

in the opposite direction: 

 

Them: “You’re doing the whole Routeburn?” 

Me: “No, we’re going down Deadman’s” 

Them: “oh, gosh, wow.  Well good luck.” 

And so it was that some thoughts of trepidation entered my mind. 

 

The forecast rain held off and some of the clouds cleared for spectacular views of the mountains.  

We found a secluded campsite at the end of Lake Mackenzie.  It was concluded that the lake was 

better suited as a fridge than a swimming spot, so the wine was duly chilled, the dessert set and an 

awesome meal was cooked.  Courteney’s mug had broken so she did a great wino impersonation, 

drinking wine from the bottle.  She’d only just joined OUTC but knew enough to look concerned 

when we mentioned Antics and took out cameras to record the moment. (Damn straight –Ed.) 

 

We’d spent most of the day waiting for the front to arrive and wind and rain arrived that evening.  I 

was warm and dry in my tent (Thanks Macpac!) but the wind kept me awake, almost blowing the 

tent sideways.  By some miracle (or Eve’s superior fly putting-up skills) Eve and Anja stayed dry 

under the fly although Eve woke up to a “cushion of water” above her head and the fly did require 

some first aid to be performed on it during the night. 

 

It was still raining first thing in the morning and we awoke to lots of waterfalls.  We wandered 

round to MacKenzie Hut and had a yarn to the hut warden: 

 

Me: “Does Deadman’s track get dodgy when it’s wet?” 

Warden: “no, no more dodgy than normal”. 

And the thoughts of trepidation remained in my mind. 
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The rain cleared and we had an awesome walk up towards Harris Saddle.  Great views, great 

weather, sounds clichéd but what else could we want?  We arrived at the Deadmans turnoff just 

before midday and hit a wee snag.  I’d asked Paul how long it would take to get down Deadman’s 

and he’d replied several hours.  I’d mistakenly interpreted this as meaning it would take about 2 

hours to get down, and Paul knew what he was talking about.  What Paul actually meant was that 

he’d never been down Deadman’s and “several hours” meant anything from 1 – 7 hours.  Which left 

us at the top of Deadman’s at midday, due out at 2pm, and a sign saying “5 hours”.  And so there 

was some cursing of Paul. 

 

We tripped, stumbled and slid down towards the Hollyford Road.  Courteney kindly left us a nice 

trail of bits of her bedroll to follow down the track.  Thankfully, she never hurt herself in any of her 

falls (and some of them were pretty impressive), but then again, I’d pretend I was uninjured if my 

only option was being tended to by an incompetent 5th year med student!  I didn’t want Courteney 

to feel all alone in her falls, so being the caring, sharing person I am, I flung myself off a bank as 

well (just to make her feel better), almost taking out Anja in the process.  Group bonding and all 

that. 

 

Well we made it down.  We survived killer plants, a very steep track (where it hadn’t slipped away) 

and a drought (we ran out of water!)  And we were only 1 1/2 hours late out, not to mention being 

the last group out. 

 

It was an uneventful trip back to Dunners (i.e. no flat tyres – hope everyone else enjoyed the wait!) 

with a stop at Gore for some of Sandra’s mum’s legendary chocolate cake. 

Trip Quotes: 

Eve [on Paul Dowden]: “I don’t understand his accent, I don’t understand his sentences and I 

don’t understand his jokes.” 

 

Katie: “Could we jump a bus?” 

 

 

     Steve Catty 

Meanwhile, in another part of Fiordland, Steve and Craig engage in a duel of honour over who gets 

the last piece of chocolate. 
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Lake Erskine Mission 

by Danilo Hegg 

 

Every time I open a map I start dreaming. I become smaller and smaller, the contour lines turn into 

mountains and valleys around me while water fills all the blue areas, and before I even realize it, I 

find myself walking in a virtual reality, exploring wide wilderness areas without even moving my 

legs.  

 

Not even 'walking' a few hundred kilometers across the valleys of Fiordland makes me tired; 

afterwards I still have enough energy to open Moir's guidebook and read all about the wilderness I 

just 'explored'.  After reading what other people have done I finally lose half of the excitement. 

But when I looked for a route to Lake Erskine, I found out that in Moir's the lake is not even 

mentioned. This is when I started getting really excited about it – this is the place where I want to 

go! On the map, it's just a blue rectangle 2cm x 1cm, surrounded on all the sides by brown lines so 

close to each other, sometimes they seem to converge into one single line. It appears at once that the 

lake must be surrounded by steep mountains, while the outflow leaps down a big step creating the 

Bowmar Falls. Still, it looks like there are a couple of possible routes leading to the lake. So, this is 

how I found myself walking again on map D41, first to U-Pass, then up to a glacier, over the South 

ridge of Flat Top Peak, and finally down to Lake Erskine. Only a few centimeters, but with quite a 

few question marks. 

 

I tried to find some more information about the route. The Darrans guidebook says that Flat Top 

Peak is climbed along its southern ridge from Mistake Creek, dropping on the Lake Erskine side to 

avoid a deep cleft. As usual there is no waste of words in that book, so it didn't really tell me much 

more compared to what I knew already.  

 

John Williams proved to be a more valuable source of information. In fact when he walked over U-

Pass he did a side trip to the South ridge of Flat Top Peak, just above the glacier. This was his route 

description: "Oh, it's really, really easy. I went straight up in front of U-Pass. It's all solid granite. 

It's so easy, I just went straight up, I was wearing tevas". This sounded quite encouraging to me, 

even though John couldn't remember seeing Lake Erskine, nor could he recall seeing any obvious 

route to go down on the other side of the ridge. 

 

Part I – OUTC trip to Fiordland, 18/19 March 2000 

 

Party members: Aaron Whitehead, Shelley Graham, Tim Lancaster, Danilo Hegg 

 

The big Fiordland trip was a great chance to advertise this mission and recruit a few keen people. 

But it is also a trip that allows little flexibility: when you get a bad weather forecast, it's too late to 

change your mind and go somewhere else. So, despite having a crew that could have hardly been 

any better, by the time we left Dunedin I knew already we wouldn't get to Lake Erskine. To go over 

the mountains we needed two days of good weather, and this is not what the forecast looked like. 

We still decided to explore the route as far as possible, hopefully getting to some place from where 

we could at least see the lake. 

 

Our trip started by crossing the three wire bridge over the Eglinton River by night – a bridge that is 

pretty much useless after the floods of last November, since only half of the river flows underneath 

it, while the other half flows on the track. We continued up Mistake Creek; at the bush edge we 

were greeted by some awesome views on the impressive faces of Flat Top Peak, Pyramid Peak and 

Ngatimamoe. The weather was great, but we could already see some cloud coming over the ridges. 
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Not much later we were at the bottom of the U-Pass waterfall. While Moir's guidebook describes a 

route on the true right, we went up on the true left: it's a more direct route, and to me it looks easier, 

too. We picked a gully on the far right (looking up the river), then traversed towards the waterfall 

on a huge ledge above the first step of bluffs, and walked out just next to the creek to avoid the 

second step.  

 

I don't know how it works, but when I started climbing up the gully, all of a sudden my pack 

doubled its weight… Still, the waterfall was a piece of cake, and we got to the top for an early 

lunch. We also decided to camp here, and dropped most of our gear. 

 

We continued across the river-flats for a few minutes, then we walked up an easy gully just in front 

of U-Pass; the gully is the very obvious extension of the geological fault line going through Glade 

Pass and U-Pass. About half way up the gully we took an obvious tussock ledge going out on the 

left, then went up ledges and easy scree, regaining the ridge on our right where the slope lays back. 

The glacier wasn't a problem, either – it has a very gentle slope, and all the crevasses were very well 

visible. There were quite a few of them though, and some were pretty big – in early season, when 

the glacier is still covered with snow, it would be a very good idea to rope up. Tim had never been 

on a glacier before, and found it pretty exciting.  

 

At the top of the glacier we reached the ridge dividing the two branches of Mistake Creek. From 

there we had an awesome view on the faces of Flat Top Peak and Ngatimamoe, straight in front of 

us, and on the small lake at the head of Mistake Creek, way below us. Far away we could see Lake 

Te Anau.  

 

It would have been still about one hundred meters climbing to the South Ridge of Flat Top Peak, 

but it looked pretty steep and chossy, and the weather was definitely coming in, so we decided to go 

back. We didn't even get to see Lake Erskine, but our intended route looked feasible at least! We 

were back at the camping ground at 4 PM, and none of the two groups going over U-Pass was there 

yet. 

 

It wasn't long though before Paul and John arrived with their group from Hut Creek over U-Pass; 

they decided to go down the waterfall at once, before it started raining, and camped further down in 

Mistake Creek. Good decision Paul, very good decision! An hour later or so we saw Emerson 

coming up the waterfall, followed by his huge group of eighteen, with Jo leading the back. I mean, I 

wouldn't have been able to recognize Emerson from so far away, but nobody else would carry a 

guitar up the waterfall of U-Pass! Later we were joined by Tavis and his group, too – they were 

supposed to go over Glade and Door Pass, but changed their mind because of the cloud that was 

menacing to send down some rain. When the night fell, the camping ground was pretty crowded!  

Our dinner was miserable – Aaron had a cooker, but he forgot the gas bottles; I had another cooker, 

but it was not working properly, so we didn't even manage boiling the water; it took us an hour to 

soften our pasta into a lukewarm soup, it tasted like… well, I better not write that word. It's true that 

when you are hungry you eat anything, but I think I've eaten better than that… Jo offered me some 

apricot pie later, oh that was nice! 

 

In the meantime, in Emerson's and Jo's group there were all sort of things going on: Emerson was 

playing the guitar; the American Sarah was cooking very nicely, the Swedish Sara disappeared in 

the bush with Big Alistair; Megan tried to commit suicide while filling a billy with water… When it 

finally started raining, Emerson and Jo moved their tent-flies from the dry creek where they 

originally put them onto some higher ground with bumpy tussock, thus depriving their group of the 

exciting experience of sleeping in a water-bed. The next morning, that dry creek had knee-deep 

water in it! 

 

After a night of steady rain, we awakened underneath an amazing rainbow shining above U-Pass. It 

was really big and bright, and it stayed there one and a half hours. We walked out slowly over U-
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Pass and down Hut Creek, with the weather improving and giving us a wonderful afternoon, which 

was spent playing and swimming in the Eglinton River. On the way out we were overtaken by 

Tavis, who ran from the camping ground to the car-park in two and a half hours, leaving his group 

two hours behind. Sure, this is how every good trip-leader should behave! Non was co-leading the 

trip though, and he took care of the group. 

 

 
            Danilo Hegg 

Shelley and Aaron: thwarted! 

 

At 4.30pm everybody was sitting in the bus. Wow, we will be back in Dunedin quite early! Yeah, 

right, that was around 1am… Our bus got two flat tires near Te Anau Downs; we spent two hours 

on the side of the road playing frisbee and touch rugby before Bill came back with the other bus and 

drove us to Te Anau, where we waited again for ages before the spare tires arrived from Gore… 

 

We all enjoyed the trip a lot, sure, but our mission failed – not only didn't we get to Lake Erskine, 

but we didn't even see it. I was quite confident that the trip was feasible in a weekend though, and 

decided to go back the first weekend of good weather. I wouldn't have to wait long… 

 

Part II – A week later 

Party members: Julie Hagen, Willie Dunlop, Danilo Hegg 

 

The following weekend, the weather forecast announced some fantastic weather in Fiordland. Two 

weekends in a row in the same place might sound not too exciting to somebody, but I was really 

determined to complete my mission. I easily convinced Julie and Willie to come with me, and once 

more on Friday night we headed towards Fiordland. When we arrived at the Earl Mountains car 

park, I was surprised to see I was not the only one to be in love with Mistake Creek. Sara (the 

American one) was back, too; she had lost her hat the weekend before and she wanted to look for it. 

Unluckily she couldn't find it. But Sara, if you lose your hat in Mistake Creek, and it rains 

afterwards, you should go and look for it in the ocean! 

 

Willie was surprised when he saw I only had a 100 g sleeping bag. "You really trust the weather", 

he told me. He was shocked when he found out that I had left at home my pack-liner, too. Oh well, 

my pack was heavy enough, and I thought I really didn't need to carry any useless items. I should 

have left the rain-jacket at home, too. I really had a good feeling, a strong feeling that this time 

everything would go well… 

 

We left the car park at 6AM, crossing the three-wire bridge in the darkness, again. Why I bothered 

walking on that bridge when I knew I would be in knee-deep water two minutes later, I don't know. 
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When we got to the bush line we had no views at all. A thick layer of cloud was hanging above the 

valley at low altitude, everything looked grey and dark, pretty depressing I would say. At the 

bottom of the waterfall things looked even better: we were in the cloud, we couldn't see anything at 

all, and above all we couldn't see the gully we had to climb. I felt disoriented, I tried to navigate by 

heart, just going in the same direction I thought we had gone the week before, and indeed I was 

lucky, I picked the right gully at once. Only everything was wet now, wet rocks covered with wet 

moss, wet snow-grass, mud… I was climbing this waterfall for the third time, and I really felt like I 

had never done it before. I remembered it being so much easier! 

 

At 10.30AM we were at the top of the waterfall; we carried on following the same route I had gone 

with Aaron, Shelley and Tim. About fifty meters up the gully we broke through the cloud. The sky 

above us was blue, perfectly clear, and in front of us was the huge U of U-Pass, well above the 

carpet of cloud covering the valleys either side of the pass. With such a beautiful light, it was 

simply magic. 

 

We reached the glacier at noon, and had a quick lunch before wearing the crampons. Julie needed a 

snowcraft course – that was done in two minutes, covering everything (well, almost) apart from 

self-arresting. Oh yes, just don't fall, it's all ice so self-arresting wouldn't work, anyway… 

 

The jump over the schrund at the top of the glacier was a wee bit dodgy; the good thing is we could 

see how dodgy it really was only after we had done it, not before. So here we were again, at the top 

of the glacier. Only this time the weather was perfect, and nothing was going to put us off. The 

section above us looked kind of steep; it was pretty exposed, too. Nothing difficult, but I always 

think if I carry a rope it's not to make my pack heavier, but to use it, and so we did. A fall would 

have ended a long way down. It was only the first twenty meters though, then it didn't look so steep 

any more, so the rope went back into the pack, and became a useless weight again. We scrambled 

up the gut just right of the ridge, moving back to the ridge from time to time, just going wherever it 

looked easier. 

 

I had to think of John Williams' words: "It's all solid granite". I think this quote deserves a few 

explanations. Many people say John is old. But not many people know that this is true also from a 

geologist's point of view. In fact, since John has last been there, the granite has undergone some 

transformations at high temperature and pressure, and has turned into gneiss. Whether it can be 

considered solid or not, I guess it all depends on the scale: it's a big pile of solid stones, their size 

varying between a cherry and a pumpkin, but on the whole, oh well, let's change topic… 

 

The gut we climbed apparently doesn't have a name; I really think it deserves one, so I decided to 

call it 'The Choss Gut'. I don't have much imagination, I know, but I really can't think of any better 

name. Anyway, after carefully scrambling to the top of the Choss Gut, we reached the South Ridge 

of Flat Top Peak, about ten meters North of the point were it is joined by the ridge dividing the two 

branches of Mistake Creek. The view from there was terrific: the beautiful summit pyramid of Flat 

Top Peak, Lake Erskine (finally!), Lake Te Anau, and lots and lots of mountains. 

 

We followed the main ridge South, to the pass just NorthEast of noname 1978. It was mostly 

walking on low-angled slabs of reasonably solid rock, with a few exposed sections, and one short 

abseil into the gap dividing a small gendarme from the ridge, and further down a step at the foot of 

the gendarme itself. We would have to climb up that step again, that looked interesting! 

 

From the pass, we dropped fifty meters or so on lose stones, then traversed a long way on more 

choss and big boulders, until we reached the obvious spur leading straight down to the outlet of 

Lake Erskine. We walked down the spur following easy ledges across the bluffs in the lower 

section, and after jumping over the lake's outflow we reached a great campsite on the shore of the 

lake, just fifty meters past the outlet. We got there at sunset, with the big wall of Mt. Charlton 

coloured in red. I was so, so happy we had done it! 
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That place is marvelous! The lake is surrounded by big mountains on two sides and by a low ridge 

on the third one; there is no way you can walk around it, unless you want to try a multi-pitch 

traverse on vertical rocks a few meters above the water. The lake itself fills a rock basin. There are 

no sediments on the bottom, and there is no vegetation, either; this makes the water crystal clear, 

and we could see the rocks on the bottom really well, even where the water was several meters 

deep. Our campsite was a narrow strip of tussock between the water and the big step dropping into 

the Neal Burn; we had great views down into the valley and of the massive face of Mt. Charlton in 

front of us. 

 

At dusk, putting up Julie's tent… CRACK! One of the tent-poles broke in three pieces. S@*t! It's 

true though, with duct tape you can fix everything! We had our dinner, a more than decent one, then 

went for a well-deserved sleep. 

 

The next day, we didn't leave before eight. We were too tired for an early start, and it would have 

been a shame to leave such a beautiful place in the darkness, anyway.  

 

We followed our steps back to the pass NorthEast of noname 1978, and carried on along the ridge. 

We roped up at the foot of the gendarme where we had abseiled the day before, then I climbed 

straight to the top of the gendarme. It was not the way we had come the day before, but it was easy, 

even though the exposure made it exciting. I accidentally kicked a stone, it fell off the ridge… 

silence… silence … a weak PLONK! far away, just to tell us that it had gone all the way down to 

the glacier without ever touching the rocks – that place is exposed! From the top of the gendarme I 

looked down on the other side. That was going to be a freaky abseil! I belayed up Willie and Julie, 

then I told Julie to abseil down to the ridge on the other side. She looked down, then she started 

looking very unhappy. The top of the gendarme was small and exposed indeed, and there was no 

comfortable place there to stand while setting up an abseil. 

 

"Just put your weight on the rope and go down!" 

It took her ages to decide. 

"OK, tell my mom and my dad that I love them!" 

Then she finally lowered herself. Willie changed his mood when his turn came, too. 

"But this sling looks dodgy, indeed!" 

 

Well, it looked dodgy, but it was not. It was ages again before Willie went down, then I prepared 

myself. I had just let all my weight go on the Fig8, when I heard Willie and Julie screaming: "You 

can't go down, you can't go down!" What the hell is going on? Willie had left his Fig8 halfway up 

the rope, tied with a huge knot. I don't know how he did that, the rope was obviously stretched 

under his weight, now I had to pull myself up again on that 50cm by 50cm top of the gendarme, pull 

the rope up, take the Fig8 off the rope, prepare the abseil again, and then let myself go for the 

second time. Is that how it works Willie, the start of that abseil was so exciting, you thought I had to 

do it twice? 

 

Going down the Choss Gut took us ages. We had to climb down one at a time, I did most of it 

sitting on my butt, maybe because on that choss having five points of contact with the rock is safer 

than four. There was really nothing difficult up there, but we still had to be very careful, as we 

didn't want to be killed by a solid gneiss coconut.  

 

We had a late lunch at the bottom of the glacier. I started packing, I put the rope into my pack … 

BRRRRUUUM … an airplane flew over our head. I didn't show the pilot my medium finger, he 

wouldn't be able to see it anyway. I packed the harness … BRRRRUUUM …BRRRRUUUM … 

another two planes flew low over hour heads. Time to sort the food out … BRRRRUUUM … 

again! We are in a National Park, are all these bloody aviators supposed to come here and make so 

much noise? Willie said they are only allowed to fly at a certain time during the day. I guess he is 
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right, but apparently there is no limit about numbers. 22 planes followed in about three quarters of 

an hour; some of them were alone, some were in couples, once it was four all together. Most of 

them were flying at about 2000 meters of altitude, some kept much lower, flying well below the 

summit of Triangle. 

 

In the river-flats underneath U-Pass, Julie was limping and was walking slowly. Her ankle was 

swollen and she was in pain, I thought we would have to camp somewhere. But Julie showed how 

tough she is – she said she would make it to the car park anyway, and she kept walking.  

 

We reached U-Pass at five in the afternoon, and were caught by darkness in Hut Creek, just above 

the bush line. Again, I was really happy I had been there just a week before. Otherwise I would 

have never found the start of the track into the bush. From there on it was very slow going, often 

having to look for the markers with our headlamps, but at nine thirty we made it back to the car. 

 

On the whole, this was an excellent trip. Challenging but not too difficult, with a great variety of 

landscapes and some awesome views, getting to a lake that is a jewel hidden among the mountains. 

And with two great companions. Some people might find in this story a route description for one of 

the best weekend trips from the Milford Road. Some other people will hopefully get a message – 

Fiordland is a place where you can still let your imagination run free, and invent your own trips and 

your own missions. Somebody has done them before, but you'll never know who and when. Some 

other people might be interested in reading the next paragraph. 

 

There is a challenge for the future 

Lake Erskine is surrounded by vertical bluffs. There is no way you can walk around it. The route we 

did is definitely a good route to get there; it leads to the outlet, where there is an excellent campsite. 

At the head of the lake, there is a scree chute leading into the valley between noname 1984 and 

Pyramid Peak. A scree ramp connects the chute to a broad ledge sidling underneath noname 1984 

and to the pass 1822 East of Mt. Charlton, at the head of Falls Creek. All the snowfields reported on 

map D41 have disappeared. I'm quite sure this route from the pass 1822 to the head of the lake is 

easy, probably easier than the route we came down. I could see it entirely, and after scanning it with 

a binocular I couldn't see any apparent obstacles. 

 

It might be possible to reach the pass 

1822 from Falls Creek, sidling high on 

ledges underneath Ngatimamoe and even 

higher underneath Pyramid Peak. Maybe 

it's feasible, maybe not. Somebody 

should go and have a look! 

 

If the route in Falls Creek is feasible, 

connecting Falls Creek and Mistake 

Creek by aquanauting over Lake Erskine 

would be an excellent three to four day 

mission. If you want to go for it, check 

the size of your nuts first, and make sure 

that they are big enough. The Choss Gut 

and the ridge down to the pass NE of 

noname 1978 doesn't make it an easy 

packing route. 

 

Willie, after a freaky abseil off a gendarme on the Lake Erskine trip: 

"I don't need a rope any more to climb up there. I've run out of fear" (What a man! –Ed.) 

Danilo Hegg 

Action heroes Danilo, Willie and Julie at Erskine 
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Obit of a ‘79 Honda 

By Stephen France 

December 30 1999: A damn hot day fading into a pleasant 

evening. Just come back from an aborted Sefton mission 

courtesy of Welcome flat. Swelter in Shelley’s new 

Toyota over the Haast and down to a farm near Luggate 

to drive the rest of the way home in the trusty Honda in 

order to hit the town for Y2K. Throw my gear in and turn 

the key. No go. Sure there’s juice in the battery but the 

engine was being uncharacteristically obstinate. A call to 

the AA and a two-hour wait revived it but this was sadly a 

short interlude. The blue smoke and then white smoke 

began in short order and the diagnosis the next day was 

terminal – the rings and carburettor were gone. 
 

It was a classic vehicle all round. 2 doors and a hatch that 

wouldn’t stay up, it was an integral part of many fine 

tramping missions, especially for the unfortunate bastards 

who endured the back seat. It was a great way of character building for a hard core mission as it 

reflected the outside temperature all too well and it wasn’t uncommon to find the windscreen icing 

up on the inside due to the lack of a working heater. The stereo needed two hands, concentration 

and a pair of pliers to work properly. 

 

Some notable moments: 

• Breaking the windscreen between Alex and Roxburgh and driving the rest of the way home at 

100 km+ without one. December 1996 

• Getting to nearly 25-Mile creek up the Rees in it. And later finding a hole in the bottom of the 

car with schist embedded under the floor carpet. July 1997. 

• Racing Danilo back from Arthur’s Pass in it and getting beaten, even though his car was half 

full of water after the Taipo excursion. June 1998 and July 1999 

• Getting stung by a bee twice while driving it. January 1994 and December 1999. 

• Having to use it to fetch water 4 km from Homer Hut when the water tanks ran out and having 

to accommodate 3 huge chilly bins belonging to Paul Prince on the way home. January 1999 

• Driving to Arthur’s Pass with Andy the American and finding a distinct lack of motivation to do 

anything during a storm and so we just kept driving. Andy was paying for the gas - and we 

ended up doing over 2100 km in a weekend seeing Dunedin, Christchurch, Arthur’s Pass, St 

Arnaud, Westport, Arthur’s Pass again, Haast, Wanaka and Middlemarch. And the whole time it 

rained. May 1999 

• One of most classic moments was coming back from the Matukituki with Emerson one very hot 

December afternoon in 1998. Driving on the Tarras side of Lake Dunstan, windows down, no 

traffic, Speedo on about 120, and John Denver on tape, it almost made the pain of sunburn on 

90% of our bodies recede. (N.B. sunbathing for extended periods at 2500 metres on snow in 

midsummer isn’t a good idea eh, Emerson) 

• And so, in March 2000, after 21 years, 340 000 km (including 120 000 in 1997 –9),  a legend 

begins. To all the people who endured it, Emerson, Paul P, Hugh, Tom, Megan, Annushka, 

Felicity S, Felicity W, Aaron, Shelly, Danilo, Shannon, Flavia, Andy, Janet, Dribbly Dave, Rob 

D, Lucy and many others who elude me at the moment, thanks for a great time. Any trip away 

starts from home not from the roadend and great passengers are a must.  

 

This was written in the front seat of the Critic van, Fiordland 2000. 
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The Women’s Trip* 

By Felicity Speight 

 

Periods. Men just don’t get them. And needless to say that wasn’t all many of the guys (and some 

girls) didn’t get this year. The women’s trip was without a doubt the most controversial trip 

organised in 2000.  The arguments against such a trip raged for weeks. Some quit the club in 

disgust, while others were forced to explore and explain why such a trip was wanted, needed, 

necessary even. It seems obvious, but women are fundamentally different to men and therefore its 

reasonable to suppose that some of their needs might be different too.  No shit.  Few question the 

existence of single sex schools for example, but apply the same rationale behind them to 

tramping???? Not a chance, somehow tramping is ‘different’. Differences in all forms were played 

out against a backdrop of hostility this year, at some points threatening to split the club. But the 

clubs theme song *apathy* played on, and nothing worse than a few disjointed noses resulted. 

 

It seems pointless here to record all the details but here’s a brief synopsis anyway.  Some people 

still cant see why the club wanted/needed/should organise a women’s trip, but a small few - namely 

women - could.  When I first joined the club one of the first things that became obvious to me was 

the lack of females.  Sure the records pointed to a near 50/50 gender balance, but the reality of 

women actively participating was a different story. See Antics ‘98 for some speculation on the 

reason why. After that came out some discussion on the topic ensued and it was suggested to me 

that rather than just talking about the issue I do something about it.  (As an interesting aside some of 

the key opponents of the women’s trip were the ones who suggested something be done about the 

lack of female participation in the first place!)  1999 didn’t really see much done about it though. 

On tramps and at meetings and happy hours I was able to gauge the level of interest and slowly 

began peddling the idea of a women’s only trip.  For a million and more reasons it seemed like a 

good idea and the positive response I got from women when I suggested it seemed to further prove 

this. Needless to say the hostile response we got from so many members of the club when this trip 

was later officially put forward as a club trip, came as a complete surprise. 

 

Initially we (the women wanting to organise the trip) were told that it couldn’t happen, it was 

simply discrimination.  For the trip to go ahead we would need a token male. As some of the 

reasons for organizing the trip included encouraging women who might ordinarily be put off from 

tramping  (perhaps due to the perception of excessive bloke-ism) this was met with a mixed 

response.  What we had wanted was a women’s only trip.  It wasn’t just that we wanted to get 

women tramping and keep them tramping it was all the other things that went with it. Tramping 

with women only can so often be a really positive experience. There is an unspoken understanding 

of sorts that crosses all divides, something of which the introduction of a male into the group 

completely alters. It’s something completely indefinable (why am I trying?) yet every woman 

knows it to exist. I call it the ‘x’ factor, and with that ‘y’ chromosome, men will unfortunately, or 

fortunately, never be able to experience it. 

 

Relations in the club however really started to strain after some of the women decided to consult 

with OUSA and the Women’s Rights Officers. It appeared that as many of us had supposed, it 

WASN’T discrimination to hold a women’s only trip, as the guys were free to hold a blokes only 

trip.  What we were told was that it WAS discrimination to be prevented from holding a women’s 

only trip.*  This announcement was met with a roar of disapproval from certain quarters of the club. 

People threatened ‘Human Rights’ action and some even quit the club in disgust.  So why did we 

continue in the face of such blatant opposition? Simply put, it was just further proof for the need of 

                                                 
* Perversely labelled in the club records as the McKellar Trip 

 



 58 

such a trip, and all the opposition only made us more determined than ever to continue. While the 

opinions against the trip had been voiced loud and long and perhaps put some people off the trip, by 

Friday March 17 we had managed to gather a small, undeterred group of individuals together, ready 

to set off for Lake McKellar. 

 

We arrived at the divide shelter in the small hours of Saturday morning after a careful 6-hour drive. 

Sure Craig’s done it in 3, (or was it 2 hours??) but many of the remarks about the drive included 

‘wow, 100kph feels like a safe speed on this trip’, and feeling safe, comfortable and 100% relaxed 

was a theme that continued through out the trip. 

 

Saturday dawned clear and when the suns rays eventually reached us at the divide we were on our 

way.  We were fortunate enough to be graced with the presence of Annushka, a real *Routeburn 

Guide*, and she gladly helped Katie lead the way to Key Summit.  We were kept informed of lots 

of uselessly useful pieces of information by the two that even a Japanese tourist paying $1000 

(compared to our $50) would be glad to know.  (I mean do you know how to sexually arouse 

lichen???) As well as pointing out the habits of the flora and fauna we were advised of some of the 

geographical and geological history of the area.  All in all I have to say it was one of the most 

informative trips I’ve been on. 

 

We lunched north of Lake Howden and then continued on our meanderings, stopping whenever 

anyone felt like it.  A pleasant change from many a tramp! By the time we reached Lake McKellar 

in mid afternoon most of us were about ready to strip off and jump in. So we did. Clothes and 

inhibitions be damned. Relishing the freedom of an absence of males we skinny-dipped and 

sunbathed nude to our hearts content! Ahh the sweet freedom that comes with a women only trip!  I 

had bought an aquanaut, so a bit of boating was in order too and some of us ventured out.  But 

March days are short days so when the sun began to disappear so did we.  Having bought the 

aquanaut this far I decided to use it and merrily rowed my way to the hut.  As the mist slowly 

descended on the lake at dusk everything seemed so peaceful and I was forced to contemplate why 

this trip seemed so harmonious. Was it that the group just clicked or was it something else?  The x-

factor?  Maybe it was the surroundings or the relief of having the trip finally go ahead after such a 

fuss.  Perhaps it was a combination of all of the above.  Whatever it was I didn’t and don’t believe it 

was a one off that can’t be repeated. Far from it, the women’s trip is something that should be 

repeated. Women’s only trips, like equality itself, is something we can’t take for granted, therefore 

we can’t afford to be passive.  Perhaps feminism is dead and equality is an idea that may never 

become a true reality, however trips such as this while not intended as a political stand do serve to 

unite and promote the interests of women, ask any woman on the trip. Whether we were 

*empowered* (and no Paul its not only women that need empowering) is open to conjecture, 

however what can’t be debated is the fact that we were so nearly denied the opportunity to a 

women’s only trip through the club, and therefore denied an opportunity to empowerment or 

otherwise. Far be it for me to turn the club into a political arena in which to fight gender battles on, 

but if we want a trip be it women’s only or men’s only, and it’s not discrimination, where’s the 

problem?  Lets promote tramping in anyway we know how and forget the BS.  The trip DID get 

some women tramping who said they probably wouldn’t have gone otherwise, so in so many ways 

the trip was a success and what more can you want than that?  But I digress. 

 

It would be doing a disservice to our ancient Greek sisters to divulge everything that happened on 

the trip. Women’s only festivals have been occurring for thousands of years and much mystery still 

surrounds the activities partaken of at such times. So in keeping with tradition those of you who 

weren’t there will just have to speculate on much that we talked about and did. 

 

We all had a go at the cooking and boy (or should that be girl) was it fantastic. Despite the loss of a 

billy (or should that be a ‘sally?’ – Ed.) and a cheesecake our bellies were satisfied and we talked 

long into the night.  Eventually those of us not too scared by the stories of the Maori ghost who is 

buried near the hut who likes going for night-time strolls, ventured out to the fly to sleep.  Even 
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with the thought of this ghost roaming near us we managed to sleep soundly until the dawn chorus 

welcoming another beautiful day woke us. 

 

And what a day it was!  Mag’s ankle was okay (‘how did she twist it?’ you may ask) but we kept a 

relaxed pace stopping for lunch in the sunshine at Howden Hut. Once again people went for a dip, 

clothed or otherwise and even ventured skinny tramping!  Some of us wanted to go visit Earland 

Falls whilst others were keen to get back, so a group headed down while another headed up! 

Earland Falls lived up to its reputation as one of the highlights of the Routeburn Track.  Most of us 

went for another swim, and after a short sojourn we returned to the van at the divide. 

 

And that was the women’s trip!  An awful lot has been left out, but we know what happened and I 

won’t sully the memory by telling you all. So then, was it a success, did we achieve our goals?  

Well, we got women tramping who ordinarily said they wouldn’t and we kept them tramping, so 

yes, for that reason and for so many others it was a resounding success.  Whether another women’s 

only trip goes ahead next year only time will tell, but the success of this one suggests that without a 

doubt, it should. 

 

 

 
         Anitra Fraser 

Anitra and Sandra go for a dip in Lake McKellar. 

 

 

Some unrelated (or are they?) quotes  

 

Paul D: “Alister please stop humping my bike.” 

Alister: “Jo's away in Auckland.” 

 

Shelley Graham: “There’s a happy medium between driving between Alex and Dunedin to pick up 

your boyfriend to take him to Mount Cook and kicking him out to sleep under a tree.”  

Paul Prince: “Lets leave the fricking tree out of this.” 
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 Waitutu Onslaught - Port Craig 

By Jake Roos 

 

It was shortly after Fiordland, and general tramping enthusiasm in the Club was set to 

‘uncontrollable’.  I’d been hearing all sorts of good things about the Waitutu Beach Forest. Given 

that the place was going to be developed into a so-called ‘Great Walk’, it seemed like a good time 

for OUTC to go there (specifically, before the huts became $30 per night).  

 

I teamed up with the Italian Stallion, Danilo, who wanted to take some intrepid souls over the 

Hump ridge, while I would wander along to Port Craig, and maybe have a looksee at the Percy Burn 

Viaduct. I enlisted the aid of John, to help handle the big group that rapidly filled up the Green 

Form, and then Brad too, who was going to bring his trusty station wagon. Seventeen people 

including three leaders? Well, it wouldn’t be quite as relaxing as I hoped, but it would be fun. 

We off way down to the deep south, Stopping off in Gore for dinner as usual and then getting 

caught in the coils of sprawling Invercargill after innocently cruising in to fuel up. Flat as a pool 

table, roads so wide that other side is almost over the horizon; Invers is not a town for the 

agoraphobic. Luckily we had a native guide in John to extricate us. 

 

After driving past a number of oddly named yet intriguing signs (examples) on the way west, our 

two vans pulled into happening Tuatapere, and we somehow completely failed to find the DOC 

office, where we were supposed to meet up with Brad and co. After waiting in front of the visitors 

centre for a good long while for them to show up, we powered on to the track ends, the Hump crew 

heading North to the top of Lake Hauroko, and us down to Bluecliffs Beach. 

 

Here’s where we got further spatially confused: At the end of a dodgy road along the top of the 

beach we found the track end, and small bit of ground which couldn’t possibly be the car park. We 

headed up a little further, and lo and behold there was a sign ‘carpark this way’. Encouraged we 

continued, but then saw houses and a sign saying ‘private property.’ Hmmmm. We backtracked a 

bit, and there was a largish bit of flat ground off the side of the road. I issued the ‘this’ll do’ 

command and we stopped and set up flies and tents for the night, which incidently, was cold, clear, 

starry and altogether lovely.  

 

Brad along with Julia, Tama and Bex, showed up later, having got slightly lost on the way to 

Tuatapere, but successfully finding the DOC office and waiting there for us for 40 minutes, chatting 

to some local teenage boys before they moved on. These guys were apparently very talkative and 

also showed off their line dancing moves.  Tuatapere on a Friday night: OUTC passing through 

must be a highlight! John arrived later with Danilo’s groups’ van. We all were settled in around 

1am. 

 

Things look different in the light of morning: the place where we’d camped looked less like the 

right one. But we were on the public side of the private property sign, we were going real soon, how 

much trouble could we get into? (Wait for it…) 

 

“Who’s in charge here?” The words were spoken by a stocky, swani-clad and unsmiling cow cocky, 

who’d walked over to our post-breakfast clean and pack-up.  

“I am”, I squeaked, noticing the large knife in his belt. 

“This is private property” 

“Oh heavens, I’m terribly sorry.” Insert hurried my explanation here: just a mistake, wouldn’t 

knowingly trespass, just leaving now, really sorry, etc.     

The proper carpark was on private land apparently, behind the cocky’s cowshed, and you couldn’t 

camp there. The small spot beside the beach was the right place. D’oh!   
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“Where are you from?” 

“Dunedin” I said vaguely, not wanting to blacken the OUTC’s good name with my unwitting lapse 

of etiquette. 

The cocky seemed to be most upset that we didn’t say hi and check up at the house when we got up. 

I apologised another dozen times, and he finally left. Brad and John parked the vehicles in the right 

spot up the road and we got moving, suitably humbled. 

 

The day was slightly cool and overcast, but generally pretty damn pleasant, as we headed down 

Bluecliffs beach. The clay cliffs were slightly blue-tinged, if you squinted your eyes and used your 

imagination. The tide was out and we could walk on the flat hard sand at the base of a steep ‘dune’ 

of rounded smooth stones, a few metres high, right below the cliffs. 

  

“Can we fill our water bottles here?” someone asked of a small yellow-brown stream coming down 

from the cliffs. 

“Er, no.”  I explained the rule ‘water from creeks in NZ is generally safe’ excludes farm run-off. 

 

Halfway along the beach there was a large footbridge over a river, and on the far side a cluster of 

batches, and a local resident with a Landrover, who offered to take our packs to the far end of the 

beach, since he was heading that way. About half the group gratefully accepted, and why not? We 

made the rest of the way along the beach with no snags, except with getting over a messy pile of 

rocks, branches, tree-trunks and other rubbish where a swollen creek flowed across the beach to the 

sea. We saw the local guy heading back to the batches, having unloaded our packs. I couldn’t be 

sure, but I think he’d made a special trip for us, which was an exceptionally nice thing to do. 

 

Off the beach and up into the bush, we filled up our water bottles at a hut belonging to local jet-boat 

adventure safari thing and tramped on. When the track led us back to the coastline, we found it 

strikingly different. It had small headlands, with varying lengths of beach between them, and 

immediately offshore were chunks of rock covered in lush vegetation, and a rock shelf that formed 

an intermittent wall along the coast, which the surf crashed against, washed over and surged 

between. “Magic, like a mushroom” said Bex. On the simile, I’d have to cross-reference with John 

Williams, but I hadn’t seen anything quite like it before, and it was stunningly pretty. It was a good 

place to have lunch, so we did. Hurried on our way by sandflies, we soon hit a fork in the road at a 

piece of the coast called ‘The Whata’. Of course, at this time of day, one fork was submerged by the 

tide, so as you’d expect, the inland seemed a lot more do-able. 

 

 
        Jake Roos 

In a jumble on Bluecliffs Beach. C’mon John, it isn’t that bad! 
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I went to Stewart Island a few weeks later, so now it doesn’t seem that bad, but the inland track 

around the Whata was mostly thick, sticky clay-mud. The bush was filled with the obscene slurping, 

sucking and squelching sounds of 16 pairs of boots (Bex went barefoot!) trudging through the mud, 

delighted squeals of people from the novelty of it, and the good natured shouts and swear words of 

people who fell over. Luckily the mud wasn’t deep, but I was more or less sold on the virtues of 

gaiters. 

 

On the way through the forest, we encountered the beginnings of the track development to ‘Great 

Walk’ standard: mini-excavators, workmen and their Portacom buildings, that had been choppered 

in and placed in the middle of a large clearing, created by bowling a large patch of native bush with 

chainsaws. Nice one guys. I’ll take mud over chicken-wired boardwalks any day, if it means 

reasonably priced huts, no booking and less mauling of the bush. This wasn’t DOC’s doing. The 

development is a plan hatched by a collective of local interest groups who want more tourist dollars 

into the area, who got the government to force DOC to cooperate. Naturally DOC don’t like this 

one bit. 

 

The track hardened-up and we wandered under the light airy canopy of the beech forest through the 

afternoon before finally emerging at Port Craig Hut at around four-thirty. Bad news: the hut was 

full. While everyone munched biscuits and chocolate, some stratagising took place: we wanted to 

see the Percy Burn Viaduct six kilometres further on, but we didn’t really have time to get there and 

back before dark, and since everyone (myself included) wanted to take the beach route back through 

the Whata at low tide early next morning, there wouldn’t be time tomorrow either. However, there 

was a new hut at Percy Burn, and a group returning to Port Craig for the night from that way said it 

was deserted. Plus, we still had about enough daylight to get there. Hmmmm… 

 

People were tired, but still up to it so we pressed on. The track was along where the old bush 

tramway, that brought logged trees from the surrounding area down to Port Craig, used to run. The 

area was once booming, and Port Craig a little town supported by logging. In fact, the hut at Port 

Craig was formerly a school house. Nothing else remained from that time except the wharf piles, 

and further on, the viaducts. The tramway track had deep, dark cuttings and proceeded through the 

bush ruler straight at only a slight gradient. There was plenty more mud too. It was getting darker, 

and a cases of “are we there yet, Papa Smurf?” started to set in. Thankfully, the track spit us out 

onto a succession of wooden viaducts over deep, wide, wooded gullies, meaning the “Not much 

further my little Smurfs!” response was true, since Percy Burn would be next. Sara gave us a fright 

when she took a spill, aggravating an old injury, but with the chivalrous assistance of Tama taking 

her pack, and some reassurance she continued on okay until, hurrah! We were there!  

 

This hut was built in anticipation of the new track. It wasn’t that big, consisting of one large room 

with 18 bunks around the walls. But it also had hot showers, (though not currently working) and 

power sockets, which meant it would have generator power put on! The extravagance! Given the 

nearby helipad, and its small size and absence of DOC markings, we’d guessed it would be for 

privately booked groups, possibly flown in, and would cost a mint to stay at when the operation was 

up and running. Right now though it was all ours, and people relished removing boots from tired 

feet, sitting down, trading back rubs and generally enjoying the simple things that seem so 

satisfying after a long day tramping. Phil’s boots, borrowed, had given him a hell of a time, and 

blister maintenance was required. After dinner, dessert and Milo, we crashed in anticipation of an 

early start. The tide, inconsiderate cuss that it is, waits for no man, or woman.  

  

We took off early, leaving the hut and tramping on a deadline. Problem was, I was perplexed to 

what that deadline actually was. The DOC guide said take the Bluff low-tide time and add two 

hours, in which case the tide would have turned and be on the way in when we got there. However, 

the info at Port Craig hut had said the Bluff times, and nothing about adding to them, in which case 

we’d have plenty of time. Oh, well, we’d get there fast and then have a look. The day was fantastic: 
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blue sky, sun shining and hardly a breath of wind. Back at the Port Craig hut, I deposited over hut 

tickets, as there wasn’t a box at Percy Burn. 

 

Down at the Whata again, it looked as though the tide had turned, but there was plenty of clear 

space between the surf and the hillside. Not the 60 recommended metres, but… Time for one of 

those stressful decisions again, weighing up what everyone wanted to do (The beach, categorically. 

They’d had enough of the mud), and their safety in the worst possible scenario (Twisted ankles on 

the jumbled rocks, or having to climb up into the bush is the tide caught us. Or both). 

 

Me, after much deliberation: “Oh hell. Alright: we’ll take the beach. But we’re going hard, and no 

stopping until we reach the other end. We’ve got time for a long lunch break to recover afterwards.” 

 

So we set off at a cracking pace, or rather, a variety of cracking paces (Brad and Julia H’s pace, for 

example cracked a lot more than most others). The way was a combination of hard, flat sand and 

eroded and uneven rock, covered in tidal pools and barnacles. It was fun and exciting, racing the 

tide, finding the right combination of safety and speed over the rough terrain. 

 

We were nearing the end with the tide getting uncomfortably close, and the last bit before the end 

and safety was a short rocky point blocking the way. Fran and me, the last two in the group, got our 

boots swamped by a wave washing over the top of the rocks and filling up the space behind, but we 

managed to get up and away from the water before the next one came. Finally, we all were over the 

point and safe on the other side. Everyone was there intact, if a little wet and salty.  

 

I couldn’t quite enjoy it though. Just because everything turns out alright doesn’t mean you made 

the right decision. I knew that the beach route had been a gamble, and inland wouldn’t have been. 

There was no reason things couldn’t have gone drastically wrong, they just didn’t, that’s all. This 

preyed on my mind at the time, and it still does. 

 

We tramped a bit further to a nice beach and plopped down for an extensive lunch break, and some 

keen types like Tama went for a swim. Stewart Island could be seen quite clearly on the horizon. 

We got moving again, with no major hitches except briefly misplacing Katie. Thankfully she 

showed up, coming back from ahead of us just before we set off a search party heading in the other 

direction. At afternoon tea we felt sorry for a guy who we observed herding around a group of about 

10 surly Southlander teens. 

 

 
       Jake Roos 

Fran, Tama and Phoebe racing the tide at the Whata 
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Back down to Bluecliffs beach, and the sky had turned grey and overcast. The tide was right in, but 

we made it fine along the first stretch past the batches and over the bridge. The last leg wasn’t so 

fun though. With the tide in as far as it was, there was only a narrow corridor for us below the cliffs 

and above the surf. Most of the way was trudging with sore feet and tired legs along the tops of the 

stone/pebble ‘dunes’, just a few feet from the waves, fighting the branches and driftwood that 

hampered our progress. The surf charged up the stone pile with a loud roar and sucked back down it 

with a swish accompanied by the sound of rolling stones. If it had been the Rolling Stones, that 

would have been okay, but the continuous sequence of <ssssssiigh> <mmrrrrrrROAAAAAR>, 

<swisssssh>, <rattle rattle rattle> started to get annoying. Well you can’t always get what you want, 

I guess. 

 

Finally, the end was reached at about 5:30pm. Danilo and Co. hadn’t emerged yet, so Yvonne and 

Julia E, bless them, offered to wait, soothing my stressed bunny-ishness that was starting to come 

on. (They turned up about 40 minutes later as it happens) Back to Dunners we went, tired but 

triumphant, John speeding things up by taking some sneaky backroads. We’d walked a respectable 

52 kilometres that weekend, and felt it. We dropped everyone off, including poor Phil, who, 

suffering the effects of his borrowed boots would have him walking funny for days. 

 

Epilogue:  

I wanted to find out how much the Percy Burn Hut cost per night after the trip, and based on that 

was going to decide if I’d pay the difference between that and the hut tickets (being honest is easier 

if only small amounts of money are involved.) I called up Tuatapere DOC pretending I was going to 

Waitutu, rather than saying I’d just been (see, I can be sneaky). 

 

“How much is the Percy Burn hut per night?” 

“Oh, that belongs to the Waitutu Development Trust” the DOC guy said with obvious distaste. 

“They haven’t told us about it. I guess it must be free.”  

“Are you sure?” 

Pause for consideration “Yeah, it’s free. Don’t worry about it.” Obvious satisfaction and a tiny hint 

of malicious glee were in his voice. 

“Okey dokey.” 

 

Morals of the story 

 

• Camp down at the beach at the Waitutu roadend 

• Farmers get up earlier than trampers 

• Carefully consider the cachement area of a creek before you consider drinking it 

• Tide times are Bluff times plus 2 hours, or thereabouts. Check this before you go because 

the info at the hut might be wrong. 

• Safety vs. Adventure: It’s a tough trade-off. With a large group of various abilities, consider 

safety more seriously (Do as I say, not as I do…)  

• Guide information doesn’t say anything about it, but the end of Bluecliffs beach is dodgy at 

high tide. Be warned!  

• Secondhand or borrowed boots may be broken in, but not for your feet.  

• Enjoy Waitutu in its current form while you still can. 
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Waitutu Onslaught - The Hump 

By Judy Ormandy 

 

Party Members: Danilo (leader), Sandra, Judy, Leigh, Peter, Jeremy, Steve, Carsten, Samson 

 

Our mission, should we choose to accept it, was to cross the uninspiringly named “The Hump”.  

Having not been deterred by Danilo’s repeated warnings of “It will be hard”, a vanload of intrepid 

trampers left Clubs and Socs on Friday afternoon bound for the Waitutu area.  Sandra and Steve, 

ably assisted by Jeremy, ensured that, once again on an OUTC trip, the conversation remained in 

the gutter. 

 

Sandra: “some of the best times I’ve had have been by myself.” 

Jeremy: “I’m frequently lashed by women.” 

   “Concubine, porcupine, both the same thing, both kind of prickly.” 

 

Our plans were changed by the weather forecast and it was decided that we would start at the Lake 

Hauroko end, crossing the Hump on the second day. Eight of us crowded under a tentfly, 

sufficiently crammed together to appreciate the various snorers in the group and for Jeremy to 

diagnose Samson with obstructive sleep apnoea. 

 

Saturday dawned fine but cloudy and after a hearty breakfast (plenty of milk to prevent 

osteoporosis), we departed towards Teal Bay Hut.  Being in Fiordland, our boots didn’t stay dry for 

long, but the disadvantages of being short were emphasised when the first river crossing left the 

shortest in the group with wet underwear.  We enjoyed walking along the beach so much we missed 

the track turn off and wandered further than we needed to.  However, the track was located and we 

began the long climb up the ridge.  It made for a long day, tramping up 400m, down 100m, up 

200m, down 100m, up 150m, down 100m, up 100m . . . tiresome to read? Try tramping it!  Some of 

us more shattered than others, we eventually descended to Teal Bay Hut, on the shores of tranquil 

Lake Hauroko, looking forward to a quiet night in the secluded, tranquil hut . . . 

            Danilo Hegg 

On top of The Hump (Back: Carsten, Jeremy, Leigh, Samson, Judy & Peter.  

In front: Sandra & Steve. 
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An unpleasant surprise awaited when we discovered that Teal Bay Hut had been converted into a 

Hunter’s Lair, complete with awning outside, tents, at least 8 kegs, litres and litres of gin, a 

generator, stereo, not to mention 30 odd hunters intent on partying and quite keen on having Sandra, 

Leigh and me as their “dancing girls”.  Needless to say, their invitation was declined, the tent fly 

unrolled and a campsite found on the stony shores of Lake Hauroko. An invigorating swim was had 

in Lake Hauroko with Leigh winning the coveted Nutella jar for staying in the water one minute 20 

seconds longer than anyone else! 

 

After dinner and dessert everyone crashed for the night, aware of a somewhat challenging day 

ahead of us the next day.  About midnight some drunk hunters decided they needed us to liven up 

their party and woke us up.  Finding Danilo unreceptive and ignoring them they proceeded to throw 

stones at him in his bivvy bag.  Danilo’s self-control was admirable – “Please would you leave us 

alone” – as the rest of us lay under the fly thinking of the obscenities we would like to direct at the 

hunters.  And Peter snored through it all. 

 

We were woken in darkness the next morning with our mission over the Hump awaiting us.  No one 

was too keen to get up.  

 

Leigh: “Could someone check it is actually 6:00 and Danilo’s not just tricking us?”  (No such 

luck.)   

Sandra: “I can’t wait till today’s over and I’m in bed tonight.” 

 

It was a grunt up to the Hump, improved by a resounding chorus of “The Muppet Show”, kindly 

provided by Steve, Jeremy and Carsten.  (dedededede, dedededee . . .)  Eight of us made it up to 

1057 m at the top of the Hump, but Steve wasn’t satisfied till he’d made it to 1060 m by sitting on 

top of the trig.  The views of Stewart Island, the Southern Coast and Lake Hauroko were truly 

spectacular and cream eggs definitely go off when you’ve just climbed up 900m. 

 

What goes up must come down so we made it down without getting lost too many times.  Most of 

us were walking a bit stiff by the end, but a great weekend was had by all! 

 

 
          Sandra Shallard 

Lake Hauroko, as seen from the Hump 
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The Catlins (14 -16 April) 

By Sarah Childs 

 

It all started at the Bowler (as these things often do). The recently crutchless Hugh said he wanted 

to go somewhere… so I mentioned that I and Red October (The best Mini in NZ) were also 

possessed of a desire for adventure, and then left the rest of the details up to Hugh. On Thursday, it 

was looking like a quiet group with just Fliss and Fern. By Friday though things had really started 

rolling. As it turned out, thirteen of us made our way down to the Catlins to see what we could see. 

 

My continued kiwi-isation was fostered by a night in the pub at Kaka Point watching rugby with 

Hugh and Neil (Taking kiwi lessons from an Australian and a Brit? Am I the only one who thinks 

this is odd? Ed.), but Otago lost so we had to go to our illegal campsite and bed down. Sign? What 

sign? 

 

The next morning, the ever-intrepid Hugh enticed me to join him for a dip in the ocean and then 

after breakfast pasta, the three of us went down to meet the others. The day started off with a 

rousing game of hacky-sack, showcasing our total ineptitude, so we switched to frisbee. The 

international flavour – and the constant bashing of one another’s homelands – began early on, 

seeing as how we had representatives from Norway (Vegard), Italy (Danilo), Thailand (Non), 

Australia (Hugh), England (Neill) and the U.S (Sarah). Of course there was the Kiwi contingent too 

– Roy, Fliss, Annushka, Fern, Cavey Dave, Craig and the anti-foreigner himself, Bean. 

 

One began to wonder if we were likely to do any tramping at all; the answer being of course, very 

little. Someone wisely suggested that passengers had to switch cars for every journey. So the games 

began and we rolled down to Nugget Point. A lighthouse and some seals later found us on the road 

again, and we explored a disused tunnel – the closest poor Dave was going to get to a cave (or so he 

thought), and undoubtedly some waterfalls as well, not to mention Cannibal Bay for lunch… 

 

Neil: “Never walk between a sea lion and the ocean.” 

Me: “Actually, it looks like they’re more interested in chasing those tourists!” 

 

At 3pm, - spot on time mind you – Roy and Nush pulled up to join the party in Owaka, and from the 

store there came the most memorable quote of the day: 

 

Hugh: “…and I’ll have a scoop of that one there too” (indicating passionfruit). 

Lady serving ice cream: “Oh, I see you’re not getting enough passion in your life!” Then she 

launches into a story involving said ice cream and impending pregnancy of those who eat it. Hugh 

hides his face in shame crying: “Is it that obvious?”  

 

So we sifted along, at various intervals tying Norwegians to fences and pretending to fence 

using Leki poles… all very fun. At the end of our day, we found ourselves having timed the 

tides just right to see the Cathedral Caves (you see, Dave could be satisfied after all), and see we 

did… but the sunset and the beach were the truly inspiring part of it all. Wine, campfire, 

food… what more could you want? 

 

The next day featured an astounding (if sandfly-infested) sunrise on Sunday, Roy driving on the 

beach holding a canoe out the window (um, Roy just what else do you carry in the boot?) and 

even a trip to yet another waterfall, before the bad weather started to set in and the cars went 

their separate ways. 
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But wait, there’s still a meal at a swank inn advertising “Devonshire Tea” on the way home. So 

we dredged up some manners and some plummy accents and pay lots of money for some 

admittedly delicious food, while receiving pointed stares from the better-dressed clientele.  
 

And so the weekend draws to a close, ending on an ironic note at Gillespie Street, as a Yank, a Brit 

and a Kiwi all find they’re better at playing the didgeridoo than the resident Australian (who shall 

remain nameless.) 

 

 
         Jake Roos 

Hugh: pregnant and no good at the didge’ 

 

 

The Quotable Hugh Webb 
 

 

(Having consumed a minute 

quantity of alcohol): “Where do I 

live?” 

 

“All Australians are girl’s-blouse-

wearing, poodle-walking poofs.” 

 

“Pauline Hanson is not my 

Auntie!” 

 

Fern: “Australians know more 

about sheep fucking than New 

Zealanders.” 

You-know-Hugh (looking 

sheepish): “Yeah, they do.” 

 

Judy Ormandy 
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Five Passes, Five Chicks, Five Days  

(And five Chuppa Chupps for a dollar from the Cromwell Shell Service 
Station) 

By Jo Prince 
 

Featuring: Sandra (Sugarloaf) Shallard, Sarah (Park) Childs, Jo (Cow) Prince, Helen (Fiery) 

Curran and Charch (Fohn, as in the wind) Orchison 
 

It didn’t start off as one of those "women's trips", but by the time the Easter holidays arrived we 

were down to Charch, Helen, Sandra, Sarah and myself: five chicks with the plan of completing the 

Five Passes in five days - not a problem. We ignored the concerns from a few of the overprotective 

guys in the club (we love you boys though) and headed to the hills looking forward to a great 

mission. Leaving Dunedin typically late, we arrived on the Thursday, meant we arrived in Q'town 

in perfect time to hit the town. On the way, stopping at the Shell in Cromwell, I noticed that Chuppa 

Chups were five for a dollar - how appropriate I thought to myself as I picked out one for each 

member of our party. In Q'town, the Cazbar seemed to be the best option for dancing in tramping 

gear, giving us our theme song for the trip "It's Raining Men". We thought perhaps it was a 

premonition, we were five single chicks, going tramping - were we going to meet five guys 

somewhere along the trip, or was it going to rain solidly for the next five days? Eventually we left 

Q'town and headed to the Routeburn road end, learning all the words to " Shiny, Happy People" and 

"Love Shack", on the way. 
 

A couple of hours later we were awake again and packing our bags. We had an obligatory dance 

party at the carpark, before finally starting to walk. As we wandered along the Routeburn and up to 

Sugarloaf Pass, the premonition of five days rain was not looking likely, so maybe soon we'd be 

meeting five guys who happened to be heading the same way as us? Over lunch, on Sugarloaf Pass, 

we realised that there was the right number of passes for us to claim one each, so we fought over 

who got what. Sandra, being as sweet as sugar, got Sugarloaf Pass, the first pass (ha, ha, ha). We 

tried to construct a No. 1 in the grass, and were just heading off when we were caught up by Megan 

and Steve. Heading down into the Rockburn, Sarah managed to drop Sam, her Nalgen, and we 

thought we'd heard the last of it as the sound of it hitting the rocks at the bottom of the waterfall 

echoed through the bush. Further down the hill, we were happy to take a break, so Sarah crashed off 

into the bush to search for Sam. 

After a while, we thought 

perhaps Sarah had joined Sam 

at the bottom of the precipice, 

but soon after she returned with 

Sam triumphantly held high. 

We continued up the valley, 

reaching Theatre Flat with 

enough time to set up the fly 

and get tea cooking before the 

light got dim. The first hint of 

the "It's raining men" 

premonition having any 

grounds started to fall from the 

sky as we finished our tea, so 

we headed for cover and let the 

rain clean our dishes. 

 

One, one pass! Mwah ha ha! 
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The next morning we woke to find the dishes done and the rain coming and going as it pleased. We 

packed up the gears and continued on our merry way up the Rockburn Valley. As we gained height, 

it became apparent that the rain we had received in the valley had been received as snow by the 

mountaintops. The weather has obviously decided to be abysmal all day, so we layered up as we 

headed on to Park Pass. Stopping at one of the large bivvy rocks for lunch, we met two of the male 

of the species, who later proved to us that sexism is still alive and well! When we arrived, they were 

just packing up and said they'd decided to head down the valley "as the weather wasn't looking too 

good". We told them we were continuing on with the Five Passes, as the forecast we'd heard wasn't 

hideous. As we settled in under our biv, they finished packing and headed off UP the valley. We 

commented to each other that this was a little strange and thought no more of it. It wasn't until we 

returned to civilisation, that we heard that they had in fact been exhausted, but after seeing five girls 

pushing on, decided that they couldn't soft out and went on to cause themselves much pain and 

suffering including two damaged Achilles! 

 

It wasn't long before we'd warmed up with hot soup and toasted pita bread, and not long again 

before we'd cooled down again and decided it was time to move on. Soon we hit Park Pass, Sarah's 

pass, No. 2 - ha, ha, ha; however the weather wasn't treating us so nicely, so we took the photos and 

headed on down to Hidden Falls Creek. As Moir's had warned us, the track wasn't the easiest to 

find, but eventually we were inside the bush and heading for the valley floor. Not only was the track 

hard to find, but it was also hard to follow too. After a while of following what we thought had 

become a dodgy track, we did a bit of good-natured bushbashing, and decided that the bluffs 

weren't the best option. We decided to follow the ridge down and quelle surprise! There was the 

track. So we slipped and stumbled our way down to the valley floor, with Charch entertaining us 

with a magnificent somersault and almost needing a nose job. Having realised the lateness of the 

hour and knowing that there were no comfy sleeping spots on the way to Cow Saddle, we decided 

to call it a night there. Setting up the flies in the rain, we kept one as a multipurpose changing, 

cooking, storage area, and the other was an "everything must stay dry" sleeping area. As tea cooked 

and we pretended our clothes were drying, we watched Helen wander round in her recently 

designed camp shoes. For those of you who weren't fortunate enough to witness these, they 

consisted of plastic bags on her feet (nothing unusual about that) tied up with pairs of underwear, so 

they wouldn't slip around, and amazing sight!  The weather forecast was predicting rain to clear the 

following day and I mentioned it to the others, that as much as it would suck, if it rained all night 

and it was still raining when we woke in the morning, our mission would have to wait for another 

Easter. Of course, this was the most promising thought, so we all tried to sleep hoping hard that it 

would clear. However, sleep was a boring option, and after pretending for a while we decided it was 

no use and sat around eating chocolate and talking as you do on an "all girls trip". 

 

Easter Sunday arrived and it 

wasn't raining. However due to 

the lack of light, it was hard to 

tell if the sky was all cloudy or all 

blue. While we bided our time to 

see what the weather had in store 

for us, Sandra treated us all to 

Easter eggs, which she'd stored in 

her sleeping bag ready to be 

delivered as soon as we were up 

to eating chocolate. It turned out 

the sky was blue, and after 

ascertaining that we all had 

enough dry clothes and wanted to 

continue, we packed up our gears. 

But before we left, there was a 

second surprise - I had secretly 
Two, two passes! Mwah ha ha!  
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brought along Easter eggs too, but receiving them was not as easy as pulling them out of a sleeping 

bag. Eventually all the eggs were found amongst the wet grass and we could happily continue on 

the next leg of our journey. 

 

We followed Hidden Falls Creek up the valley to Cow Saddle, stopping to enjoy the small patches 

of sunshine, and to jump into beautiful ice cold, crystal clear rivers if you're Sandra. Finally 

reaching Cow Saddle seemed to take forever and when we got there, there weren't even any cows! 

However, the surrounding mountains were reasonably spectacular and the feeling of remoteness 

was starting to hit us. We decided to make it a quick lunch, as it was kinda windy and the cloud was 

swirling ominously around Fiery Col, our next target. But, before we hit the hill, it was photo time 

and Cow Saddle (No. 3 ha, ha, ha) was, yip, you guessed it- mine (what can I say: I'm a country 

bumpkin!). 

 

After navigating our way through bluffs and around cliffs of amazing ultramafic rock, we arrived at 

Fiery Coll two hours later. As we hit the top, the cloud stayed away long enough for us to decide 

what route we were to follow down to the Olivine Ledge. Pass No 4 (ha, ha, ha) was Helen’s (the 

rock matched her hair) and we got our photos taken just before the cloud surrounded us. As we 

pulled on our packs and tried to remember which way to go through the cloud, we were blessed 

with the sight of the cloud dramatically lifting from the Olivine Ledge. At that point it dawned on 

each one of us how wild the country we were wandering through was, and Sandra aptly named the 

view ‘Shag Valley’. 

 

We followed the creek down; once again trying to avoid any evil bluffs and got ourselves onto the 

Olivine Ledge. As we walked on, the weather was enjoying keeping us nervous as one minute the 

clouds would engulf us and the next, lift, revealing stunning views as the sun was disappearing. Due 

to the moisture in the air, the light was amazingly intense, making the site of such wild country even 

more breathtaking. After trudging through tussocks we found ourselves a lovely bivvy rock, or 

pebble, under which we set our flys. We did 

some major refurbishing on the tussock under 

the bivvy to hopefully give us enough room to 

sleep lying down – but no luck! As comfort 

arrangements were made and a great feast 

cooked, the sky opened and it started raining, 

no not men, but water! Our bivvy setup started 

to look more and more ridiculous and it didn’t 

help to lift the spirits seeing puddles of water 

pouring off the ends of the flys. Eventually we 

settled down, well kind of, as most of us were 

squashed between varying levels of tussock 

and were being suffocated by a soggy wet fly. 

It was predicted to be “the worst night’s sleep 

ever”. As I lay in my pit, dreading the thought 

of it raining heavily upon our little shelter, I 

risked a glance outside the end of the fly. All 

the others heard was a yelp of joy and 

excitement. The sky was perfectly clear and the 

Southern Cross was shining down upon us. 

Sandra discovered that the stars were out at her 

end of the fly too, which meant it wasn’t an 

illusion! After the excitement died down, the 

relief of not having to bear a night of heavy 

rain set in and we went about trying to get to 

sleep without causing permanent back injuries. 

 

Three, three passes! Mwah ha ha! 
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We’d decided to get moving early on Day 4, as even worse weather was due to hit and we wanted 

to be over in the Bean’s Burn when it did. When I couldn’t wait any longer, I went about the wake 

up call, only to discover that everyone was awake, waiting to be allowed to get up and the night to 

be over! As the cloud played silly buggers and it rained on and off, we ate a very brief breakfast and 

started walking as quickly as possible. We were relieved to find the weather clearing as we 

navigated out way through more bluffs and streams that came down from the Fohn Lakes. I 

commented that it was actually quite warm, and we ignored Sandra when she mentioned that that 

could be a bad sign (after all she’s a pilot, what would she know!) As we continued to gain height it 

started to drizzle, but it wasn’t until we stopped to put our jackets on that we realised that it was in 

fact snowing! At this point, finding our way up to Fohn Saddle was becoming a little difficult, as 

the damn mountains wouldn’t come out from behind the clouds. Luckily there were plenty of 

sheltered rock bivvies that we decided we could retreat to if we had no luck higher up. Following 

the topo map to the last detail we tried to find the right route up to Fohn Saddle. Even this didn’t 

seem to be working and it was still snowing and thus not particularly warm. At this point Helen 

piped up saying, “ why don’t we look at the photo?” referring to the picture of the area in Moir’s, a 

comment that saved us from an extra night on our mission. After consulting Moir’s we picked our 

route and trudged up the slope, hoping to reach the final saddle of our Five Passes mission. As we 

were losing confidence we still managed to notice the beauty of the snow as it settled on the tussock 

and twinked out all the details of the mountainside. All of a sudden we were no longer walking up, 

and we could see down the Bean’s Burn, the sight of the cairn marking our arrival on Fohn Saddle 

(that’s Fohn, as in the wind), pass number 5 (ha, ha, ha), Charch’s pass, and the relief flooded over 

us. AS we took photos in the snow, we made an effort to calm ourselves down, so we could 

carefully descend to the safety of the Bean’s Burn. Somewhere on the way down a bad navigational 

decision was made (yes, I take all the blame) and we ended up taking a painful but entertaining 

route through a slope of some of the best native scrub this country has to offer. 

 

Finally arriving at the bottom, we could relax knowing we were out of the exposure of the tops, we 

decided to lunch at the enormous, mulitcompartmental bivvy. In our excitement we misjudged the 

distance somewhat, so by the time we reached arrived for our lunch break it was 4 o’clock and we 

were a tad hungry. We’d only had a light breakfast that morning, as we were keen for a quick start, 

so we decided to eat some of the never diminishing supply of porridge we had. Impacting on this 

decision was the fact that we’d earlier in the trip realised that whilst buying 4 dinners we also only 

bought 4 lunches – great if you’re saving on weight, not so great if you’re hungry! Anyway, there 

was plenty of porridge to go around and it went down nicely with a scoop or two of Nutella. After 

this huge feast and energy restock, we continued down the valley, aiming to get as far as we 

possibly could. We eventually 

found a spot by the river with 

magnificent views, which 

turned out to be not as far as we 

thought  (apologies Helen and 

Charch, but at least it kept us 

positive). As the fly was set up 

and another feast was created, 

we were treated to beautiful 

sunsets on the surrounding 

mountains and reflecting off the 

river. It didn’t take long before 

we were once again ticked up in 

our pits, as we usually had been 

by 7pm every night. (Ah, the 

joy of Easter tramping: get up, 

eat, tramp, eat, sleep, and then 

repeat.) 

 
Four, four passes! Mwah ha ha! 
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The next morning knowing we had a long way to walk (which turned out to be longer), we got up as 

early as the light would allow us. Porridge and Raro was the go for breakfast, and it went great. We 

started walking our last day at a good pace, knowing that if was didn’t get out that night one of us 

would have to die to rebalance the asymmetry caused by the extra day – it couldn’t be 5 chicks, 5 

passes, 6 days, so the only change made would have to be 4 chicks, 5 passes, 6 days. Bashing our 

way down the Bean’s Burn turned out to be a painful process. Sarah laughed at us idiotic Kiwi’s 

screaming with pain as the zillions of ferns ripped our legs to shreds, as she being the American 

wandered happily through with her trousers on. At this point the saying “Stupid little ferns must go” 

became catchphrase (reminiscent of David Bellamy, Old Man’s Beard, I believe) and you can 

probably still hear it ringing through the tree’s of the Bean’s Burn today. 
 

After a deceptively long time we reached the first flat and for the first time since Sugarloaf, we 

enjoyed the real warmth of the sun. It had occurred to us that we were unlikely to reach the car 

before dark, so we decided to enjoy the warmth of the sun whilst we could. An hour and a half later 

we had consumed almost everything we could find (excluding the tonne of porridge) and started on 

down the valley. Finding the track proved a little challenging, although Sandra did come across a 

hermit’s rock bivvy all set up with mattress, jacket and knife. From then on we moved a little faster, 

making sure no one lagged too far behind. 
 

The sun was still on us as we hit the Dart, and crossing the cool waters of the Bean’s Burn was a 

blessing for our shredded legs. After pausing momentarily we followed the Dart to the Rockburn, 

where we dropped our packs and took a much-needed break. What we wrote in that hut book we 

can’t remember, but we filled a whole page, and that in itself would probably sum up this trip. We 

started the final leg of our journey aware that the light would soon be dimming. It wasn’t long 

before we glimpsed sight of Lake Sylvan, but only after Sandra had managed to fall into an 

amusingly deep mud hole. The mission pace continued and didn’t stop, except to put on 

headtorches as we left the lakeside. 
 

As we came out of the bush at the Lake Sylvan carpark, the sight that hit as was breathtaking. 

Standing on the bridge, overjoyed that we had made it, we were blessed with a sky full of more 

stars than have ever been seen before. Our happiness was impossible to contain and I’m sure the 

family at the campsite still haven’t recovered. 

 

But it was not over yet, as we put on our packs again, we hoped that our excitement would keep us 

going until we reached the car parked at the Routeburn. As we walked along exhaustion was hitting 

each of us individually, the only way to keep going was not to admit it out loud. Each of us, it was 

later revealed, felt that if sat down, or stopped for a drink, there was no way we’d get up for a long 

time. Luckily we didn’t stop and at the sight of the car, some of us summoned the energy to run.  

 

By the time we reached Queenstown, 

the shredded legs were screaming 

with pain and as we limped around in 

search of food we received such 

comments as “ have you been horse 

riding today?” and “what’s wrong 

with your friend?” Having eaten we 

fell into the car, wishing we were 

already asleep in bed, but we were 

happy, it had been a great trip. “ It 

started with dancing, in the middle 

we tried to score and it ended with a 

great night in bed! Five Passes, Five 

Chicks, Five Days. 

 

(Photographs by Jo Prince) Five, five passes! MWAH HA HA! CRACKA-THOOM! 
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Paynes – It’s All Good! Golden Bay, Easter 2000 

By Tom Riley 

 

The Usual Suspects :  Anitra ‘Schumacher’ Fraser 

                                   Cory ‘Lord of the Road’ Kulczyski 

                                   Emerson ‘The Tanmaster’ Yeoman 

                                   Ali ‘The Southern Woman’ Riley 

                                   Kristen ‘The Canadian’ Charlton 

                                   Susan ‘I like Iowa’ Wernimont 

                                   Yew Jin ‘Quartermaster’ Tan (you want it, he’s got it...) 

                                   Jessica ‘Hold me tight!’ North 

                                   Eivind ‘It’s All Good!’ Halien, Jr. 

                                   Tom ‘Somebody get this man a watch!’ Riley 

 

Paynes Ford – “New Zealand’s premier limestone crag” as the ever-useful Canterbury Rock had it. 

Most of the folks I talked to seemed to agree…more than agree really, more like rave incoherently 

and foam at the mouth. Frankly, I was sceptical. I mean, I’d seen some sweet rock in my time…how 

good could it be? Pretty bloody good, as it turned out…. 

 

Our faithful white charger (well, it was red this time) pulled out of Dunedin on a typically wet and 

murky Sunday morning. We managed to get away at 9:00am, which was all good, but we would 

have left earlier if I hadn’t been unavoidably detained…(!) After a few random errands we were on 

a mission to the Golden North. We planned to do the trip in two stages – drive to Castle Hill that 

night then through to Takaka via the Lewis. 

 

Drove up the East Coast enveloped in discouragingly persistent fog and drizzle. Crossed fingers and 

hoped it was moving south. Wiped steam from the windshield with one of my two shirts, moving 

through Oamaru, Timaru, Temuka, Ashburton and so to the City of mucho gardenage, Christchurch. 

The weather was still very Scottish so we decided to flag flailing on greasy limestone in the dark 

and went to the YMCA instead. Pulled some serious plastic, and steeled ourselves to complete the 

journey. 

 

Somewhere in the Lewis Pass, late on Sunday. The crew sleeps soundly, save Cory, Emerson and I, 

sitting up front… 

 

Cory (driving the van): “Shit, that was a pretty loud noise.” 

Emerson: “Yeah, it was a pretty big stick, eh…” 

Me: “Hey, fellas, what’s that flapping out front?” 

Cory: “That’s bad…” 

 

Flat tyre at 2:00am – oh, well… 

 

Bloody cold when we stopped at Springs Junction. Bloody cold in Nelson, too.  And, yeah, it was 

bloody cold at Payne’s when we eventually surmounted the mighty Takaka Hill and pulled into the 

very kind and gentlemanly Mr. Willie Butler’s premises – Hangdog, our place of residence for the 

next week or so. Having located and assembled various shelter-type contrivances, we crashed, coz it 

seemed like the right thing to do in the circumstances. 

 

The next day made an appearance. Seeing that we didn’t get into the area until 4:00am, we weren’t 

having any of that alpine start nonsense. Got going around 11:00am, after firing up the coffee maker 

– essential equipment on any road trip worth undertaking. The weather was still uninspiring – I had 
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visions of my lynching by my fellow travellers, lured here by bright sunshine and dry rock. We 

cruised out to the Seagrass Wall – not Paynes proper but a quality crag, nonetheless. Only time for a 

couple of routes before the rain forced us off the rock. We made a stop for lunch on the way with a 

bit of sketchy sea cliff bouldering action (ask Emerson about the finer points of that) and made our 

merry way back to Hangdog with enough light to cook tea…under a brilliant sunset. The weather 

had cleared on the way, y’see…Huey smiled once more. 

 

I walked down the road to Paynes itself just on dusk. The bush looked like something out of  

‘Where the Wild Things Are’, hiding surreal chunks of stone, glowing pink in the sunset. Finished 

the day sitting around the fire circle – met some of the regulars and the travellers. One guy hadn’t 

left since New Year’s – came up for the Gathering and never went home. 

 

Awoke to a clear, crisp morning, with the promise of high temps later on.  This was a new 

experience, being more accustomed to soggy South Canterbury Easters. The usual breakfast of 

muesli and java then off to the crag. Rocked on up to the Globe Wall – it’s limestone, Jim, but not 

as we know it. In place of the delicate pockets and imaginary holds I’d been expecting, bombproof 

slopers were abundant. Pretty sporty – looks like extravagant rack I brought would sit in the tent.  

The short days limited climbing hours but we still managed around seven climbs each that day. 

Eivind and Yew Jin pumped up the volume, sending ‘Hi, I’m Dr. Terrific’ in pretty short order. 

Unbelievable quantity and quality – I could see why the guys who discovered it wanted to keep it a 

secret. Cruised back to camp – first class repast, pasta and tomato sauce and Canterbury Draught 

under a clear, clear sky looking like something out of an astrology textbook with explanatory notes 

by Keats, then singing, arguing and telling some lies around the fire plus some quality guitarage 

from Mr. Yeoman before hitting the pit. Today, I think, was also the day that Eivind found an 

unexplained feline in his sleeping quarters – who knows where it came from? Who knows where it 

went? We do know that, actually, it scarpered across the paddocks shortly after having some choice 

Norwegian curses hurled its way. 

 

Up again for more of the same – coffee and muesli then off to the rocks. Who says variety is the 

spice of life? Pretty warm.  Hit the Creese Wall (named after Mr. Supergroove and all-round hard 

dude Charlie Creese)  - more classic pocketed faces and slopage. Fantastic climbing, out of the 

canopy and into the sun. Sitting at the anchors looking out across Golden Bay, deep green, brilliant 

blue and paddocks baking in the sun. Fully recommend the Creese Wall as an excellent first day at 

Paynes. Head back to camp, and cruise into town for more beer – I make the rather disconcerting 

discovery that I’ve left one of my boots in Christchurch. I know that they don’t sell single boots, so 

a bit of frantic rushing around results before I manage to get in touch with the top blokes at Papanui 

Caltex… 

 

Me: “Yeah, gidday, have you guys got a tramping boot hanging around the place?” 

Caltex Dude: “Yeah, no, we filled it up with chocolate milk and raffled it, eh…” (I shit you not, this 

is what the guy said…) 

Me: “You’re fucken kidding me!” 

Caltex Dude: “Yeah, no, I am actually.” 

 

So it was all good in the end, but I had to wear Tevas for the rest of the week, which made for some 

interesting toilet missions. 

 

Wednesday dawned bright and shiny, and Em introduced me to the eminently useful phrase ‘KAVU 

day’ – Klear Above, View Unlimited – 100% appropriate. Another sterling day on the rock with a 

good time had by all. Yeah, doesn’t make for very interesting copy, but we were having fun, which 

is the main thing. 

 

Thursday (I think) was earmarked for another beach mission – so we went to Tarakohe, around the 

coast from the Seagrass Wall. Really stylee long pitches on the left of the crag, interesting edgefests 
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on the right. The heat was intense, so a bit of aquatic action was called for. Cruised down to the 

beach .The was water as clear as clear could be, and perfect temperature – like swimming in 

Manapouri, but without the shrinkage factor. Did two cool bolted routes on a diamond shaped 

formation by the sea. Funky moves off a flake onto edges, very nice. Em and I went back up onto 

the main crag just before sunset to do ‘Ambrosia’ – the first route on the left of the crag. Interesting 

start on slightly dodgy unweathered limestone, a hard pull onto the good rock and then highstep and 

edge your way to glory up the mother of all sloper ladders – sounds boring but get on it and see! 

Finished at a hanging belay, perfect vantage point over the bay, sparkling water, bright sunshine, 

the whole bit – excellent. The others cruised off for ice cream, leaving Emerson, Yew Jin and I to 

cop one of the most mind-blowing sunsets ever...words really do fail on this one, but those of you 

who’ve seen that bit with the atomic bomb in ‘Empire of the Sun’ will be able to get some idea. We 

hadn’t been out for a few ales in the Golden Bay area yet, and it wouldn’t be any kind of climbing 

trip without good beer. I had been given a direct order to visit the Mussel Inn, so we said “Sir, yes 

sir!” and headed out on the road to Collingwood. We were not disappointed. It was the last night of 

the season, so all the locals were out and they had a cool folk/country/bluegrass/hell, whatever you 

want band. The beer is very, very good – try the dark stuff, and the chilli beer is kind of weird but 

also good. They were unfortunately out of mussels when we were there, but they collect them fresh 

every day. The pub itself is just a big old colonial style house, lots of natural wood, leadlight 

windows, excellent paintings and wall hangings, big veranda, heaps of chairs, a tyre swing out the 

front – and a crystal clear, starlit sky.   Couldn’t really wish for more, could you? 

 

The next day was more high quality rock. A week really wasn’t long enough. You could stay at 

Paynes for a matter of months, and people frequently do. We were along the far end of the crag, in 

the Passion Slab and Globe Wall area. Near the end of the day Cory and I decided to visit the 

Tenuite Wall, further towards the camp. We were up for a bit of long route action, and after a bit of 

futzing in the bush, we found ourselves at the base of what we thought was the Tenuite Wall. The 

conversation at this point went something like this... 

 

Me: “Hey Cory, you got the guidebook?” 

Cory: “No, I thought you had it...” 

Me: “Uh oh...” 

 

This was something of a disaster, since the routes on this particular wall range from about 18 – 21 

(which was OK) to about 25 (which is totally freakin’ desperate, for me at least). But we decided 

just to have a poke around and find a line that looked like it might go. We came to a rounded 

buttress of stone, capped by a proud arête.  

 

Me: “Whaddayareckon?” 

Cory: “Sure, I’ll belay if you’re up for it, you idiot!” 

 

I decided I was, so I racked up, roped up and went for it. I had no idea what this route was and what 

surprises awaited me above the buttress, but that was kinda cool, in a freaky sort of way. The first 

moves were pocket pulls combined with a balancey high step, then some slab stuff. This was sweet, 

and after I gained the arête, the route just got better and better. It was all there – pockets, edges, 

ladder rungs, sidepulls, gastons, everything, all leading me up the kind of feature that haunts your 

dreams, capped by an exposed swing across to the hanging belay. Cory didn’t feel like following, so 

I prepared to rap off. I threw the rope and called down to Cory... 

 

Me: “Am I there yet?” 

Cory: “No, I can’t even touch it.” 

Me: (thinks) “Well, I guess Cory’s not that tall...” 

 

It was all-good in the end, the effects of too many pies allowing me to touch down on rope stretch. 

We found out that the route was called ‘Temples of Stone’, and verily, it was good. Even better 
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were the Easter eggs I’d forgotten about – Anitra and I had meant to hide them on Easter Sunday. 

So we did it tonight, and figured the extra $5 spent was worth it. Nothing like a good treasure hunt 

to get people grinnin’!     

 

Temples of Stone was the last route I did at Paynes, and it was a fitting end to one of the best 

climbing trips I’ve ever had. Good food, great people, good beer, fantastic area – nothing better.  

 

I’d like to thank the team for making it such a primo excursion, especially co-leader Anitra who 

handled all the budgetary stuff with considerable aplomb and displayed incredible patience with my 

sometimes far too relaxed attitude. People definitely rock hard, surround yourself with good ones, 

folks – it works for me. 

 

 
     Tom Riley 

Left to right: Tom, Kirsten, Anitra, Ali, Jessica, Susan, Cory, Eivind and Yew Jin 
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Hints and Tips for Golden Bay Rock 

 

• Stay at Hangdog, the climber’s campground, second left after the Paynes Ford bridge. Dirt 

cheap at $4 per person per night, $1 per shower (to cover the gas), groovy kitchen, cool 

people and a fire circle. Plus it’s less than 300m from the rock! 

 

• Eat at the Dangerous Kitchen in Takaka: kick-ass coffee and really nice pizza and baked 

goods. Check out the op-shop at the other end of town, unbelievable bargains. Takaka’s also 

excellent for original art and handcrafted stuff. 

• If you don’t drink at the Mussel Inn on the road to Collingwood, you haven’t been to Golden 

Bay. Sample some damn fine ales, watch the local colour and munch out on quality home-

grown eats – nice. 

 

• A rack of about 15 Q/D’s is good and a 60m rope is very handy. Most of the bolts are 

stainless with standard Petzl hangers but some climbs have the older chain-link hangers: 

take some lower profile biners for these suckers. You might like to take a rack of small to 

medium wires and small to medium SLCD’s but there’s more than enough to keep you busy 

just clippin’ bolts. A cordelette is handy for backing up the chains and getting the best belay 

position on rounded limestone top-outs. 

 

• Do ‘Temples of Stone’ with the direct start – no ifs, no buts, just get your ass up there. You 

won’t be sorry! 

  

• Take your togs.  The swimming holes are top class, even at Easter. 

 

• Guidebooks are overrated, as Cory and I found out. If you do want to pick one up however, 

Simon Middlemass’ has the whole selection of routes at Paynes and surrounding areas – 

well written with good topos and good information about Golden Bay itself. Jeremy Butler 

has put out something similar but focusing on those climbs below grade 23 – also nicely 

done. These two are available from the Butlers at Hangdog, along with home-made organic 

hunny, for about $20:00 each. Ivan Vostinar has included Paynes in his new ‘South Island 

Rock’ guide – worth looking at if you’re going to be tripping around a bit. $40 from the 

Alpine Club and similar price in stores. 

 

• Funky tracks exist around Golden Bay for fat tyre madness, and you’ll all know about the 

excellent tramping available in Kahurangi and the AT. Those of you into vertical grovelling 

will be well pleased with the selection of holes in the area...  

 

• And, one more time, all together now... ‘PAYNES ROCKS!’ 

 

 

Tom: “I'm thinking about doing a trip up the Young, down the Upper Wilkin and out the East 

Matukituki...whaddaya reckon, Paul?” 

Paul D: “Dunno, Tom, the Matukituk's pretty dodgy this time of year...you'd be courting 

disaster...no, in fact, it'd be like getting disaster drunk and taking her home.” 

  

Julie to Tom: “Could you do me a favour when you’ve got undressed… just continue and I’ll give 

you a muffin afterwards.” 

Tom: <Stunned silence>. 
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Beyond the Kepler Track - Easter 2000 

By Danilo Hegg 

 

Party members: Danilo Hegg, Aidan Young, Chor.Non Petpaisit, Jarrod Amoore 

 

Part of the Kepler Track runs on the tops of the easternmost section of the Kepler Mountains: flat 

ridges and dry tussock hills with great views on Lake Te Anau, the ideal country for some easy 

walking. Just five km or so West of Iris Burn Hut, the Kepler Mountains offer completely different 

scenery: a wild area of rugged granite peaks, beautiful alpine lakes and intricate forests. A paradise 

for trampers who like exploring, and for those rock-climbers who don't mind walking a couple of 

days to get to some really good rock. This is the area we wanted to cross during the Easter break. 

We had nine days, enough for a decently long tramp with a couple of side-trips. 

 

As usual, the departure was very hectic. Running home after work at 5PM on Thursday night, 

loading the gear into the car, RRIING RRRRIIIIING Oh no, the bloody phone, not now! It was 

Non, he was already in Te Anau with Aidan, "Danilo, I forgot my socks in Gore, can you please 

pick them up for me", OK, writing quickly some notes on a piece of paper, Mitre Street – where the 

hell is that? – I finally started the engine of my car, picked up Jarrod and it was dark already… 

Navigating through Gore was harder than in the bush in Fiordland, my notes said "Mitre Peak" 

instead of "Mitre Street", I guess it's OK, as the next street was Milford St. With Non's socks in the 

car and some burgers in the stomach we finally left Gore, I dropped Jarrod at Rainbow Reach, 

drove to DOC Te Anau, signed in, picked up Non and Aidan – one and a half hours late – and drove 

back to Rainbow Reach… 

 

At 11.30 PM we finally started walking; luckily the Kepler is not too hard, even if there are no 

road-lights hanging from the trees. We walked past Moturau Hut (too expensive for us, it was still 

high season) and trudged some half an hour further. I know we were supposed to camp at no less 

than 500 m from the track. Well, to be honest, it was less than 500 cm. Luckily the DOC rangers 

don't patrol the track at night; otherwise they would have walked on our bivvy bags. 
* 

Iris Burn 

On Friday morning at dawn we were walking again. On the Kepler Highway our boots met all sorts 

of shoes: clean shiny black leather shoes, tevas, sneakers… just five or six feet higher, lots of 

puzzled faces looking at our heavy packs with ice axe and crampons. 

 

We arrived to Iris Burn Hut for an early lunch, made unpleasant by lots of sandflies that wouldn't 

leave us alone despite the cold temperature. We continued on the tourist track about half way to the 

Iris Burn waterfall, and then we crossed the river. Our feet got wet, and they wouldn't walk in dry 

shoes until after the end of the trip. We gained altitude in the thick bush South of the waterfall, and 

we realized at once how much slower and harder it is to walk off track: soft moss instead of hard 

soil, holes and fallen logs everywhere, and lots of low branches grabbing our packs and ice axes just 

after we had pushed them away from our faces. We had to get used to it, because this is how it 

would be for the next eight days. 

 

Once above the waterfall travel got easier for a while, with some good deer trails on the terraces 

above the river, in a really pretty forest of tall beech trees and beautiful green moss, without ferns or 

any other kind of undergrowth. 

                                                 
* Jarrod: "Is Vegard the one who is writing his thesis about bogans?" 
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Underneath the steep face of Spire Peak we had to cross several flat, swampy clearings. They made 

us tired very soon, the moss and the grass being so soft, it felt like walking in deep, fresh snow. The 

landscape around us was changing though, and it was getting more interesting: no low tussock hills 

were above us any more, but some steep rock faces and rugged ridges instead. This is what we 

wanted to see, and we started getting pretty excited about the coming days. 

 

We found an excellent campsite in the bush at the edge of a big clearing, just past the forks of the 

Iris Burn, at C43 748215. No tents for us, but only a big red club fly. We wanted to save weight and 

be able to cook in a dry place also in bad weather; the fly did its job really well. We received our 

first weather forecast on the mountain radio – not an encouraging one, unluckily – and had for 

dinner what we would have every other day: pasta (or rice) with dehydrated mince and veges, soup 

and instant pudding. 

 

Rain, snow, rain… 

The next morning we woke up at the sound of the rain falling on our tent-fly. Our plan for the day 

was a day-trip to Lake Victoria. Moir's guidebook doesn't describe any route to that lake, but to me 

it was obvious that the easiest access would be from the North. I had already tried to get there with 

Liz; we didn't succeed because of the weather – the Iris Burn waterfall in full flood was spectacular, 

but we couldn't cross the river. Now it looked like the weather was going to stop me again.  

 

We still decided to go for a walk; it was only our second day, and we were all fit and keen. We 

listened to the weather forecast in the morning: it said 'snow lowering to 1700 m'. No problem, the 

highest peak of the Kepler Mountains is only 1720 m, so we left ice axes and crampons behind. 

 

We walked up the South Branch of the Iris Burn, following the creek on the true left. The bush was 

easier than I had thought, and we soon reached the big clearing West of Spire Peak. The peak itself 

was on our left; we couldn't recognize its summit, hidden by a number of impressive rock towers 

and sharp granite teeth. In front of us we could see the rest of our route: there is only one obvious 

gully going all the way up to the ridge at the head of the valley, on the left. The problem was how to 

get there: we were still one km far away, and between us and the bottom of the gully it looked like it 

was all thick, hideous scrub. It was still raining steadily, we were soaking wet and cold, I started 

feeling really unmotivated, and I was so, so close to pulling the plug… I didn't say a word though, 

and I don't know what was going through the mind of my companions, even though I guess they 

weren't any happier than I was. 

 

Being scared by the thick scrub, we decided to walk in the bush around the clearing, on its left. This 

proved to be a very bad idea, as we had to fight with both thick bush and scrub! We worked our 

way back to the clearing, and followed the creek. This meant walking in the water, but we couldn't 

get any wetter than we were already. At the head of the valley we had to climb through some bush 

again, but we soon found a dry creek coming down from a very obvious, deep gut in the bluffs 

above us. What a relief! We followed the dry creek all the way until we were above the scrub, then 

we traversed on our left to the bottom of the gully, and started climbing on scree and wet snow 

grass. Above 1300 m we were in the snow, and I started regretting my decision to leave ice axe and 

crampons in the tent-fly.  

 

A foot fresh snow covered the pass at the head of the gully, it was still snowing, and we couldn't see 

a thing, but we pushed on, and dropped onto the southern slopes on snow-covered scree and 

boulders. Then we followed a creek into a gut and walked down to the shore of a lake. Blame it to 

the lack of visibility, we couldn't see any of the mountains around us and we overestimated the size 

of that lake, but we mistook it for Lake Victoria. We thought we had reached our target, so we 

stopped for a couple of pictures, and then headed back on the route we had come. The biggest 

pleasure was to get into some dry clothing and a dry, warm sleeping bag at the end of the day. 
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It was only three weeks later, after carefully studying the map, that I realized we had never made it 

to Lake Victoria, but only to the small lake above it. If only we had walked 200 m further left, then 

we would have seen Lake Victoria (cloud permitting) at the foot of some bluffs, well below us. That 

was a great mistake. Oh well, it's a good excuse to go back with some more decent weather! 
 

Happy Birthday Peak 

The next day was Easter. More important, it was my birthday. First thing we did in the morning was 

to eat some creamy Easter eggs. Then we put the camp down and packed. We were on holiday and 

there was no hurry, OK, but it was not before 10AM that everybody was ready to go. As at 6PM it 

would be dark already, I realized that from the next day some action had to be taken in order to start 

earlier. 
 

We walked up the North Branch of the Iris Burn, following the river on the true right. The going 

was not always easy, with some thick bush and steep terrain. It became harder close to the bush-

line, because of the thick undergrowth and scrub. Again, we ended up walking in the river. We had 

wet boots already, so who cares. Every clearing gave us some great views on spectacular granite 

walls above us. 
 

We enjoyed our lunch just above bush-line, then some very annoying thick cloud came up the 

valley, the wind picked up, and a couple of minutes later it started raining. We were just about to 

tackle a quite long alpine section, and the weather wasn't really helping us.  
 

Only five minutes later, a big surprise: we found a rock bivvy, it is not reported on the map and it 

isn't mentioned in Moir's either, but it is dry and big enough for three. I think that when nature gives 

you a present like this, you can't refuse it. With the tent-fly we gained some more dry space to fit all 

the four of us, then we crawled into our bivvy-bags. Swearing at the weather is not the nicest way to 

spend Easter, but still, it's better to do it while sitting in a dry rock-bivvy rather than while climbing 

over the mountains in a hell of a storm… 
 

The rock-bivvy was immediately baptized: OUTC bivvy. It is very easy to find: it's the biggest 

boulder at the head of the Iris Burn Valley, just next to the river on the true left, about 100 m 

downstream of the waterfall, at C43 732245. It sleeps three and it kept us dry in the rain, even 

though it would be wet with a westerly to southwesterly wind. The waterfall, which is not reported 

on the map either, is at the very head of the valley were the Iris Burn flows from West to East, 

running down from a small tarn. 
 

 
          Danilo Hegg 

Jarrod, Aidan and Non at Lake Minerva 
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Around 3PM, the weather seemed to clear. I decided to go and explore a route up the waterfall. Non 

was the only one to follow me. We climbed the waterfall on the true right, up some wet snow grass 

at first, then avoiding the steepest bluff in the bush. It was really steep and thick bush; I found it 

quite easy only because I wasn't carrying a pack, otherwise it would have been a pain. Above the 

waterfall I crossed the creek to the true left and went further up; now I was by myself. I eventually 

reached the small lake at the head of the Iris Burn, at 1230 m of altitude and then climbed a scree 

gully South of the lake, thus reaching the ridge between the peaks 1508 and 1538. I didn't have a 

map, so I didn't know which one was higher, but the one to the West looked more attractive, it was 

like a castle of granite. I started climbing the ridge, that was absolutely amazing: so beautiful, solid 

granite; huge, smooth slabs of rock that felt like sand-paper, and lots of cracks that were just as big 

as my feet, so I could literally walk up vertical steps almost without using my hands. All around 

there were granite formations that looked like statues; some of them reminded me of animals, some 

other ones looked like people, while some required a bigger effort of imagination. Some sections of 

the ridge looked pretty steep from below, but in the end it was really nothing more than a walk, on 

some of the best rock I've ever touched in this country. On the top, at 1538 m, I walked through a 

split boulder and then I could see straight down to Lake Herries. To be honest, I wasn't able to 

climb the very high point of the mountain: it's a big obelisk, about three meters high, that was too 

steep and exposed for me. Still, that was an amazing place were to be on my birthday, and I decided 

this peak should be called Happy Birthday Peak. 

 

Some rock-climbers might be interested to know it, the North-East face of Happy Birthday Peak has 

a 100 m vertical rock-step with big corners and cracks; it promises some interesting routes, and the 

quality of the rock is just the best ever. I made it back to the rock-bivvy at dusk, just to find out that 

we were left with one cooker only, because the other one was broken. 

 

Over the mountains 

On Monday morning the alarm rang at 6.30AM. From now on, it would be at the same time every 

day. I couldn't hear the noise of the rain on the fly, so I thought it would be good weather. In fact it 

was snowing very nicely, and everything around us was white. So I went back into my sleeping bag, 

and didn't get up before 10AM.  

 

It was only in the late morning that the cloud started clearing, revealing white mountains all around 

us. We actually had to climb over those mountains; it looked like it was going to be a mission. Our 

intended route was the gully going up to the North at the head of the Iris Burn Valley, leading to a 

saddle between two lakes at the head of the Delta Burn. Moir's guide describes this gully as 

'steepish but easy'. Map C43 shows four contour lines touching each other half way up the gully. 

(Moir's Guide V, Map C43 1 – 0) 

 

Luckily for us the guidebook is right, and it wasn't difficult to climb the gully, despite the snow-

covered snow grass. At the head of the gully we turned left, then went down a small bluff to the 

head of a pretty lake, sidling round its northern shore and crossing its outlet, then following the 

outlet stream on the true left.  

 

We had a very quick lunch, and then the weather forced us to move again. We had to reach a saddle 

with two tarns North of Lake Herries. Moir's guide says 'sidle above the bush'. Map C43 shows 

some bluffs going down well into the bush at C43 709257. 

(Moir's guide V, Map C43 1 – 1) 

 

We tried to sidle above the bush, and found ourselves irremediably bluffed. We had to go back and 

then follow the foot of the bluffs through the bush at first, then through scrub and tussock. This 

proved to be exhausting, as we had to go up and down a lot to cross a number of gullies; the terrain 

was steep and the vegetation at times quite nasty. Aidan would have been keen to go straight down 
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through the bluffs (he changed his mind when he saw them from underneath!), Jarrod called it 

'adventure', while Non was having no fun at all. 

 

We eventually made it to the saddle North of Lake Herries; from there we climbed up through some 

bluffs to a small tarn, and further up on snow grass to a ridge overlooking another lake, just South 

of noname 1509. That was really amazing country, and the view on the mountains was great, 

particularly on the twin rock-towers 1534 and 1554. The view was great until it started snowing 

again – that was when we were halfway up the slopes underneath the ridge. 

  

Up there somewhere we had planned to camp. Only when we got there it was snowing, and that 

ridge was quite exposed to the weather. Jarrod and Aidan were keen to go straight down into the 

valley North-West of Lake Herries, while I wasn't so sure about it. We had only one hour of 

daylight left, we had to go down a quite long section through bluffs, and we didn't know the route. 

In the end we all agreed to get out of there; we started to go down on the true left of the small lake's 

outflow, which flows in a very deep gut. We followed a small side-creek through the steepest 

section of the bluffs, and then we continued down the main gut, were we were caught by darkness. 

We eventually left the creek and crossed diagonally to a flat notch on our right; we couldn't see 

anything any more, I kept falling into holes between the scrub, once into the water up to my thighs, 

another time falling over and twisting my knee… All of a sudden we reached a flat gravel terrace 

next to a small creek, we really couldn't have asked for anything better. We were lucky to find such 

a campsite in the darkness; I was ready for an uncomfortable bivvy somewhere on a ledge! 

 

Fucking labyrinth 

On Tuesday morning it was finally good weather. Bloody cold though; rewinding the ice-covered 

cables of the aerial of the mountain radio was no fun at all. 

 

With the first daylight we could finally see where we were, on some flat spot around C43 688254, 

in the valley North-West of Lake Herries. We finally had an early start – no excuses today! We 

headed south towards the creek we had descended from the ridge the night before, then we still had 

to negotiate a wet bluff and a waterfall, until we finally reached the scrubby river flats on the floor 

of the valley. This last bit was definitely something we would have not liked to do in the darkness!  

 

Once more we negotiated the nasty sub-alpine scrub by walking in the creek, we had forgotten what 

it means to walk in dry boots a long time ago. Once in the bush, the going was much easier than 

expected; we kept all the way on the true right of the river, where a number of not too swampy 

clearings allowed us to walk fast and to enjoy the view on the tops. It was about 10AM when we 

crossed the river just above the rapids, and reached a clearing on a spur on the true left, an excellent 

viewpoint on Lake Herries just underneath. Then we crossed back to the true right and started 

sidling diagonally uphill around the western shore of the lake. Here too, it proved to be much easier 

than expected, with lots of deer trails leading through the sparse scrub, and frequent views on the 

lake below us. 

  

That lake is really beautiful, the weather was good, we were making a good time, and we all 

thought we would easily get to the Freeman Burn well before night. We really had no idea about the 

nightmare that was expecting us… 

 

After crossing the shoulder West of Lake Herries, we started going down towards the lake's outlet. 

The going got slower and slower, we probably lost too much altitude too early, and in the end it 

took us one hour to negotiate one hundred meters on huge boulders on the shore of the lake. When 

we finally had lunch close to the lake's outlet, I was totally exhausted. A small sandy beach about 

fifty meters far away remained a dream: we were simply not able to get there. 
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After lunch we left the shore of the lake and went back into the bush, heading down into the Stevens 

Burn. What followed was a nightmare, and all what I can say is, fuck me if I ever go back there 

again. 

 

A glacier dug Lake Herries, and its subterranean outlet flows underneath a moraine. It is not one of 

the moraines of Mt. Cook, actually it's totally different, but it isn't any better. It is all huge boulders, 

their size varying between a car and a building, all of them covered by half a meter moss and bush. 

Between the boulders there are holes everywhere, black and so deep that you can't see the bottom. 

Many of these holes are covered by moss, not solid enough to support the weight of a person, and 

the only way to get over them is often by walking on rotten logs.  

 

We were in a fucking labyrinth, it took us the whole afternoon to do 1 km, climbing up boulders, 

down boulders, up some more boulders, just to find out that we were stuck on top of some rock that 

was too big to go down, and we had to go back, and look for some other way, and walk on some 

more rotten logs over hell-holes with no bottom. And everywhere, always with the feeling of having 

no ground under the feet, and that at any time we could disappear into some abyss with no way 

out…* 

 

Finally, we could see water flowing under the boulders. This meant we were approaching the end of 

the labyrinth. I felt like I was walking out of hell. At about 5PM we were in the first flat section of 

the Stevens Burn underneath Lake Herries, and there we camped, happy to be able to put the tent-

fly on something we could call 'ground'. 

 

Dark bush 

Going down the Stevens Burn was still hard work. We were going to hate this valley until its very 

end. All the steep sections were covered by thick bush, and we couldn't find many deer trails. 

What's more, it's a really sunless valley, always dark, cold, and the bush made us soaking wet. 

 

We stayed on the true right all the way, until we found (finally!) a good deer trail going down the 

Stevens Falls with several zigzags. That deer trail turned the steep bush face next to the waterfall 

into one of the easiest sections of the whole Stevens Burn.We crossed the Freeman Burn and 

followed it upstream on the true right. Good deer trails on flat ground made our life really easy for a 

while. I thought the Freeman Burn should be renamed Freeway Burn. 

  

We had lunch on a small island in the riverbed. The sun warmed us up, finally. It was a wonderful 

day, not a cloud in the sky, and we felt really unlucky to be in the dark bush all day. Apart from 

lunch, we never saw the sun. And that bush, it was always so wet! 

 

We followed the river until we reached the junction of the Gilmour Burn. There we crossed to the 

true left, and followed a small side-valley that runs parallel to the main river, just East of the hills 

355 and 516. Here we lost some time because we tried to follow Moir's guide description, which is 

old and misleading. A route description that is much easier and correct would be, just follow all the 

way the small valley East of the two hills mentioned above. In that valley we found a fantastic deer 

trail; it was like a real track. It could have been a moa trail actually, who knows. We didn't see any 

moa, but we didn't see any deer, either. We reached the Freeman Burn again just above the junction 

of the Omaki Stream, and there we camped. 

 

                                                 

After making it out of the labyrinth: 

Non:    "Danilo, I had never heard you swearing so much!" 

Danilo:  "This is because I had never been swearing so much!" 
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Track in the middle of nowhere 

On Thursday we kept following the Freeman Burn upstream; we soon had to negotiate a small 

gorge, which turned out to be pretty rather than hard. Then the valley becomes steeper, and we 

gained altitude above the river, until we reached the Ranfurly Falls. This section in the bush was 

slow going at times because of the thick bush and we found it, in one word, boring.  

 

Above the Ranfurly Falls we finally got out of the bush, and we were greeted by pleasant views on 

Lake Freeman and on the surrounding mountains. We sidled high through the scrub above the 

Eastern shore of Lake Freeman; I was amazed when I realized that we were walking on a real track. 

This is probably all what remains of the old tourist track connecting the North Arm of Lake 

Manapouri to the Gear Arm of Bradshaw Sound via Fowler Pass. 

 

When it was not the rain to spoil our lunch break, it was the sandflies. This time it was the nasty 

little bugs, although it was menacing to rain, too. The next section up the Freeman Burn was very 

pleasant going, a huge difference compared to the rough terrain we had crossed in the past few 

days. We even found some old cairns; some were built with quite big rocks. Lake Minerva was 

simply awesome, and from there it was just a stroll up gentle tussock slopes until we reached a 

narrow gut leading to Lake Tuaraki. 

 

This was another awesome lake, with steep shores and a pretty island exactly in the middle. Country 

for aquanauts! This was our intended campsite, too, but our plans to camp high were disrupted by 

the weather again: a bloody cold wind was carrying some drizzle from the West, and we quickly 

decided to go to some more sheltered place. So we crossed Fowler Pass and dropped into the 

hanging valley to the East. After negotiating a (wet!) wetland, we camped on a terrace on the true 

left of the creek, just above the bluffs at C43 680295. This time we were smart enough not to go 

down the bluffs at dusk!  

 

At dinner we had an interesting conversation about man-eating animals, with Non explaining us 

everything about the many dangers of Thailand. What I learnt is, you don't want to mess with a 

male elephant when he wants to have sex. 

 

You have to suffer to get to Paradise! 

Day eight, we woke up with a clear sky. The plan for the day was a side-trip to Lakes Eva and Ione, 

at the head of the Gorge Burn. This would be our first (and only) time high on the mountains with 

really good weather! 

 

First we had to go down to Lake Boomerang, though. This was easily done following the spur 

South of the lake, on the true right of the creek, then the lower section of a rock slip. Locating a 

good campsite at the outlet of Lake Boomerang was not so easy, as the whole area is quite swampy. 

Still, in the end we found a dry spot, just next to the lake's shore. We left there all our gear – and 

Jarrod, too, as he didn't like the idea of groveling through the bush around Lake Boomerang. I took 

off with Non and Aidan; we crossed the Gorge Burn, and started sidling around the lake's northern 

shore. The bush was quite thick, as expected, and after ten minutes of pushing through branches and 

other shit, I heard Aidan's voice behind me: "Danilo, I've changed my mind, I'm going back to the 

campsite, is that OK?" Of course it is, only now I was left alone with Non, and I was really hoping 

he wouldn't pull the plug, too, because there was no way I could have continued by myself through 

that jungle. 

 

It took us an hour to sidle around the lake, through sometimes thick bush on quite steep terrain, and 

crossing a big slip on broad ledges about 50 m above the water's surface. Still, it was much easier 

than I had expected after seeing the lake from above, on the way down from Fowler Pass. 
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We crossed the Gorge Burn at the head of Lake Boomerang, then followed the river upstream on 

the true right. Thick, steep bush made it still slow going at times; my Swiss army knife turned into a 

machete when I had to cut some nasty bush with thorns I was not able to get rid of. We reached a 

big scrubby clearing at noon – half of the day had gone already, we were still nowhere close to the 

mountains, I was totally fed up with bush, once more I was really close to giving it up, but I'm 

happy I did not. 

 

At the clearing (C42 672308) we crossed the river, and then climbed a steep bush face on the true 

left, keeping some distance from the waterfall, until we reached another big, scrubby river-flat just 

above bush-line. From there it was just a short climb through sparse scrub to Lake Eva.  

 

When we got there, I felt I was in paradise. A wonderful, blue lake reflecting the color of a sky that 

was so clear, I had not seen it like that for ages. And all those rocky peaks around us, Mt. Baird to 

the South, Mt. Gerald to the East, a big mountain with no name just above the lake… It was 

definitely the most beautiful place we had seen on the whole trip, and I felt really sorry for Jarrod 

and Aidan who missed all this! It took only ten more minutes to reach Lake Ione, another superb 

lake. While Non stopped for lunch, I crossed Lake Ione's outlet and climbed on snow grass to the 

West, gaining the ridge North of Macpherson Pass above the big bluff at 1146 m. From there I 

followed all the ridge, solid granite at first, some metamorphic choss further up, and after a short 

scree slope I found myself on top of noname 1622. Apart from a peak two km further north, there 

was no higher mountain around, and the view from up there was like from an airplane. I was less 

than 1 km from the Special Takahe Area, and I could see straight down into the Cozette Burn; all 

around an uninterrupted 360° circle of mountains, including Coronation Peak, Mt. Irene, the 

Murchison Mts. and, far away, the Darran Mts. Far below I could see Lake Boomerang, and the 

spot were Jarrod and Aidan were sunbathing. Lazy guys! 

 

I couldn't stop for lunch because it was way too late, so I ran down to the lakes, and with Non I 

charged back to the campsite. We made it back just before darkness, not without problems in the 

dark bush around Lake Boomerang at dusk.  

 

 

 
  Danilo Hegg 

Jarrod and Aidan, still not looking any happier 
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The end 

All what we had to do on our last day was to go down the Gorge Burn – more nasty bush. We 

stayed all the way on the true right of the river; the shore of Lake Cecil proved to be quite 

unpleasant. I was tired after the previous day's effort, and worked my way through the bush only 

very slowly. 

 

We didn't see any of the tarns below Lake Cecil because we kept far away from the river, on easy, 

flat ground. We dropped to the river further down and regretted it at once, because that gorge is a 

bitch. So we climbed up again and reached the spur West of the hill 556; we continued uphill on the 

spur until we could see Lake Te Anau, then headed straight down towards the Gorge Burn where it 

flows into the lake. Somewhere in the middle of the bush we found a red ribbon hanging from a 

branch. If after nine days travelling off track I was able to find that, it means my navigation skills 

rock. 

 

I was not able to find my watch, though. I lost it somewhere in the bush, but I don't know where. If 

anybody finds a black CASIO watch in the bush between the Gorge Falls and Lake Cecil, please 

give it to me; I would like to have it back! 

 

We reached the old tourist track a couple of hundred meters below the Gorge Falls, then we were 

sitting on the shore of Lake Te Anau, almost at the end of the South Fiord. It was about 1PM; we 

had an appointment with a water taxi at 3PM. We had survived nine days on the hills and in the 

bush, but would we survive two hours of sandfly attacks? We were wearing hats, gloves, long pants 

and long sleeves, but I'm not sure we would have survived that… Luckily the water taxi arrived 

only fifteen minutes later, and we could enjoy a long ride on the South Fiord of Lake Te Anau 

before losing all our blood. 

 

 

Post Script: 

Iris Burn, April 23rd 

Non has lost his toilet paper, he doesn't know where and how. After he has emptied his pack to look 

for it, we promise him he can borrow ours. 

 

Stevens Burn, April 26th 

We are in some really thick bush, and we have lost something more than just  a roll of toilet paper. 

It's Non who is missing now. Where the hell is he?  

After some mad shouting finally we find him. Without telling anything to anybody he decided to 

stop, drop his pack and look for his toilet paper. He can't get it out of his mind! 

 

Dunedin, June 2nd 

I've got an e-mail from Non. Subject: I've found it. Found what? Of course, the toilet paper! Forty 

days later, hidden somewhere in his pack! Never give up hope! 
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Rees – Dart Trip - Easter 2000 

By Sharon Sagee 

 

Party Members: Judy Ormandy (leader), Sharon Sagee, Rachel Williams, Aleisha Williams, 

Richard Norton, Nic Waller, Sarah Stewart 

 

Firstly, I will say this is the second edition of this trip report as the computer ate the first copy and 

spat out only hieroglyphics.  The first edition was written the night I got back, while this is written 

while I am sitting in East Ruggedy Hut on Stewart Island some months later. 

 

This Easter trip was overall pretty darn wet.  We missed out on most of the “superb mountain 

scenery” widely acclaimed in 101 Great Tramps due to large amounts of low lying cloud.  When the 

cloud cleared the mountain scenery was superb, which fortunately occurred on the day we went 

over the Rees Saddle. 

 

Musing over the day, Nic pondered the ups and down of life “Is it up all the way to Mt Cook?” 

 

Dart Hut was where we met The Grumpy Old Man (TGOM) from Auckland.  Rachel, the native 

Aucklander, declared it was people like him that give Aucklanders a bad name.  I can’t remember 

what TGOM said or did that was so bad, but you can ask Judy about her burnt socks or Richard 

about missing gloves – I’m sure they can fill you in on the details. 

 

Richard was our token male on the tramp.  In his own words “Man eat food, man make fire”.  To 

his credit, he carried more than his share of group gear as well as making sure we didn’t have to 

worry about food scraps.  By the final night it’d almost got too much for him: “It’s like having six 

big sisters”. 

 

We spent 2 nights with TGOM in Dart Hut.  We went towards Cascade Saddle one day, and got 

great views of the Dart glacier before the weather closed in.  In light of the impeding heavy rain and 

warnings about rising streams we headed back before reaching the saddle. 

 

We meandered along the tussock country to Daley Flat Hut, our last night with TGOM. However, 

all’s well that ends well.  Full credit to the chefs.  Thanks to Judy, our leader, and to Neil and Dan 

who moved Judy’s car from one track-end to the other. 

 

 
           Kate Roehl 
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Interlude – A Tribute to Roy Johnston 

By Jake Roos 

 

Roy Johnston. A man of conviction. A man who can live and hold down a job in Balclutha, yet give 

no indication of having left Dunedin. A man of mystery (where Mr & Mrs Speight are concerned, if 

he can help it). A man who threatened me with grievous bodily harm if I drew cartoons of him and 

printed them. A man of few words (the main exceptions being at committee meetings, or when he’s 

drinking). A man who’s done more for the OUTC than anyone else I can think of.  

 

Roy, I think most people who know you will agree that whether it’s crossing the Pacific to see Fliss, 

having a seemingly un-outstay-able welcome at 56 Cargill St or bending over backwards to help the 

club, you’re a legend.  

 

Roy on relationships: 

“Craig and me are going out.” 

 

Roy on friends: 

(On grad night, to his mum when everyone turned 

up): “Look mum, I do have friends.” 

 

Roy on international travel: 

“I’m going over there to get some.” 

 

Roy on work: 

“What do you use a vibrator for, Roy?” 

“To clean out cracks.” 

“What kind of cracks?” 

“Crusty cracks, full of grime and shit.”  

 
Paul Dowden 

Katie Conover 

You realise of course, Roy will kill me for 

this 
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The Waiatoto Wanderers 

By Kelvin Lloyd 

 

Pre-‘Toto ramble 

Well this mission was inspired by Frazer who had been doing a bit of reading and came across this 

quite lovely quote by the legendary Charlie “Mr Explorer” Douglas: 

 

“Let some alpine explorer just try up a Westland river in winter and the glories of the mountains 

will show themselves to his eyes.  The extra dangers of that season are most certainly imaginary, 

though the extra discomfort is certainly not.” 

 

You know, one thing I’ve noticed about Charlie Douglas is that he was always smiling.  Every 

photo you see him in, he’s just happy as Larry, despite the pretentious poses and troubled brows of 

those around him.  I reckon explorers are happy people eh.  At one with the wilderness.  But that’s 

just an aside, in fact Frazer, Muzz and Big Daddy actually gave the thing a go last winter but never 

even made it to the Coast on account of a mammoth snowfall that brought The Charger’s progress 

to a sliding halt.  So, this year an Easter follow-up was decreed, not really winter eh but what the 

heck.   

 

Unfortunately Big Daddy was unable to make the Millennium trip, reliable sources informed us he 

was mixing himself in a deadly cocktail of drugs, women, alcohol and diving and a hideous mission 

up the ‘Toto was just too much for him at this time.  So it was left to me to try and step into Big D’s 

shoes, but I can tell ya fellas, they’re awful big boots that Big Daddy wears and I wouldn’t even call 

myself fit to tie the man’s laces.  Anyways, I wasn’t joking when I described the ‘Toto as a hideous 

mission, just check this quote out from John Pascoe: 

 

“The Waiatoto is a long valley, alternated with flats and gorges, flanked by giant mountains from 

which fall avalanches, and washed by a river that flows from broken glaciers.  The distances are 

too discouraging and the obstacles too exhausting to tempt all save the most resolute of mountain 

travellers.  It is a valley worthy of a man of mettle and courage.”  

 

Ah, mettle and courage, fine words those.  So on the Thursday before Easter Muzz and I shopped 

for provisions.  Remembering the Port Pegasus sugar fiasco, I heaved a 4 kg bag of the stuff into the 

trolley for Frazer, making sure he’d have no grounds for complaint this time.  After charging 

through the night Muzz, me and The Charger made a midnight rendezvous with Frazer and the 

Munromobile at Raspberry flat.  The following day saw an evil kea greet us with a screeching a 

prophecy of doom, but we disregarded its malevolent message and farewelled The Charger, 

shooting for the coast in the Munromobile.  We were going for a ‘Toto – ‘Tuki traverse, see. 

 

Waiatoto: Why not? 

There’s not much at Waiatoto, just a few tin shacks and the grey-green river sliding past beneath its 

one lane bridge, but before long we were cruising up the beast in John Nolan’s jet boat and we were 

only disappointed when he wouldn’t take us further than the first rapids.  “Bloody hell, what have 

you got in this one?” said Mr Nolan as he passed Frazer’s sugar-heavy pack from the boat.  Little 

did Muzz and I know, but the sugar wasn’t the only weighty consumable hidden in that pack.  Ah 

well, time to bend the back and stretch the legs eh, well there’s actually a pretty good 4WD track up 

the true right and we cruised along it to Casey’s Flat for lunch, day clouding over a bit, mist on the 

hills, river sliding past as it does.   
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Onward we trudged to Axius Flat.  Muzz gallantly piggy-backed us across one creek but we did the 

gently rippling Te Naihi unassisted, save for my diving booties.  Traversing a bit of boggy grass 

brought us to another channel, a murky beast with little flow but considerable depth, or so it looked 

in the dimming light and mist.  It had gloomed over a bit you see, and in the gloomy gloaming we 

decided it would be ok to call a halt to proceedings and set up camp beneath a tree. 

 

Waiatoto: Of tree ferns, boulders and rain 

So, a drizzly morning saw us sort our shit out and set off again, we’d earlier had thoughts of 

shooting up the Te Naihi but not much point with the clag around the mountains.  The deep channel 

proved shallower at its mouth and having crossed it we passed through a bit of scrub and stuff.  In 

the distance the river roared through a broad field of enormous boulders, strewn with tree trunks, a 

cloak of mist above, as if exiting from some unknown realm of mythology.  Struck by the mood of 

the river, and mindful of Pascoe’s quote, we ventured into that world.  Back into dense forest, the 

head-high tree ferns making for something of a soaking with all the rain in their greenery, and my 

“SPECIAL” sign got broke.  Out into some open stuff then constrained by denser scrub, it proved a 

bit of a nuisance but we persevered and it subsided, tracked the grassy riverbank for a bit then into 

the bush again.  After some of my navigational errors were put right by the boys, we persevered 

through the soaking forest, on and on and on it seemed, maybe Frazer was right and we should have 

swum the river back at Axius (the track goes on the true L from there).  

 

Anyway, we felt it would be nice to at least have a dry spot for lunch but it looked unlikely until we 

happened on this rocky stream bed and after scrambling down a bank found this comfy alcove 

beneath a boulder.  So the lunch things were brought out and we sat watching the rain.  Shortly as 

we munched our lunch things our ears were pricked by the sound of gushing water, somewhere 

further up our dry creekbed…  I leaned out to have a look, and sure enough, there above us a small 

stream was beginning to tumble over the rocks.  “Excellent, I need a drink of water” I said as I 

walked up to fill my bottle.  I needn’t have bothered, for very soon afterward the stream was 

flowing right down to our rock shelter, creating a metre 

deep pool beneath my legs.  We sat for a while longer as 

the stream roared through our formerly peaceful lunch 

spot.  Oh well, time to move I guess. 

 

Onward through wet forest, taking the boulder route 

where possible.  An apparent crux approached, where a 

bluff pressed down to gouge at the river, but we stuck to 

our guns and powered through, close at hand to the 

river’s surging flow.  The following stretch was 

festooned with silty flood-channels and enormous 

boulders and we dominated them for a bit before 

crashing out onto the broad expanse of Drake Flats.  

S’posed to be a hut here somewhere, we crossed the river 

and searched for a while but all I found was a disposable 

waterproof camera with plenty of unused film.  Its an ill 

wind that blows no good.  Tired of hanging out in the 

rain, we pitched the tent on some grass and got a brew 

going.   

 

Waiatoto: Valley of Mist 

We’d also had thoughts of heading up the Drake to 

knock off Castor and Pollux but the weather in the 
  Kelvin Lloyd 

Frazer and the bottomless bag of 

sugar 
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morning was pretty bleak and cloudy so we flagged it away and carried on up the ‘Toto.  After five 

minutes we found Drake hut, the map is incorrect in placing it so close to the confluence.  Some 

slack-arse bastard in LINZ, but we won’t name any names eh?  Anyway, it was a bit of a dog-box 

with a fair amount of silt on the floor, the latter having issued from the base of a big landslide that 

had come down just behind.  Somehow I don’t think we’ll be seeing that dot on the next map.   

 

Anyways, the going was pretty sweet after yesterday’s bush-bashing, and progress was swift as we 

wandered across flats and through forest patches.  Pretty good deer trail near the river when we 

needed it, and before we knew it we were at Bonar Flats.  Here Frazer retrieved something that had 

been weighing down his pack for the last 3 days – a watermelon.  The time was right for a 

celebration and we perched on a beached log and got stuck in to the melon with gusto.  Shortly after 

we decided to camp.  A rain free day?  No, not quite as the evening drizzle began.  

 

Waiatoto strikes! 

Day 4. Apart from the mist and drizzle, we hadn’t found the ‘Toto too forbidding thus far, and 

maybe that made us a bit cocky.  We were sick of hanging around in the valley bottom, and decided 

today was the day to launch ourselves at the tops, weather or not.  Scorning my earlier idea of the 

open gulley that zig-zagged away to the left, we took the direct route.  Into the forest and we were 

immediately climbing steeply up one of those bush boulder jumbles that are all too common in this 

sort of country.  Pretty wet too, but we worked our way up through it, and gradually left the big 

rocks behind.  On and on, up we went, climbed up on a fallen tree for a view, not much of one, but 

there was a creek over there which we tracked over to in the hope of a bit of open travel.  Must be 

pretty close to bushline by now, we thought, after all that climbing . . .   

 

The creek was steep and rather fun as we clawed our way up through its boulder jams.  ‘Cept I think 

it was the Factor but it might have been Muzz whose pack fell to bits a bit here.  Felt like rapid 

progess but we decided lunch was in order when we encountered a boulder overhang as a light rain 

began to fall.  That must be the top just up there we thought as we carried on, the gulley launched 

itself at a scarp and slipped to a halt, scrub lined the top and the tussock-fields were probably just in 

behind.  A brief rest then fired up the crumbly slip face, clawing through the scrub.  Emerging 

victorious on a rock, an unwelcome sight before us – big angular boulders embedded in a matrix of 

thick tall scrub, rising up to another scarp comprised of huge jutting outcrops.  Not a tussock in 

sight.  Well this was going to be fun!  Into the battlefield we fought our way into the ten foot scrub, 

only lacking bikes on our backs to complete the valour of the occasion.  Bash, squeeze, jump, 

thrash, break, twist, step by step we pressed on into that foe.  Where was Big Daddy?  We’d just 

have to honour the man and carve our way through.  Past the outcrops, and fields of scrub stretched 

away up the slope above us.... Into it we plunged, only armpit deep now. 

 

“Put botany to work for us, Kelvin” said 

Muzz as I stopped to scan a line of 

Hoheria trees over to the right.  “Yeah, 

betcha there’s a little gully under those; 

lets do it!” I said as I changed direction.  

Yep, we thrashed through the scrub and 

dived into the Hoheria glade, thick with 

ferns and wetter than a waterfall, but easy 

enough going as long as you didn’t fall 

into any of the big holes that arranged 

themselves here and there.  The gulley 

sloped shallowly upward, and when the 

canopy lowered we broke out into the 

scrub again.  This time we really could 

see the tussock, just there above us, and 
Kelvin Lloyd 

 The boys tuck into a Waiatoto watermelon feast 
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charged out into the scrub, only waist deep now, but thick as a broom head.  The rain had stopped 

and we paused to look back at the ‘Toto far below, layers of the inevitable mist drawing themselves 

alongside the hillsides.  One last tiring thrash brought us to the tussock and we actually had to walk 

back down the hill a way to find a flattish spot to camp.  Bleak and freezing cold, the whole day had 

passed us by, a whole day to climb to the tussock.  Mettle and courage, that’s what they say eh? 

 

Main Divide 

Well, that testing day was the last of the dirty weather, the next morning it had cleared up beauty, a 

fine view up to Aspiring as we got away up the tussock slopes.  Climbed a bit then started to pick 

our way acrossward (The English language could always do with another word – Ed.), traversing 

past the steep rocky gullies that tribute the Bonar River, up and down to find a passage through, a 

final drop down a small gut brought us to a broad schist slab and we strode up it to a spot in the sun, 

snowy peaks all around and what a nice place for lunch.  Now that fresh snow was just the perfect 

stuff for making ice cream, and come to think of it we weren’t exactly short of sugar, and if it used 

up a fair bit of our milo and milk powder, well what of it?  “If we run out, we just won’t eat it any 

more.” says Muzz.  Problem solved.  Mind you, a four litre billy of sweet ice-cream is quite a lot for 

three jokers to feed upon, especially when they’d already had a good lunch.  The boys were unable 

to help much but I didn’t want to see the stuff wasted and persevered with it until my head was 

spinning on a sugar high and I felt quite sick.  “Uuhhh, shall we get a move on then guys?”  But I 

felt a bit better as we climbed the slab and up onto the main divide, just a moraine heap on the ridge 

there, we crossed between Betsy Jane and Taurus if you want to check it out on the map. 

 

An easy wander down a broad flattish snow gully that just sat there on the ridge before narrowing 

and plunging down a tremendous bluff to the much less impressive ‘Waterfall Face’ in the Wilkin 

below.  And folks if you want the best ever view of Pickelhaube well this is the place.  It was mid-

afternoonish and we decided that we’d head down this steep spur that showed up a bit to the left on 

the map.  Well, I’d have to say with that fresh sloppy snow this wasn’t the most pleasant route I’ve 

ever taken, but a hare’s tracks zig-zagged down in front of me and the only time I veered off its 

route was the only time I took a slip and I was pretty glad when my K3s landed on a small ledge 

just below for the prospect of going further was not one I entertained with any degree of 

enthusiasm.  Just goes to show, them animals know what they’re doing.  All I can say is, we all got 

down into the Wilkin safe and sound, and at the bottom Muzz he said to me “That was filthy, 

Kelvin” and folks its a true word that Muzz speaks. 

 

Wilkin Milk ‘n’ Honey 

Yeah, we had a pretty nice camp eh, bivvied on a rock that commanded a quite delectable view 

down the Wilkin to that side valley full of sisterling lakes.  And ok, it took a while for the sun to 

swing over the mountain but soon enough we were striding through the tussock up the flats below 

Waterfall Face and we felt a bit like loopies really.  Although the climb up the face did earn a 

modicum of respect and I wouldn’t say it’s your average loopie route.  Pretty darn nice in that very 

upper bit of the Wilkin in fact I’d have to say it was breathtakingly beautiful with a clear blue sky, 

sun shining on golden tussocks, vaunting bluffs leaning over the valley, pristine snow on the tops 

and not a loopie in sight.  

 

So, we wandered up the golden valley and gazed out over Rabbit Pass to the glory of the East 

Matukituki below, then back down to Pearson Saddle and having climbed over that we found 

ourselves on the west coast again, so took the gypsy route straight down into the basin then straight 

up the other side, steep tussock slabs brought us to this lovely tussocky shoulder and we paused 

there for afternoon tea and a bit of boulder and chamois abuse for there was a pretty sizeable bluff 

down below.  And you know what?  It felt so nice just lazing around in the sun there that we 
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decided we might as well camp, and it was pretty good to bivvy there as the setting sun coloured the 

late cloud puffs red. 

 

Volta 

Well by now Frazer, who as you can understand was charged with being the sugar administrator, 

was piling small pyramids of the stuff on our porridge in the morning so you had to be pretty 

careful not to let him near it if you wanted it less adulterated.  The sun refused to greet us at our 

camp but a steep climb brought us to another nice tussock shoulder and a pleasant traverse back out 

toward the ‘Toto.  A classic view from the corner, a fantastic slab of hillside divides the Pearson 

from the Bonar and in the other direction is the lake at the head of the ‘Toto with the bulk of 

Aspiring rising tall above.  Anyways, believe it or not a few dwarves were seen here and after 

putting them to death we carried on around the slope, heading up-valley now, it was pretty steep 

and the ankles were a little worried about the loose stones but fears were groundless and before long 

we found ourselves staring down on the hole that used to be the Purity Glacier but now contains a 

body of blue water which I guess must be Purity Lake.  Now heading back into the divide we 

traversed around shingly gullies and morainy ledges and in that shady place there were some good 

sheets of ice spread on the rocks but a few blows with the ice axe sorted those out and we carried on 

up onto another one of those big slabs, dappled with snow, then charged up a steeper bit to have a 

spot of lunch overlooking the remnant ice chunks of what might have been the upper Purity once 

upon a time.   

 

And the Volta was just up there, so we cruised onto the first bit of ice then off it again and 

following my nose onto the sloping slabs I have to say I got myself into a spot of bother, trouble 

was, I was carrying the gipsy rope, but luckily the boys had just enough sling-power to rescue me 

from above.  Thanks Frazer.  One last little scarp to somehow get down and we were on the glacier 

proper, well after some deliberation I chose to make a controlled slide and it was all good although 

the Munro ran into my track and got a bit more speed up and Muzz jumped off a bluff instead.  

Anyway, from there on I got a bit tired as we plodded on over the glacier, Muzz leading the way in 

his superboots, the 6mm gipsy rope strung between us, and the sun dropped orange into distant 

clouds on the horizon as we climbed up to Tantalus Rock and made camp on it.  Pretty good it was 

too, and sleeping outdoors and bivvy-bag-less, I took the opportunity for some moonlit photography 

and it was pretty SPECIAL with Glacier Dome just across there with its crevassed gills and the cool 

moon bathing us in its light.   

Re: Volta 

Well, Ruth Ridge was our intention and we climbed back along the divide toward it, but folks I 

certainly wasn’t enjoying those slabs 

and the treacherous snow in fact I’d 

lost all sense of balance and mettle 

and courage had jumped ship 

somewhere back on yesterday’s slab.  

It looked like some sliding down the 

gypsy rope would be necessary to 

gain access to Ruthy proper, and 

doubled up we only had 15m and I’d 

have to say reluctantly for the boys 

but unsorry for me we decided to flag 

it and head back the way we’d come 

with our tails between our legs.  A bit 

more time would have seen us 

traverse across to the Therma and up 

to Colin Todd and over into the West 

Kelvin Lloyd 

Yes Kelvin, it is 



 97 

Matukituki, it was broken up but we’d have got through I was confident of that, but anyway, it can 

wait for some other time when the snow’s in a more frictiony union with the rock, rather than oil-

like as it was with us here.  The wee bluff, well, I would have taken my hat off to the boys as they 

somehow found some friction on the slabs beneath that treacherous slick of snow, and towed me up 

with the gipsy rope, but I didn’t and that was a shame.  See after going back round all those corners 

I whacked my hatted head on a rock as I stepped up to cross a creek and ricocheted back down on a 

pointy rock.  Walked with a bit of a hobble after that especially on the uphills, but there was only 

one of those and it brought us to Pearson Saddle where we enjoyed the last of the sunshine as we 

made our camp on the Divide.  

 

It’s a Long Way to Cameron Flat 

Those fit young lads were keen as mustard but I was feeling like a cripple and trailed along behind 

as we climbed up to Rabbit Pass and down the shingle slide and away down the hill into the East 

‘Tuki.  Botanical highlights were present and I enjoyed them as we trudged off down the valley, 

still trailing in the rear I was.  Lunch was had at Ruth Flat and the east face of Fastness loomed 

above us.  Bloody hell, there must be a direct route from Tantalus Rock I reckon, wish we’d had a 

scout in that direction the day before.   

 

On we went and I seized the chance to get a head start on the boys and back into the forest it was 

and they caught me a the bottom of that horrendous climb to treeline and in hindsight the Bledisloe 

Gorge might’ve been a nicer option.  What the heck, a nice view from the top and we charged down 

to Junction Flat, tested out the new bridges, then raced along the track through the forest in the last 

scrap of daylight but finally we had to take our petzls out however shortly afterward we reached 

Cameron Flat and thought we might as well camp there under a tree so we did.   

 

Loose ends 

So the next day all we had to do was wander up the valley to pick up the Charger and yep, Frazer 

could be counted on to do his bit by running up the road to fetch it after we’d crossed the bridge.  

Then we just had to head back over to the coast to pick up the Munromobile but we paused in 

Wanaka for a feed and a jolly good feed it was too, several donuts and chocolate éclairs and pies 

and buns and stuff and it would 

have done my bros up north proud 

I can tell ya and we laughed a bit 

at the loopies then carried on back 

to the ‘Toto.  Now, turned out we 

didn’t manage to quite finish the 

sugar, only downed 2.5 kg of the 

stuff in fact, and I took the rest 

back to my flat and would you 

believe it, its mid-August as I 

write this and despite having had 

the stuff on my weet-bix every 

morning for the last 3 ½ months, 

its not quite finished.  Ah well, if 

its not run out, I’ll just keep 

eating it.  Eh Muzz. 

 

 

 

Janet Greenwood: “These tramping club boys – they just want to get to the summit really quickly – 

no time to check out the scenery on the way.” 

Kelvin Lloyd 

Frazer, Kelvin and Murray atop the Charger 
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Brewster Hut – May 2000 

By Rebekah Eyles 

 

Party Members: Jo Prince (esteemed leader and vocalist) 

   Angelika Paul (altitude keeper) 

   Riki Anderson (photographer) 

   Jason Ang (cotton-wearer) 

   Brad Wilson (energy pill on legs) 

   Rebekah Eyles (scribe) 

 

After moving from Wellington to Dunedin over Easter, a time usually spent in the hills, I was keen 

to get away tramping as soon as possible.  So I joined OUTC and signed up for my first trip with the 

club.  The trip was going away to Brewster Hut, on Haast Pass. Jo Prince, who was leading the trip, 

assured me it was going to be a ‘sifty’ trip, which sounded good to me! 

 

On Friday night I turned up at clubs and socs and two carloads headed through to Haast Pass.  After 

the obligatory dinner stop at the Korna Dairy, I settled into the back of Jo’s car, while Angelika and 

Jo sat in the front and had an in-depth conversation (=gossip) about everyone in OUTC.  By the end 

of the drive I was fully up to speed with whom was/is/soon will be going out with whom in the 

tramping club, without actually knowing who any of these people were.  It all sounded strangely 

familiar to goings on within the Victoria University Tramping Club, of which I had been a member 

in Wellington.  You just needed to change a few names here and there. 

 

After camping under a fly at one of the DoC campsites, we crawled out of our sleeping bags and 

cooked up some porridge for breakfast, then headed along to the road end. The track to Brewster 

Hut begins with a crossing of the Haast River (sans bridge). Jo and I were the only people on the 

group staunch enough to cross the river with our boots on – everyone else crossed in tevas and then 

changed into boots at the other side while Jo and I waited.  The remainder of the tramp was one big 

(1000m), steep climb up to Brewster Hut.  Brad (who had far too much energy for his own good) 

trotted up the hill then waited patiently for us mere mortals to catch up. Jo, being the responsible 

leader-type tramped at the back and made sure no one got left behind. Angelika had an altimeter 

watch and kindly broke the trip up into 100m sections – so we had regular stops to drink water, eat 

lollies, take off clothes, put on clothes, take off clothes again etc. For about two hours we were 

tramping through bush, then we emerged above the bushline into tussock for the last hour. 

 

We arrived at the hut mid-afternoon and snuggled in for the night. There were six people in our 

group, and Brewster Hut is a “four-bunk” hut, but we decided to squeeze everyone into the hut 

rather than put up Jo’s Olympus in the rain (ah, yes, did I mention it was raining?). After dinner we 

sat around on the top bunk and talked (I believe there was a small amount of alcohol consumed, just 

enough to justify using the term ‘sifty’ to describe the trip). Given that three people in the group 

were past or present Bivouac employees (Angelika, Jo and Riki) there was a fair amount of shoptalk 

going on, as well as some more gossip and general silliness. 

 

It continued to rain throughout the night, and was still raining the next morning when we woke up.  

Although there was a fairly good chance that the river would be uncrossable, we decided to pack up 

anyway and head down to check it out. As we dropped further down into the valley you could hear 

the side creeks pumping away, and sure enough when we reached the river it was well up (brown, 

flowing fast and about a meter higher than the previous day). I decided I wasn’t going anywhere 

near that river, but a couple of people in the group (these being the working-types, rather than the 

slack-arse student types) wondered if we might find somewhere safe to cross further upstream. At 

this point a huge tree floated down the river and Jo announced we weren’t crossing that river 
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anywhere today!  So we had a quick discussion about our options (at this point everyone was wet 

and cold – not a great combination). We figured we would have to wait until the next morning 

before the river dropped again, so it was worthwhile getting comfortable for the night. Six people in 

a two-person Olympus didn’t sound overly comfortable, so we all agreed to climb back up to the 

hut, after a quick snack. 

 

This time it only took two and a half hours (its amazing how you don’t feel like stopping when 

you’re freezing your butt off). As we came out above the bushline it started snowing, and continued 

to snow throughout the evening. Jason, who had brought an alarming number of cotton clothes, was 

particularly cold when we got to the hut. We had heaps of food and hot drinks and huddled up to 

keep warm.  Jason received a lecture on the merits of wool and polypro from the Bivouac team. 

 

Spending two nights with six people in a four-bunk hut was definitely cosy, and we got to know 

each other fairly well over that time.  I discovered that Angelika had climbed Mt Cook with one of 

my best friends from Wellington, and that Riki and I went to the same high school in Wellington for 

two years (small world etc etc).  My lasting memory from that second night has to be Jo singing 

“the sun will come out tomorrow, you can bet your bottom dollar…” As painful as it was at the time 

(just kidding, Jo), it actually worked, and the next morning it was beautifully clear.  Instead of 

heading straight back to the road end, we took some time to thaw out and take some photos.  It 

looked incredible up there, with fresh snow on all of the surrounding peaks, and a layer of cloud 

rising from the valley. I think most of us used a whole roll of film that morning. Finally we headed 

back down to the river, which thankfully bore no resemblance to itself 24 hours previously. It was 

back to being a crystal clear, shin-deep trickle again! 

 

We called in at DoC and Jo rang her dad – who wasn’t the least bit concerned about us, as he’d 

guessed what had happened (we thought he might have at least shown a smidgen of concern!). After 

a late lunch in Wanaka, we drove back to Dunedin and got some more great views on the drive 

home, as there was a fresh dumping of snow all around. All in all, it was a fantastic trip, and as far 

as I was concerned, the extra night out was just an added bonus! 

 

 
          Riki Anderson 

Jason, Jo, Rebekah, Brad and Angelika, safe and snug in Mt Brewster Hut 

 

“No, Mrs Wilson, I’m sure he’s fine. They’ll just be waiting for the river to go down. Brad will 

probably be back sometime today.” – Jake to Brad’s mum on the phone at Club’s & Socs reception  
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Above Bushline – Paul’s Version 

By Paul Prince 

 

Party Members:  

Paul Prince, John Cottle,  

- Fearless and intrepid leaders capable of killing or maiming groups of up to 10 tramping club 

members without breaking a sweat, any more than 10 and we have to actually work at it. 

 

Judy Ormandy, Jess Allen, Sandra Shallard, Steve Catty, Luke Simpson, Nick Child, Daniel Webb, 

Colin Tan and Cory Kulczyski 

- All trusting fools who believed that their experience would be pleasurable and educational. Little 

did they realise that the key to a 'good' alpine trip is that the pain level achieved is high, as well as 

the altitude.  

 

Damn, these courses actually take organisation… 

Friday 2pm, we finally get out of town and Mt. Cook here we come, the chance to breath fresh air, 

learn some stuff, dance on the snow and wash away post break-up blues…all by going to the coolest 

place in the country, perhaps the world: Mueller Hut. 

 

Arriving at Mt. Cook Village we finally get things sorted and wander up the track. It is quite late, 

about 8pm I guess, but the moon is coming out and the light it casts allows us to see for miles, and it 

isn’t even full yet. We finally arrive at Mueller Hut and doss in the rocks outside, we put the tent 

flies up and hope that the rain won't come just yet, it doesn't but the wind does and so we take the 

fly down and hope for the best. Dawn comes early with rosy fingers and they were very rosy by the 

time I had crawled out of my pit and convinced everyone that alpine starts were a bad idea. John 

was looking like a kea had spent time sleeping in his mouth but he soon got better and we headed 

for the Annette Plateau. The Plateau is cool because you can see for miles including Cook and the 

place is just the bomb. 

 

We finally got to the edge of the snow and I showed everyone how to use crampons and ice axe, or 

at least put them on and walk around. No one was dancing around shrieking 'snow, snow' but they 

were having fun I think. We wandered into the low wind scoop and did some steep snow/ice 

technique, making sure everyone felt confident with axes, not stabbing themselves, and then 

climbed out of a small ice gully and back to the plateau. We then scoped a suitable self-arresting 

slope and threw ourselves down it. Great fun. I was really stoked to see how much everyone was 

getting into it. 

 

We then wandered to the eastern edge of the plateau and camped down for the night. I then found 

we had very little fuel for some reason and also there was no running water which there has been 

every other time I have been there, oh bother. We managed to melt sufficient snow, but we had to 

eat in shifts. Some people were absolutely knackered and luckily didn’t get too pissed off with me 

for the time their meal took to cook. My biggest concern was that the weather would clap in before 

we could get out of there. The wind had picked up and we ended up collapsing into sleeping bags 

praying there would be no rain.  

 

The next morning it was still really windy and quite unpleasant. John and I banged heads and finally 

decided that instead of heading across the plateau we would drop over the edge of the wind scoop 

and down the Sebastopol Ridge to the village. The top of the ridge ends in an ice slope of about 40 

degrees angle and going down this would be the main concern, John and I brought out the rope and 

belayed several people down the first section, where they had to wait while we reorganised. At this 

point Colin started to move out and ended up in the middle of the face, not being able to hear us and 
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we couldn’t hear him. The sight of him soloing in the middle of this huge face is something that will 

remain with me for a long time, very impressive if I hadn’t been so worried that he might fall or get 

hit by a rock. He finally moved back to the ridge and disappeared. 

 

We continued moving people down the face and as I belayed Judy down the second section, rocks 

started to fall more regularly. One rock, about the size of a tennis ball, broke loose, I yelled, “get 

your head down” and for what felt like hours I watched this rock fall towards Judy. Bonk! -On top 

of her helmet. Shitting bricks, I tied off the rope and lowered myself down, absolutely freaking that 

I had killed Judy, she was fine apart from being a bit shook up. Another ball-sized rock fell and in 

an attempt to be heroic, I stood above Judy and it bounced off my hip. John wandered down, untied 

the rope and then climbed down with Judy, while I went back up. At this point it was a coordination 

of people soloing down and rock falls. I was so worried and yet at the same time stoked to see the 

methodical way everyone front-pointed down the slope in tramping boots, concentration etched on 

their faces, we must have taught them well I guess, or maybe they trusted me when I told them not 

to mess around or they might die… 

 

By the time we had got to the bottom of the ice, three hours had elapsed. John and I had allowed 5 

minutes for ourselves and an hour for the whole group to get down, so time became an issue. We 

scoffed food and then balanced our way along the ridge which was relatively stable, at one point I 

put my pack down to help Sandra and watched it roll, and roll and then fall off the edge of a 50 

metre drop and roll 400 hundred metres down a gully. Bother again. By this time I was feeling 

thoroughly incompetent, but I was much happier by the time everyone was onto a flat section and I 

could go back and get my pack. The lid had burst and it was looking completely trashed. I wandered 

back to the ridge and caught everyone else up, by which time it was just a case of walking down the 

ridge until we hit a goat track and then we scree-slid down to the Red Tarns and plodded down to 

the village. 

 

Sitting in the shelter I was so relieved that we were all down and no one was dead or injured. Again 

we scoffed food and drink, Dan and Steve who had run to get the cars got back, exhausted, but now 

we could travel, what legends. I must have apologised a hundred times for the way things had gone 

and begged forgiveness. Everyone assured me they were alright, my concern was that with their 

first alpine experience they would be put off for life, but they all affirmed it had been excellent fun, 

and they had learned heaps which was cool. We climbed into the cars and the only problem now 

was to get home safely. We drove Judy’s car over the Lindis and dropped her in Clyde, by which 

time her car was making weird noises, all I wanted to do was get home. The tyre exploded on the 

flood free highway and John handled the subsequent loss of balance with the usual aplomb, we 

changed the tyre and went home and went to sleep. 

 

Life should never be boring. 

 

 
 

Paul D: Paul’s in the Gear Room talking about avalanches. He’s an avalanche chaser. First he 

chased ambulances, now avalanches. He’s working his way through the long ‘A’ word alphabet. 

AJ: When’s he going to chase aardvarks? 
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(Can anyone else think of another long word starting with ‘A’ that Paul’s chased? - Ed.) 
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Above Bushline - Judy’s version 

By Judy Ormandy 

 

We left at Friday lunchtime, me having just managed to scab a half day off by convincing the rural 

health doctors that I had an interest in winter sports medicine… Our first mission was to cram rather 

a lot of stuff in to the poo-mobile, my “rust” coloured Honda Civic. Yes, it is possible to squeeze in 

4 people, 4 packs, ice-axes, crampons, helmets & food, but I do believe it was rather cramped for 

those sitting in the back. I quickly realised I’d have to brake much earlier if I wanted to actually 

stop for stop signs. Tight corners weren’t a good idea either. 

 

John & Paul commenced a fascinating conversation in the back: chicks, mountaineering, chicks, 

mountaineering, chicks… very insightful guys. Due to the superiority of the poo-mobile, we were 

the first car to arrive at Mt Cook Village. We had an awesome moonlit walk / grunt up to Mueller 

Hut, Paul continuously assuring us that everything was “all good”. A chilly night under the stars 

ensued. 

 

Saturday we headed towards the Annette Plateau, Steve finding a very flash looking camera. On the 

Annette Plateau we were given basic instructions on how to use crampons, Steve ascertaining that 

French technique is not self arresting with one’s tongue. The afternoon was spent throwing 

ourselves down slopes practising our self arrests. The wind got up in the evening as shelters were 

built by the windscoop. At one point, in the middle of a huge wind gust, Paul pulls a candle out of 

his pack – award for most useless tramping accessory? I was in bed by about 5:30, having been 

brought a yummy dinner in bed. An even chillier night ensued – I was in my sleeping bag (down, 4 

season) with a liner and in a bivvy bag, wearing polypro longjohns, fleece pants, 2 polypro tops, 

woollen jersey, hat and gloves, with fleece top and raincoat shoved inside my sleeping bag and I 

warmed up enough to take off my gloves. 

 

Sunday dawned even windier and Paul & John had the bright idea we should descend via Mt 

Sebastapol. “It’ll only take about 5 hours”. Having faith in our revered leaders, we all agreed. 

“You’d never get to do this on a snowcraft course” they stated enthusiastically.  And so we began, 

unaware of the horrors about to unfold… 

 

I’m quietly & slowly descending a rather steep snow slope, my shoulder having already crapped out 

on me, when there is a somewhat panicked call of “ROCK!”, followed by “Judy, put your head 

DOWN!”. I crouch into the slope as a rock smashes into my helmet. Silence. I evaluate things: I’m 

conscious, oriented, alive, Glasgow Coma Score of 15… all good. A call from above “what did that 

hit?” Someone else: “her head”. Paul is yelling and screaming, he sounds somewhat anxious. 

Carnage. The rock is retrieved and I continue down to the newly christened “Hôtel de scree” as we 

wait for everyone else to make their way down. 

 

The rest of Sunday seemed much more sedate; more rocks smashed into my legs and Paul’s pack 

decided to throw itself off a cliff. We made it back to Mt Cook Village eventually, 11 hours after 

we started (5 hours guys???), mildly dehydrated – who needs water anyway? I think Steve and Dan 

were the legends who ran to get the cars.  A huge feast was consumed, photos taken before the drive 

home. I was dropped off after a wee detour to Clyde, & Paul, John & Jess had a blown tyre to 

contend with on the long trip back to Dunedin. 

 

Thanks to Paul & John for an awesome weekend. 
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Epilogue  

The next day I’m being shown around Dunstan hospital, sill a little tired & shattered.  As I’m 

introduced to one of the Doctors, it is explained that the reason I’m so tired is that I’ve done a 

“snowcraft” course.  

Doctor looks very enthusiastic: “I’ve always wanted to do that, how was it?”  

Me: “Well, death’s all bad, but I’m still alive so it’s all good”.  

Doctor looks at me as if I need a psych referral. 

 

Epi-epilogue 

two weeks later, it’s a really hot day in Clyde and I’m wearing a short summer skirt. There are still 

impressive bruises all over my legs.  

Doctor: “oh my gosh, are those bruises from your trip several weeks ago?”  

Me: “um yeah”  

Her: “You’re mad”.  

NO COMMENT. 

 
 

Judy Ormandy: “I have no problems with rectal examinations, it’s just quite funny talking about it 

when dressed up at cocktail parties.” 

 

 

 
     Sandra Shallard 

Some unusual characters at Twalk 2000 

 

Kim Yin at Twalk: “Wow! I think the cold has killed my scabies!” 
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Sibling Rivalry 

By Jo Prince 

 

Exams were fast approaching, so Paul and I decided it was time for as bit of brotherly –sisterly 

bonding. As per usual, the aim was for Paul to take me climbing, so we headed in the general 

Q’Town direction. We had two choices, hang around Q’Town and go climbing up the Remarks, or 

go up the North Routeburn and have a go at Somnus. We decided against Remarks because we 

knew that if we stayed in Q’Town we’d end up going out on the town and then we’d never go 

climbing. 

 

Saturday morning at the Routeburn shelter began with the arrival of a busload of STC (Southland 

Tramping Club) families- it was their annual kids trip, boy were we glad to be avoiding that! 

Deciding to be hardcore- as all climbers are- we walked in in our plastics. That would probably 

have been fine, except that the plastics I was wearing were borrowed and the feet payed for this 

decision. 

 

The weather was okay as we walked into the North Routeburn but it was rumoured that it was to 

deteriorate. As we came over the hill and saw the couloir, we started to have second thoughts about 

our summit attempt. Arriving at the bivvy, we unloaded our gears ad cooked ourselves a feed. Then 

we climbed into our pits and tried to get to sleep. It was a little difficult as the time was only about 

6pm. The alarm went off for the first time around 2am, I think. We decided there was no point in 

getting up, as we’d spend more of the day in the dark than light. Next time the alarm went off it was 

around 4 or 5 am. The weather hadn’t entirely crapped out, and I mentioned d to Paul that I could 

see the stars. Paul mumbled something about “wake me when you’ve counted 9 billion”.  

 

Somewhere along the way I made us hot Raro and the weather crapped out. At some unknown point 

we decided to flag any attempt to do anything and went back to sleep. This is when it becomes clear 

how Paul and I differ as brother and sister. Paul, being the climber, wished we were up on the snow 

immediately and didn’t have to do any of this “fluffing around” to get there. I, on the other hand, 

enjoyed the fluffing around and was glad that although the weather had been crap, we’d still got out 

there and been active. After a small taste, I plan to go tramping up the North Routeburn again 

sometime soon. 

 

We eventually pulled ourselves out of our pits and wandered up to the bottom of the couloir. I 

proved that I obviously can’t be hardcore enough to be a climber, as the 20cent sized blisters on my 

feet caused me to stop while Paul went on ahead. However, you could see the pride flood over 

Paul’s face as he watched his little sister take painkillers for blisters for the first time. As it poured 

down with rain, we walked down the 

Routeburn and back to the car. On the 

way home we popped in to see Rachel 

Barton, enjoying the nice dry home and 

having a good catch-up. 

 

We didn’t get much climbing done, none 

at all in fact, but I learnt a few important 

lessons about being hard core (from the 

master himself) and also a few more 

about blisters. On top of all this big bro 

and little sis and a great weekend together 

in the hills.  

Jo Prince 
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French Ridge Hut That Wasn’t 

By Geoff Carden 

 

Party Members: Geoff Carden, Hugh Webb, Judy Ormandy 
 

The plan was a weekend trip up to French Ridge Hut in the west Matukituki. Judy is rescued from 

Clyde on Friday evening and we head on to Raspberry Creek, with a brief stop in Cromwell for 

Hugh and Geoff to eat some overpriced takeaways and Judy to dance and skip around with delight 

because she has escaped Clyde. Oh yeah, and she has done a wine tour during the afternoon. At 

Raspberry Creek it is concluded that 3 people and one 2-person tent don’t mix too well and we are 

to continue on to Aspiring Hut. The Aussie informs us that “All Australians are girls’-blouse 

wearing, poodle-walking poofs” as he puts on twice as many layers of clothes as the others. Geoff 

and Hugh take the piss out of Judy.  Actually it was a brilliant moonlit walk into Aspiring Hut with 

a full moon, really clear starry starry night and snow on the mountains. 
 

Next morning we sleep in and discover we have miraculously lost all enthusiasm for scrambling up 

to French Ridge and the weather is about to pack in. “Red sky in the morning is the sailor’s 

warning” and all. It was a spectacular red sky though. A brief discussion is held. “Nah” is the 

conclusion and we go back to sleep. That was after Geoff and Hugh had taken the piss out of Judy. 

The crappy weather continued and in the afternoon Geoff was sent on a mission back to Raspberry 

Creek to retrieve more wine. Really he just wanted to try out his brand new, never been used $500 

Gore-Tex jacket. While he was gone Hugh took the piss out of Judy. More sleep is had. 
 

Geoff returns and wine is consumed. Hugh and Geoff take the piss out of Judy and conduct a 

personality assessment of her. Conclusion: Judy is screwed up. Hugh, the tramping food 

connoisseur, cooks a feast, accompanied with comments like “this dinner is an ominous shade of 

purple”. Tasted good though.  More wine is consumed and just for a change we sleep. 
 

Next morning we sleep in. Eventually get away from Aspiring Hut by 11:00am. After Hugh and 

Geoff have taken the piss out of Judy. It was an awesome day with brilliant weather. We meander 

up to Rob Roy Glacier (well Hugh ran up). Pretty darn cool. Photos taken. On the way down we 

debate accidentally getting lost and not making it back to med school. Very appealing but with 

Geoff’s superior navigation we safely make it back to Raspberry Creek. 
 

Dinner in Cromwell, what a rip off. The sign mentioned that a reasonable standard of dress is 

required but with us all in Tevas and long johns one questions what their dress standard actually is. 

Judy is dropped off in Clyde. Hugh walks in on Judy’s female flatmate in the bath. Hugh is highly 

embarrassed. Judy’s other flatmate: “Hugh seems like the sort of boy who gets embarrassed easily”. 

Highly amusing. The End. 
 

 
Left to right: Judy, Hugh and Geoff 

 

Flis Williams: “What are we looking at Hugh’s crutch for?” 

Geoff Carden: “Hugh’s crutch doesn’t move. Hmm… I’ll get it moving.” 
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Copland Hotpools - Queens Birthday Weekend 

By Emily Hicks 

 

Copland 2000 began as all good OUTC trips begin 6pm at Clubs and Socs. The weather was not so 

good. It was still pouring when we got to Milton to pick up Roy. On the way Eve from Holland (in 

the know when it comes to bikes), told us how to pick three different types of bike-locks, while Roy 

and Alistair argued over who had the best salary. In Alex we split the party, visiting the local 

chippie and KFC for tea. Then off into the night, Roy drove us speedily through the Haast Pass. 

Anitra, probably tired from climbing round the van so much, happily settled down to sleep across 

the packs. By 2am we were all cosily wrapped up in our bags, camping under a clear sky at the start 

of the Copland track.  

 

Everyone was on the move by 9.30 the next morning. The track starts on the other side of the river, 

so from square one we all suffered the inevitable wet feet. The track is flat and winds through the 

regenerating beech forest you find on the west coast. Every now and then you get an unexpected 

glimpse of the snow-capped peaks through the trees. At the first lookout point those of us in the 

lead decided to go and look at the view- the confluence of the Copland and Karangarua rivers, and 

eat scroggin (well, that's what I was keen to do.) Anyway, while nibbling we were unknowingly 

overtaken by several cunning OUTCers. The problem with this was that nobody knew where 

anyone else was or what time to stop for lunch and consequently little groups of OUTCers were 

scattered all over the place and not reunited until 1pm. Hardly surprisingly by this time only half the 

lunch remained for those of us who finally caught up at a little hut. 

 

Onwards to the swing-bridge further up the valley. The race was on to beat the other parties to 

Welcome Flat hut and claim mattresses. I had decided that I had already seen enough other trampers 

to fill the hut twice over. Sure enough, by 5pm when I arrived the hut had long been chocka. Our 

fellow inhabitants must have been stoked to see 15 OUTCers arrive! 

 

I saw the steam rising from the hot pools before I saw the hut- it was strange and beautiful to see the 

bush steaming in the evening light. Having bagsed a space for my foam mat on the floor I rushed up 

to the hot pools to warm up with the others. They had already discovered how marvellous it is to 

have a warm soak after a day's tramp. I wasn't quite thirsty enough to lap up the thermal water as 

contracting amoebic meningitis didn't sound very enticing, not to mention the green slime at the 

bottom of the pool which I could accidentally ingest. 

 

I watched the sun set at the head of the valley marking the end of a marvellous day. Anitra soon 

came asking us to hunt out the group food - time for a well-deserved tea. While serving us the 

delicious cheesecake for desert, Fran decided to test the flammability of the down jacket she was 

wearing. After standing with her elbow in the flame for a while the jacket began to melt. Stop, Drop 

and Roll saved the day-but not the jacket. Not even duct tape will fix that one! 

 

I woke the next morning to the comforting hut noises; people murmuring to each other, rustling 

plastic bags, the hiss of cookers-and enjoyed the bliss of my warm sleeping bag for another few 

minutes. Today 8 of us were heading on further up the valley while the others slept in, lounged in 

the pools, read and explored.  

 

The weather couldn't have been better. We shared packs and timed the swapping of them really well 

- I guiltily handed over the pack to Sandra just as the track got steep. We arrived at Douglas Rock 

hut about lunchtime. The peaks towered around us - somewhere up there was the route over the 

Copland Pass. It looked very intimidating- no mountaineering for me thanks! Lunch was yummy. I 

discovered the joys of Nutella and biscuit. More of the bread and cheese although some would 
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probably have preferred me to cut a little more cheese and less thumb! At least I didn't bleed on the 

cheese! 

 

We were back to the Welcome Flat hut at 4. After dinner those of us playing cards in the hut were 

fed again - leftovers from other parties: Chicken dinner, Camembert and cheese, chocolate 

biscuits… We didn't mind! Later on we tried to persuade other people to move over and share the 

mattresses. On one side of the hut people were selfishly taking up one mattress each and got pretty 

shirty about sharing. Oh well, what can you do? I appreciated my $10 floor space anyway - rather 

that than a tent. 

 

At 9.30 everyone was ready to go. Adrian bravely put on his frozen shorts, which hadn't dried after 

the hot pools the day before, and we all set off. Scroggin stop at the Punchbowl lookout. I wasn't 

overly impressed with the view to begin with, seemingly nothing but bush, then I looked around the 

other side of the tree… Ah, a waterfall, that's more like it! Next stop lunch, short, as it was pretty 

cold, the sun hadn't yet reached the bottom of the valley. Roy told us that if we could make it out by 

2 he was going in to Fox to get petrol, with a detour to Fox Glacier on the way back. I was keen, 

and it was a good excuse to walk faster and keep warm. 

 

Most of us made it to the van by 2.15 and after a quick dip in the freezing river and a change of 

clothes we piled in for the scenic tour. Ice creams, drinks, and petrol at Fox and a quick dash to the 

viewing platform at the glacier. We even got a glimpse of Mt. Cook into the bargain. 

 

Back at Copland the others were waiting. The first half-hour of the journey home was spent 

massaging. We enjoyed the views of the West Coast in daylight. Eve was pleased - she pointed out 

that OUTC trips always travel in the dark and you never know where you're going. Pretty standard 

trip home really - tea at the chippie in Wanaka where we said goodbye to Darryn, farewelled Roy in 

Milton and had a good sing along including the "Happy Birthday song", to wish Claire a happy 

birthday for Tuesday. 

 

Thanks Sandra for the best Queen's Birthday weekend ever. Tramping is definitely a good way to 

procrastinate - back to the study! 

 

 
    Emily Hicks 

OUTCers basking in their natural habitat 
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Ten lessons Learnt From Green Lake 

By Jo Prince 

 

After various emotional crises, and with a strong urge to head for an area we don’t usually spend 

much time in, Charch and I threw our gears in the car and drove in the general direction of Lake 

Monowai. A great weekend was had, and with Green Lake being such a beautiful spot, we 

recommend the weekend trip to anyone. We learnt a few things on that weekend and we’d like to 

share those lessons with everybody: 

 

1) Lake Monowai Carpark is two right turns and a left from Manapouri and a left turn can never be 

a right turn, no matter what. If in doubt take a road map as well as the topos. 
 

2) Just because it is bucketing down with rain doesn’t mean you are guaranteed a water supply, 

always fill your drink bottle before you start. 
 

3) By licking Pebbles and running them down your face and cheeks you can make very realistic 

looking war paint. 
 

4) If you are in the habit of wearing a stripy polypro balaclava, be prepared to look like a gimp. 
 

5) A 4-bunk hut will not necessarily have 4 spare bunks; romantic couples take special note. 
 

6) Before you make the decision to take a coconut tramping- it makes sense to first decide if you 

like coconut. 
 

7) If you are going to make the effort to carry a 3kg watermelon, first ensure that it is not rotten. 

Remember, whatever you pack in, you must pack out. 
 

8) The most important item of food to save from the opportunistic rats is the sacred 100’s and 

1000’s biscuits. 
 

9) Pancakes make the best breakfast. 
 

10) You can, in fact, get up two hours late, cook a decent breakfast and leave 3hrs after everybody 

in the hut, and still get to the car at the same time as them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lupin lunacy in the Mackenzie Basin with Jo, Helen and Charch 
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Mud, Sweat and Tears - Stewart Island, June 2000 

By Judy Ormandy 

 

Party Members: Judy Ormandy, Sharon Sagee, Sharon Brandon 

 

On an earlier tramp over the Hump I’d seen views of a mysterious island to the South of the South 

Island and decided that I needed to visit this place. Having made the decision I had to a) find time to 

get there and b) find some fellow trampers to accompany me on my mission. This became more of 

an obstacle upon learning that med school holidays were totally and completely out of sync with 

varsity holidays. No worries though, I was able to convince Sharon & Sharon that they too would 

like to join me on my mission: the North West Circuit. 

 

We were not to be deterred by horror stories of neck-deep mud, cases of hypothermia, and evil 

deeds almost perpetrated on kiwis.  So there began the massive effort of dehydrating food, begging, 

borrowing (but not stealing) sufficient gear and organising the trip. And so it was that we arrived in 

Oban on the first morning of our holidays with very heavy packs (mine was 1kg heavier than the 

others’, we attributed this to the 1kg of salted peanuts I was carrying as extra snack food). 

 

First stop was DoC to fill in intentions. WE meet with a worried looking DoC lady.   

“Have any of you done this track before?” 

“No.” 

“You do know what it’s like?” 

“Lots of mud, apparently!” [lady does not look appeased] 

“Do you have a topo map?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are you sure you’ll have enough food?” 

“We have 11 days food for 9 days tramping.” 

“Good ... “ 

“And a mountain radio” [not to mention tent fly “just in case”, survival blankets, very complete first 

aid kits and anything else to convince mothers that we were properly equipped to deal with 

anything...] 

DoC lady relaxes a little and we head on our merry way, dropped off at the track end by Sam and 

“Billy the Bus”, a very friendly taxi service.  Man, was my pack heavy. 

 

We motored along the Rakiura (as fast as it’s possible to go with huge packs) and the rain started in 

earnest. Our raincoats were never to be far from the top of our packs. Lunch stop at Port William, 

luckily under a shelter since lunchtime brought hail, thunder and lightening. Onward bound towards 

Bungaree Hut where we met up with some very friendly hunters who had a hot brew ready for us 

when we staggered in. 

 

Day 2 had a chilly start: hail all over the ground that stayed all day and icicles hanging from the hut 

verandah (at the angle the wind had been blowing). My theme songs became (somewhat 

unoriginally) “mud, mud glorious mud” (the hippo song) and “Raindrops keep falling on my head”.  

Murray beach was cold but spectacular and it was slow travel, at one point taking us 2 1/2 hours to 

travel 3km of gully winding. Boardwalk without chicken wire is potentially lethal (I have bruises to 

demonstrate!) and we recorded in the hut book that night “Boardwalk without chicken wire is more 

slippery than teflon on a frying pan and as useless as a compass with no needle”. Pleased to arrive at 

Christmas Village Hut but my main memory of the hut is of a huge hailstorm hitting at exactly 6:30 

in time for the mountain radio sked. 
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The weather forecast was still atrocious so we decided to flag Mt Anglem on Day 3 and head on to 

Yankee River. Having passed the Mt Anglem Junction with the weather still looking bad, it 

promptly cleared for a lovely day. Gutted. The mud continued. It is definitely disconcerting to be 

standing still (you think) when the sludge beneath you moves and you suddenly end up on your 

bum. Yankee River Hut provided for views of Little Blue Penguins. 

 

Day 4 we left towards Long Harry Hut. Smoky Beach had totally awesome sand dunes. What 

followed was described in my guidebook as “five remorseless and deeply etched gullies, which take 

time, patience and more than a few swearwords to negotiate”. I don’t disagree with any of that. It is 

not pleasant to be standing in a muddy stream with a mud wall in front of you, having no idea how 

to get up it, eventually finding a way up, getting half way up and then promptly falling to the 

bottom again.  My theme song changed to “Slip sliding away”. Long Harry Hut was reached and 

that evening we saw Yellow Eyed Penguins coming ashore on the beach. Very cool. 

 

Day 5 started great with several kiwis around the hut. Boy could they make some noise!  I 

wandered outside the hut to see 2 kiwis having a full on scrap (so it seemed) – beak to beak combat!  

We meandered towards East Ruggedy Hut, passing along a wild boulder coastline. The route 

seemed simple enough – follow the beach until the marker buoys go inland but Sharon and Sharon 

decided to take a detour straight up a cliff following a deer trail. Left me with a nice morning tea 

break as they backtracked. East Ruggedy Beach was wild and windy and with the weather packing 

in we flagged the planned trip to West Ruggedy Beach and settled into the Hut, making friends with 

the hunters who kindly gave us some sausages. Aaahhh, fresh meat (is she referring to the 

sausages? Ed.). We outdid them on pudding though, with our “butterscotch delight”. Sharon 

composed a new song 

 

(To the tune of “Follow the Yellow Brick Road”): 

Follow the muddy brown track X 2 

Follow the fellow that carries the map 

Try to ignore the weight of your pack 

Follow the muddy brown track 

 

The track to Hellfire Pass Hut was supposed to be the muddiest part of the track so it was with some 

trepidation that we left on Day 6. This is the day I truly developed a deep and meaningful 

relationship with the mud. At one stage I slipped on boardwalk that was about 30cm under water, 

fell onto my back and ended up cast, upside down in the water, unable to get up without slipping 

over. Fortunately the others didn’t see cos I’m sure it would have been quite a sight. This left me 

completely soaked and my pack incredibly muddy. The track was a bog. I preferred the “straight 

through the middle” approach; the others tried to avoid the worst of it. This led to me getting far 

dirtier. We reached Waituna Bay, which was isolated, harsh and spectacular and gave wonderful 

views of the Ruggedy Mountains. A grunt up to Hellfire Pass Hut (packs more of a manageable 

weight by this stage). Hellfire Pass gave awesome views of the coastline and down the Freshwater  

Flats with rata trees twisted into strange shapes. Outside the hut door was a large stone with OUTC 

2000 carved into it – a great welcome! When rinsing my clothes that night (all very muddy) I even 

managed to rinse mud out of my underwear. 

 

Day 7 we climbed further before dropping down to Masons Bay. The wind was getting up and with 

the tide reasonably high we had a slightly dodgy walk along the beach to the Hut.  Our packs were 

feeling nice and light and we were even walking under the DoC times by this stage.  

 

The weather forecast for Day 8 was the best it had been all tramp (every other day they had forecast 

rain which often didn’t arrive) so we weren’t thrilled to wake up to a storm. We did meet a kiwi 

outside Masons Bay Hut which wandered around very close to the Hut in broad daylight – maybe 

this is why they are endangered?! It was easy travel to Freshwater Hut, in the driving rain and we all 

got completely drenched. After a scramble for firewood we warmed up in the Hut contemplating 
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our last night on the island. So at the sked that night we weren’t happy to get a message from the 

water taxi that due to the impending forecast (gale warnings etc) he wasn’t sure he would be able to 

pick us up.  Oh no!  We were supposed to fly out the next afternoon and Sharon was due back at the 

hospital the day after.  We arranged a sked at lunchtime the next day to sort out what would happen.  

And so it was that we had a nervous night! 

 

Day 9 we awoke to the thunder and lightning storm. We had planned to go up Rocky Mount but 

with the weather like it was we all piked. I was convinced by this stage the water taxi would never 

make it so we lit the fire expecting another night at the Hut.  We were therefore stoked to learn at 

lunchtime the water taxi would be coming. It was a choppy ride back to Halfmoon Bay and we tried 

to clean ourselves up a little before the flight back. Aaahh, not having to ration toilet paper!  I’d 

been craving a beer for several days but we ran out of time to make it to the pub before our flight 

was due to leave.  In retrospect, definitely a lucky thing as my stomach didn’t cope to well with the 

rough flight anyway and I was decidedly green around the gills by the time we reached Invervegas. 

 

We had showers and scrummy home-made soup at Sharon’s Mum’s house before the drive back to 

Dunners.  A truly awesome trip and a great sense of achievement at the end! 
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Five Go Mad In Norway 

By Jeni Martin 

 

OUTC takes on the world…all you need is email to plan a fantastic trip on the other side of the 

world with 5 random people!   

 

It started out with Jeni asking Vegard if he wanted to scoot around Norway for a few weeks, whilst 

she was on holiday with Craig, who would be on his medical elective in Scotland. Vegard said yes, 

as did Craig, who arranged his elective around the planned trip. Then joined in Guy, a suitably 

wacky mate of Jeni’s who was based in London. Roel heard about it through the extensive global 

OUTC grapevine, and he was in, and then Bert, and then John Williams was almost there… as he 

would be in Berlin at the time…but then he wasn’t. 

 

Then bloody Vegard pulls out, as he had fallen in love! But Jeni had already bought the Lonely 

Planet guide, and Craig had organised his elective, so it was still all go for the rest of the team. And 

frankly Vegard, it was probably more entertaining NOT having you along – much more language 

confusion for us to solve to add to the fun!   

 

Rendezvous for Jeni, Guy and Craig was on the platform of the southern bound Piccadilly Line at 

Piccadilly Circus tube station, 0930 hours, Saturday 1st July. Destination Heathrow Airport.  Once 

airborne, our SAS pilot informed us that he would fly at the fastest possible speed to Oslo!  Thanks 

Mr Pilot, for getting a wriggle on! Unfortunately, being served coffee that tasted of shellfish soured 

our inflight experience. SAS have unusual baggage labels - they quote “Luggage is like a poem, it’s 

what’s inside that counts”. And they have little off-the-wall poems on the food box covers, 

comparing sugar cubes to little fluffy clouds, and other such strangeness. 

 

The Dutch boys, whose mission was to provide as much trip edam and gouda as their packs could 

allow, would meet us in Oslo later that night.  By email, we had made a careful arrangement to meet 

up: “We’ll wait in an obvious spot in the middle of Oslo’s main train station, sometime after 

11.45pm, dressed as giant vegetables”.  It all went horribly wrong. The confusion involved 

misinformation about night trams, steep hills, coin swallowing payphones, and quantities of duty 

free straight scotch and vodka.  Despite all that we woke up in the morning with the Dutch lads’ tent 

right next to us in Oslo’s main campground, Ekeberg Camping. (It was those finely honed 

navigation and assumption skills they had learnt in New Zealand).   

 

Then followed a joyous reunion and much analysis of the night before, (in hindsight, it was a 

remarkably cock-up free trip, considering all the potential!).  We spent Sunday cruising around Oslo 

and making plans. We visited Frognerparken, where one of Norway’s most famous sculptors, 

Gustav Vigelund, has hundreds of life-size nude bronze and stone sculptures doing all sorts of crazy 

things in a giant park.  Don’t miss it if you go to Oslo. 

 

Our first plan was to head west on the Oslo-Bergen railway, up onto the Hardangervidda plateau, 

about 1200 metres above sea level (at 60 degrees latitude). We had read about the Rallarveien, or 

construction road, that goes alongside the railway in the middle section of the plateau.  It was 

supposed to be a legendary 2-day cycle trip and we were keen to check it out and see if we could 

cycle it, or walk some of it and wild camp, or whatever. 

 

It was on this first railway trip out to Hardangervidda that Roel discovered he had thrown away his 

NZ$400 Scanrail pass that we had all purchased the previous day. By the end of the holiday, Roel 

was much practised at putting on an act for Norwegian train conductors, trying to convince them he 

had only just lost it, and trying to avoid having to pay any more money. They either a) fell for his 
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charm and believed him, or b) didn’t really care about its absence. Either way, he won!  (Smarmy 

git).   

 

This behaviour pattern was in line with our other discovery about information in Norway – that it 

was either randomly incorrect, or strikingly contradictory to any other information we were able to 

obtain. Hence we found ourselves travelling on trains that did not exist, waiting for hours for a night 

tram that didn’t turn up, and finding dozens of empty seats on supposedly full trains. However, for 

the lads, none of this mattered, because Norwegian women are GORGEOUS, so any excuse to 

linger over the information counters were well received. (ask Roel for top tips, he has serious chick-

pick up skills!). 

 

Anyway, back to Hardangervidda. As we neared our destination, climbing in altitude, the rocky 

landscape became more glacially smoothed, and the forest thinned out, being replaced with frozen 

lakes and increased snow cover. We figured that camping wild and hiking was probably not a likely 

option, so we stayed on the train until Myrdal, instead of getting off earlier where we might have 

started walking. We cranked up the MSR on the station platform to have a good sit down and a 

cuppa, in order to decide what to do next. 

 

The Flam tourist railway leaves the main line at Myrdal and goes down to a fjord. It is the world’s 

steepest normal gauge railway, and winds 26km down the mountain to sea level. It is a fantastic 

trip, a part of the touristy Norway in a Nutshell circuit from Oslo, but still well worth it. Lots of 

compulsory oohing and aahhing. 

 

Flam was pretty and we spent a couple of nights there, splitting off into various adventure factions. 

It was there that we discovered that the Rallarveien was definitely impassable due to snowdrifts. 

Later on the trip we met an Australian cycle tourist who had tried to cycle through the week before 

we were there, and he’d found it so bad he’d ended up following the railway – which is 90% 

tunnels. He’d had a pretty scary time trying to avoid the oncoming trains in the tunnels! 

 

After 2 nights in Flam, we went back up to Myrdal on the spectacular train line, and then caught a 

main line train back to Oslo. 

 

We had to wait a few hours in Oslo before our non-stop train up north. This was a great opportunity 

to partake in more of the ubiquitous Norwegian sausage, which was rapidly becoming a staple of 

our diet. Spicy, tasty sausages, sometimes up to a foot long, in a hot dog roll, with ketchup and mild 

mustard, usually with dried and / or fresh onion, and sometimes with a relish or grated cheese. In a 

7-11 store you would pay about 18NKr (3-4NZ$) but in a train you would pay twice as much. One 

of Norway’s tastiest, cheapest treats, every day had a special Team Sausage moment for us. We 

even advanced to making our own when we found the yummiest ketchup and mustard brands on 

special in Flam – in large economy packs too – a real meal deal. 

 

The Lofoten Islands were really our prime destination on the whole Norway trip. They are a linear 

archipelago of islands at about 75 degrees north (the Polar Circle is well below at 67 degrees), 

comprised of rugged mountains rising up to 900 metres out of the Norwegian Sea. The Gulf Stream 

and other currents sweep past the “Lofoten Wall”, and the sea around is renowned for its marine life 

and turbulent maelstrom waters. The eastern sides of the islands have calm, clear waters and 

picturesque fishing villages, which subsist on the huge winter cod fisheries. The backdrop of the 

mountains above these beautiful bays is just stunning. The mountains themselves are reminiscent of 

Milford Sound – sheer vertical slabs and jagged pinnacles, and in July still liberally snow covered.  

The alpine lakes were still frozen solid.  

 

To get up to the Lofotens we had to take the train for 18 hours north from Oslo, via Trondheim. 

Most normal people do this overnight on a sleeper train, but due to the randomness of information 

we received – previously mentioned – we were told we had to travel in the “animals” carriage, 
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which was also a smoking carriage. As we had no choice, we took the tickets. It turned out that we 

had the last carriage on the train all to ourselves, which was good for standing by the back door and 

watching the tracks and miles roll away under your feet. We could also put our thermarests out in 

the aisle and try and get some sleep. We were finally travelling into midnight sun land though, so it 

never got dark, and we were treated to a long colourful sunset as we rolled along. Being at the back 

of the train, we had our own toilet, and we had intense discussions on how the poo hit the tracks. 

Volunteers (who shall remain nameless) offered to either provide poo or watch at the window when 

they heard the flush – all in the interests of scientific research, of course. 

 

Around 6am, a crying child entering our carriage woke us. Her mother was carrying a large white 

rabbit in a cage (hence our “animal” tickets). Still exhausted, we had to get up because we were 

blocking the aisle. The rabbit was a source of amusement, and we taunted it when its owners went 

off to the café. 

 

We arrived in Bodo late morning, and then had to find out the ferry times to the Lofotens. There 

were 2 choices: a 7 hour ferry to the islands of Vaeroy and Rost, at the southern tip of the 

archipelago, well known for their bird and marine life, or a 3 hour ferry ride to Moskenes, at the 

lower end of the main island. I was too tired to cope with another 7-hour journey, so Craig and I 

went to Moskenes, and Roel, Bert and Guy headed off to Vaeroy. We all met up the following night 

at midnight when the boys caught the next days connecting ferry to Moskenes. (When it’s never 

dark, you can run ferries 24 hours a day!). 

 

The boys ended up having further adventures with random and incorrect information. They were 

told to take a track over a hill to get to a nice campsite by a beach, but ended up camping on the 

hilltop as it was sheer vertical bluffs on the other side. They did get superb views of the midnight 

sun from this spot though, hovering on the horizon before it rose up again, and casting a pink glow 

over the ocean. They missed out on seeing puffins, but experienced the oddities of an island where 

on a total of 10 km of road, a population of 300 people drove 800 cars. Well, what else would you 

do? 

 

Across the strait from them, Craig and I camped in a town called A, on a beach looking out at 

Vaeroy. The next day we set off on a 6 hour hike at 5pm, up beside a fjord and over a 500m pass to 

look out on the western side of the island – all frozen and snow capped. 

 

The endless light meant that you could just keep charging on, your body would get very tired, but 

you never felt sleepy. Consequently we all had differing phases of being energetic that never 

coincided, depending on when we ended up sleeping! 

 

Reunited that night, we spent the next few days moving further north up the islands.  We camped 2 

nights in Ramberg, a town on the northwest coast renowned for it’s views of the midnight sun – 

during the only 2 shit weather days we had.  After that we had to move further east, and so Craig 

and I missed out on any further midnight sun viewing. 

 

We spent our last 2 Lofoten nights in Svolvaer, where we could catch the ferry to Narvik back on 

the mainland.  From Narvik you take a train straight across Sweden, and head south to Stockholm. 

We had to do this because a 5-day Scanrail pass can only use 3 days in one particular Scandinavian 

country – and we had used our Norwegian days up.  Also, the Norwegian train line ends at Bodo. 

 

In Svolvaer, we headed off for a hike one day, to try and catch some more impressive scenery from 

the tops.  The tracks on the topo maps were somewhat dodgy and not to be relied upon. I split up 

from the others, and got into some strife slithering down a bluffy route on a supposed shortcut 

home, and the boys bit off more than they could chew by choosing a non-existent ridge track and 

having to scrub bash their way home. We got some splendid mountain nudity shots on the summit 

though (unfortunately they were over-exposed and cannot be reproduced here) 
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Our final night in Lofoten we made the biggest and most impressive hot dogs yet, and polished it 

off with a nail biting Yahtzee tournament. Good clean stuff! 

 

Up at 5am the next morning to get the ferry, the midges were bloody horrendous – we scarpered out 

of there in record time. 

 

The ferry trip to Narvik took us through a family of orcas – the ferry captain obligingly slowed 

down the boat for us.  The silvery water with the ragged Lofoten skyline was a perfect setting for 

the orcas as they cruised along in front of us. 

 

Narvik was quite interesting – it was of strategic importance in WWII as it was the ice free port that 

allowed Swedish steel to be exported to the Allies. There are many Allied and German shipwrecks 

in the harbour. We spent half a day there waiting for our sleeper train that would take us the 18 

hours to Stockholm. 

 

It rained and rained in Stockholm. We had 4 hours before our next train to Oslo, enough time to 

wander around the Old City and have a sausage before making our way back to the station. Norway 

was much more English user-friendly than Sweden – it was almost a relief to be back in happy 

Norway, and the difference was noticeable as soon as the train crossed the border.  

 

So 6 more hours to Oslo, and a night back at Ekeberg Camping. Our last morning there was a final 

team feast on waffles, and we split up to head off to the airport, and Roel and Bert went off to have 

a last crack at picking up some Norwegian women. 

 

In total, from London, we spent about NZ$2000 for 2 weeks food / transport / accommodation / 

airfares, which we thought was pretty bloody good considering Norway is one of the most 

expensive countries in the world. 

 

Go to Norway, eat sausages, take your tent and a crazy Dutchman - you’ll love it! 

 

 
           Jeni Martin 

Left to right: Guy, Roel, Jeni, Bert and Craig 
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Winter in Fiordland 

By Non Petpaisit 
 

Party Members: Non Petpaisit and Jarrod Amoore 
 

 

A chilly wind touched my already sore cheeks at the bus stop in Gore.  It was really cold but at least 

it was dry.  The bus pulled up beside me at exactly 4.55pm on my watch, which greatly lightened up 

my fading mind. I hopped on the bus to be gladly met by Jarrod who caught the same bus from 

Dunedin early in the afternoon. Many conversations we had were about how nice it would be to 

have opposite sex companions on a long trip.  
 

The kind bus driver dropped us off at the DoC office around 7pm just to be confronted with locked 

toilet doors (when you got to go, you got to go, eh).  We went to town and got some takeaways 

from a not-so-friendly Chinese restaurant and went to bed on a lawn along the lakefront.   
 

Beep-beep-beep, my alarm awoke me from my uneasy sleep at early-ish hour of the morning 

(before 6am).  Repacked our packs and we were outta there before any early bird caught us camping 

on a public lawn! We found a bakery which probably the first business to open in the morning and I 

got myself a very nice hot donut and a warm blueberry muffin (man, it was the best donut I ever 

had). Pissed about until 10am, when we caught the bus up the Milford road.  There is something 

worth mention here, the old map (the one that Tavis showed me before the invasion of Fiordland 

beginning of this year) wrote down the ‘Earl Mountain Track’ car park as ‘Eglington’ car park.  I 

don’t know which one is the real name of the car park but DoC certainly put ‘Earl Mountain Track’ 

sign right on the car park.  
 

After a brief redress and repack at the car park we began our intended journey of going over Glade 

Pass into the Milford Track (and aquanaut out from the Sandfly Point) in the threatening sky. One 

hour into the trip, a drop of H2O (not to mention the lack of heat in that particular collection of 

molecules) fell on my nose…. oh shit! I thought quietly in my head.  I had been expecting a lot of 

snow and according to the forecasts 5 days before the trip, it should be firm snow.  But rain could 

wet the snow and make it a potential danger from wet avalanche and from being slippery.  Man, this 

was really a bad start of the trip. 
 

We walked into the first patch of snow at around 900m in altitude and that got me worried really 

bad since the pass is 1395m in altitude… ummmm... nearly 500m above snowline… something 

worth thinking of I guessed. But I didn’t have to think any more. 
 

At around 30 minutes before we reached the head of the Hut Creek valley where calf deep snow is 

common (if you as unlucky as Jarrod you could fall into some thigh deep snow) we heard the first 

bang of avalanche! I no longer had to think of the stability of the snow in the area, it as unstable as 

spew! (Please try not to visualise this bit in your head or it might make you don’t feel like going for 

a meal). 
 

The danger in the area was as real as hand feeding hungry keas.   
 

So we decided to turn back to the car park for the night.  After much thought, I could only think of 3 

criteria that a person needed to have at least one of them to attempt the crossing of the pass on that 

day: 

* Stuffed up childhood  

* Stupidity (at the highest level)  

* Inexperience   
 

And since Jarrod and I have none of above criteria, we left the pass untouched. 
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We were back at the car park two hours after we turned back.  Within no time we both lay snugly 

inside our bags and started cooking dinner, which was quite special since it was the beginning of the 

mid year break.  We had shitloads of bacon in our delicious pasta but due to the huge amount of 

soup and main course, we didn’t bother with dessert.  We made decision to walk up to the Divide 

and seek shelter of the Lake Howden Hut the next day.  The decision was easily made since it was 

raining heavily outside the fly.   
 

The sound of water droplets hitting the fly awoke me from my sleep, but I didn’t bother to get up 

and neither Jarrod. We sifted about in our sleeping bags and didn’t get up until 9am.  I thought that 

we were quite fast at breakfast and hastily packed up, but we didn’t start our walk until 11am.  I was 

certain that it didn’t stop raining for a single second during our way to the Divide. But I couldn’t 

complain because Jarrod would have felt the same thing: no point of complaining when you mate is 

feeling the same way you do.  I thought that the walk was gonna take the whole afternoon and it 

would be dark by the time we walked into the hut… but God had his eyes on us and sent us a 

beautiful angel named Rachael, who was (and still is) a DoC Field Officer, who gave us a ride in a 

white Toyota the pickup truck with a green DoC label on it.  She told us that some Kaka flew up the 

Earl Mountain that day and they had to be tracked down (they have radio transmitters on them). 

What beautiful Kaka those are, a good day to fly indeed. 
 

We waved goodbye Rachael at the Divide shelter… ah. I didn’t ask her if her friend was as 

beautiful as her but if she said yes then I would kill to get a job with DoC.  (Uh, which friend Non? 

– Ed.) 
 

Anyway, we brewed, we ate, repacked and we left the shelter around one half pass one in the 

afternoon.  I met DoC guy who was track maintenance personnel, had a quick chat with him and bid 

him goodbye.  At quarter past three, I arrived at 

the Lake Howden Hut just to find a significant 

amount of water on the floor in the common 

room.  According to many comments recorded in 

the hut book, the water had somehow leak 

through the chimney.  No wonder that the 

maintenance guy didn’t look too happy. 
 

Despite the condition of the hut, we cooked 

dinner, ate it and almost went straight to bed.   
 

The next day was probably the siftiest day of all 

my tramping experience but it was also the 

wettest day of all my whole life (it wasn’t getting 

any easier, was it?)  All the same as yesterday: 

started late, short walk and non-stop rain. We 

reached McKellar Hut before lunch. A nice little 

hut it was, dry, clean and plenty of high quality 

coal. 
 

The dinner had a very ‘uneasy’ taste and texture 

(I told Jarrod to remind me never to cook rice 

with cheese sauce again).  After a bowl of that 

‘stuff’ I felt that I had enough to eat and started 

the cleaning process.  There is one very good 

thing about this hut and it’s the fact that there are 

so many magazines to read!  I read the whole lot 

of them to kill of time and went to bed at 9ish at 

night.   
 

Kelvin Lloyd 

Non on a nicer day 
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I woke up in the morning to be greeted by the noise of rain hitting the roof.  Gee… this is the forth 

day into the trip and we didn’t have even a minute of sunlight.  The forecast was meant to be good 

today but it didn’t seem to be like that anymore.  I felt that the rain started to effect me a wee bit 

because we couldn’t do anything we wanted to do.  So After breakfast and much sifting I asked 

Jarrod, 
 

“I think we should leave the track today”. 
 

Without any hesitation, he agreed with me since we would only be wasting time and food there.  So 

the Divide shelter was quickly became our destination of the day instead of the Lake Howden Hut.   
 

We reached the shelter two hours and forty-five minutes after our departure from the Lake 

McKellar Hut over the flooded Greenstone/Upper Caples track. An Otago University student and 

his mate who had just walked the Hollyford picked us up. He told me later that he was thinking 

about joining the tramping club ‘cause he heard that there are a lot of nice girls in the club (Taking 

the most wholesome definition of the word ‘nice’ in order to not get in trouble, I’d say he heard 

right – Ed.)  With much skill and effort, Jarrod (6’ tall) and I (5’ 6” tall) managed to fit our bodies 

into the back of the 2-door 4WD vehicle, which was filled with picnic, tramping and hunting gear 

(we had around a third of a square metre to fit ourselves into).  I swore that I must have been 

unconscious at some stage during to road trip back to Te Anau.  Even the guy (the driver) thought 

that we were dying from suffocation.   
 

When we arrived at the DoC office, we were greeted by a kind DoC officer who thought that we 

had drowned on the Milford track (so it was a right decision after all to turn back).  The officer was 

very kind and helpful at finding accommodation and a bus timetable for us.  We bid her goodbye 

and spent a night at the YHA hostel where the receptionist insisted that we must used the bed slip.  I 

really couldn’t blame him for being so fussy about the bed slip because I had trouble trying to go 

sleep that night because of my own body odor (I smelled like shit!).  I guessed that is what you 

would get after so many hours of heavy sweating under jacket.  Anyway, I managed to get some 

sleep and got up early to catch the 8am bus back to the awaiting warm and dry house in Gore. 
 

  

Some things I learned from this trip: 

• Never go tramping when there is a big low-pressure system over the South Island if you 

don’t like rain. 

• Never forget your spare pair of socks at home when you know it’s going to rain. 

• Never cook steamed rice with cheese sauce. 

• And always say goodbye to your parents every time you going on a trip (it makes them feel 

better). 

 

Fliss S: “When Non stands next to Jay, Non’s good looks increase.” 
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 The Wild Wild West 

By Emerson Yeoman 

 

Mid-winter holidays 2000, starring Emerson Yeoman and Stephen France 

 

Well, it looked quite lovely in Moir's. Zeilian Pass deep in the heart of South Westland. It's a 

crossing of the Hooker Range south of Mt Hooker from the Moeraki river into Zeilian Creek. 

Zeilian creek is a tributary of the Clarke River which in turn feeds the Landsborough, which then 

drowns the Haast river, which is then united with the waters of the Moeraki river in their final 

resting place, the Tasman sea. The plan was to tramp up the Moeraki from the West Coast highway, 

cross Zeilian Pass to Zeilian creek, then cross an un-named pass from Zeilian to Serpentine Creek (a 

headwaters tributary of the Paringa) climbing Mt Eureka en route, before descending Serpentine 

Creek and the Paringa to the highway again. 

 

"What a brilliant idea" we said to ourselves as we patted ourselves on the back for being so novel, 

imaginative and adventurous in or mid-winter trip planning. After all, the third testament of the 

bible, (Moir's,) says South Westland is most settled in the depths of winter, enjoying long clear 

frosty spells...just perfect. Yeah, this was going to be one humdinger of a trip alright. Standard 

preparations and we were off to the coast. Our first day saw us drive from Dunedin to the start of 

the Haast-Paringa cattle track which we followed uneventfully for about an hour before 

heading inland up the Moeraki valley. 

 

Travel up the Moeraki is vastly easier than basically anywhere else in South Westland because of 

the track; it also involves no hills as there is no gorge to climb around. However the track is pretty 

darned rough in places and a huge windfall about an 

hour out from Horseshoe Flat had us baffled for 

nearly half an hour as to where the track goes.  (It 

goes on the hard true left end of this windfall if 

you're interested). Besides this it was an easy and 

uneventful doddle for four hours into our first night 

at Horseshoe Flat hut. 

 

The next morning heralded the arrival of typically 

unpredictable West Coast weather consisting of 

sporadic drizzle and more frequent skirmishes by 

the alpine cloud down into the valley. We made 

relatively slow progress up to the top forks due to a 

thoroughly overgrown track and Steve trying to 

keep his ‘Salomon Super Mountain Guide 9’s’ dry 

at every one of the many creeks one has to cross in 

this valley, fair enough in the middle of winter. 

 

About 9:30am saw us at the Middle Head Hut and 

marked the end of the track and the marked route, 

from here on our survival in this harsh and 

unpredictable environment relied entirely on our 

ability to read the terrain, the map, and the Moir's. 

This wasn’t an overly trying task as the route 

simply follows the river bed, and the river is 

nothing more than a creek up there. Navigation in 

the upper Moeraki is easy for anyone who can tell 

Stephen France 

Emerson in the Upper Moeraki 
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the difference between a creek bed and nearly vertical, impenetrably thick, scrub infested West 

Coast bush. It doesn't take a commerce student to figure out where the easiest travel lies. Although 

in saying this, the travel was very bouldery and at times we were certainly pulling some grades, 

clambering up through nooks and crannies over slab and boulder. It would be a difficult place to 

tramp if you didn’t have someone to push and pull you over some of the obstacles. It also became 

abundantly clear to both of us that this route would quickly become impassable in heavy rain 

(mental note). Anyway, we ambled up the upper Moeraki for about 3 hours, with the weather 

remaining unpredictable but hardly threatening, having a ball and generally loving life and the hills 

and the challenge and tranquillity they provide. 

  

Lunching on a big slab with an amazing view down the Moeraki just before leaving the creek to 

bash through the last of the bush into the scrub laden head basin was the last tranquillity we were 

going to feel for a while. A short sharp grovel through a tongue of bush over into the head basin 

saw us regain the creek, which despite resulting in very wet feet, definitely offers the best route 

through the scrub. The major difficulty was negotiating the maze of deep pools and rocks that feel 

like the Moeraki boogieman came in the night and coated the soles of your boots with vaseline. At 

one point when our spirits were at their lowest ebb all day and we were both willing for the creek to 

end and deliver us onto the snowgrass slopes beyond, Steve succumbed momentarily to the 

inevitable. Stepping around a deep pool on to an upstream boulder his boot promptly glanced off 

sending him backwards into the wild blue yonder. Steve cursed, I had a good laugh at his expense 

but it gradually began to dawn on us that we were by this stage both soaked through and the 

weather was fast crapping in on us.  

  

With Zeilian pass within site and not far away we pressed on up the creek bed and onto the 

snowgrass which we thought would present us with a nice leisurely cruise onto the saddle.  

 

Oh how one's hopes and aspirations can so quickly be shattered in the wilds! These slopes were 

thick with scrub and laden with snow, which had been invisible from lower down the basin. We 

spent the next couple of hours hauling ourselves up the side of the hill pulling on the scrub and 

trying to tread softly enough so as not fall through the fragile crust in an attempt to avoid the ordeal 

of having to pull our weary bodies out again. Nonetheless I personally failed in this endeavour, and 

grew more tired and cold as the day wore on. 

 

Due to bluffs at the head of the basin it is necessary to sidle north above the pass before traversing 

south onto it. By the time we had reached this point in the journey the weather had really turned on 

us. It was raining and sleeting solidly, visibility was down and frequent avalanches off the peaks 

around the head of Zeilian Creek really put the willies up us (although I can only speak for myself). 

On top of this the wind had 

grown in strength and was now 

howling through the pass which is 

rather narrow and steep on the 

Zeilian side, so all in all it was 

starting to look and feel 

like quite a little adventure! 

 

We scampered as quickly as 

possible across the pass and 

began the steep but short and very 

welcome descent into the slightly 

more sheltered head of the 

Zeilian. At 1100m the head of 

this creek isn’t that high but in a 

storm in the middle of winter it 

takes on a very alpine feel. 

Emerson Yeoman 

Steve ‘The Chopper King’ France at Zeilian Pass 
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We raced down Zeilian creek in search of a suitable boulder to camp behind. That which we chose 

was not ideal but it provided what we thought would be sufficient protection and a flat campsite. 

Out comes the tent, up goes the tent, as quick as possible. We were both sodden and cold and things 

were kind of taking on an urgent feel. As soon as the tent felt secure and we managed to get the 

mountain radio up we both dived into the tent, stripped off the wetties and started getting warm in 

our dry and trusty sleeping bags. We cooked tea under a wildly flapping tent door, did the radio 

sched and settled down to a noisy but cosy night in yet another new and beautiful part of our 

magnificent little country. I chewed over a few chapters of Jeffrey Archer, while Steve had to settle 

for the 1947 classic 'The Tale of Fu Mang Shuu' which he'd managed to acquire from the Middle 

Head hut earlier that day.  

 

We awoke the next morning to a limited view of the pass we intended to cross. It was steep, heavily 

laden with snow, and due to the storm which was still raging we could barely pick out the route. 

This was the perfect excuse for a pit day and more of Fu Mang Shuu's great adventures! Back to our 

warm beds, how nice this was. 

 

Then the wind really hit. You could hear it howling way up in the valley head and getting louder as 

each gust came down toward the feeble little sheet of nylon that was supposed to protect us from 

such things. At several points during the morning the tent was levelled flat against our bodies as we 

lay in our sleeping bags. Some of the seems started to leak and our sleeping bags got quite wet. The 

deciding blow came at about 11:00am. No sooner had we got back into bed after a little guy rope-

securing mission than the biggest gust of all flattened the tent and held it flat for probably 10-15 

seconds. 

 

The poles couldn’t take such strain and one of them snapped, springing outwards straight through 

the flimsy tent wall (it was a Macpac Olympus for all you gearheads who I can hear muttering your 

self-assuring words of wisdom). The rain promptly found the new opening and created a puddle at 

the foot of the tent which soaked the feet of our sleeping bags and forced us to curl up in the end 

which remained standing. 

 

"What do we do now?" I ask with probably more than a tremor of worry in my voice. A pause as we 

both ponder the options. Steve announces with a chuckle that he's buggered if he knows. Thus we 

proceed to jump on the radio and try to get someone’s attention. We tell the IB base in ChCh that 

we're going to make a bolt down valley and look for shelter under one of the hundreds of giant 

boulders strewn everywhere, the bloke at the other end gives us the ok and tells us to ring back in an 

hour. 

 

We pack up our gear as quickly as 

poss, throw a few rocks on the tent to 

keep it there in case we come back (it 

was useless by this stage), and 

charge off down toward a likely 

looking rock about 500m away. On 

arrival it looks inadequate but with a 

few minutes of landscaping and 

housework it becomes inhabitable. 

Up goes the radio again and again we 

settle down into our not so dry and 

not so warm sleeping bags. IB man 

announces he's talked to Haast police 

and they're going to try and fly us out  
Emerson Yeoman 

Stephen in the Zeilian Creek rock bivvy 
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when there's a break in the weather. This could take a while because if anything this weather's 

getting worse. 

 

 “Are you okay for a night in the open?” he asks, “we'll get by okay,” we respond through 

chattering teeth. “Talk to us again at standard sched time tonight” he says, “righty o matey” we 

respond, “thanks for your help, over and out”, what else can you do? 

 

Meanwhile, Rob Manera, the Haast policeman, has notified our whanaus and he's planning, with a 

young local pilot who'd arrived home from Wanaka only a few minutes earlier, to fly in and get us. 

We don't know this as we prepare for a cold but tolerable night.    

 

All day as we lie under our rock we think we hear choppers, every time we concede that it's just 

another of the myriad of waterfalls that becomes audible when the wind drops. 

 

4:30ish pm. This time we ignore the 'chopper' sound. But it is bloody loud. We look at each other 

but neither wants to be the first to make the mistake again. Not this time, that is definitely a 

chopper, no doubt about it, but we can't see it. I jump out of my sleeping bag and go out to see what 

I can see. Looking everywhere and I see no chopper, even though it's so loud it could be right 

overhead. I give up because I'm just getting wet and go back to bed. As I slide back into my 

sleeping bag I glance down valley and see, about 1km away and about 5m above the valley floor 

two great lights, a red and a green, moving slowly up the valley toward us. That has to be a chopper, 

and it is. Steve and I grab our packliners and jump up and down like angry little kids, waving them 

as frantically as possible. The guys in the chopper see us, fly straight toward us, circle and land on a 

flat spot about 30 metres away. Whoo hoo!! 

 

With the help of the pilot and Constable Manera we quickly stuff all our gear into our packs, pull on 

our boots and jump in the chopper. The engine screams and for a moment it seems we're stuck on 

the ground, when without even noticing movement we're 5m off the deck and away. 

 

 It becomes clear the size of the storm as we fly down the valleys and see huge waterfalls, the Clake 

River bursting it's banks and the familiar blue of the Haast turned to a thick poo brown as it drags 

giant trees to their impending doom in the pounding west coast surf. As we fly down the Haast and 

around Thomas bluff the chopper, being buffeted like a little mosquito, drops vertically about 3m in 

about 1/2 a second. I shit my pants, this is scarier than the rest of the adventure put together! My 

fears are relieved when I glance at the pilot and find him holding the joystick between his knees as 

he wrestles with an air vent or something behind him. From this I assume the conditions can't be as 

bad as they seem and I try to relax. 

 

It's dark when we land at Haast. After many thankyou's to the pilot it's off to the police station. Now 

I'm getting a bit worried. But Rob's a good guy. He takes me into his house for hot food and coffee 

while Steve hitches a ride up to his car with a local hunter. The hunter tells Steve that we're 

probably only the 3rd party in the Zeilian since Geoff Spreapoint was there in 1996 while writing 

Moir's! That makes us feel more than a little bit hard until we remember that we got a heli ride out. 

I mean, talk about the soft option! 

 

As we drive home, through the rain listening to some good Dire Straits, John Denver and the Eagles 

classics the feelings of uncertainty start to creep in. Was all that fuss really necessary? What if we 

hadn’t found a good shelter? Who knows? But what's done is done and all's well that ends well I 

say. 

 

Post Script 

The Haast Police, pilots and SAR folk are awesome. They do their job so efficiently and willingly 

that it's impossible to thank them enough. So, as outdoors people, I encourage everyone to support 

what they do as fully as possible. We all benefit from it one way or another. 
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Trip to Eyre Peak, July 1st – 2nd  

By Anitra Fraser 

 

Party members: Danilo, Heather, Anitra 

Trip Quotes 

Danilo (referring to the movie ‘The Blair Witch Project’): 

“See that cairn, Anitra? It wasn’t there the day before” 

Anitra:  “Sorry, that was me. I knew I shouldn’t have had beans” 

  “I hate sleeping with my boots” 

Heather:  (at 2 AM) “Is anyone hungry…? Does anyone want chocolate cake?” 

     “Ooooh – I’m so excited about going to bed at 7 PM” 

 

The trip started out well, after watching Anitra consume an humongous bowl of homemade nachos 

complete with beans… and losing Danilo in Balclutha after his fish ‘n chips. After many luckless 

attempts over five years, Heather also got to see her first Gore bogans. 

 

OUTC trips always mean sleeping in weird places – the Kingston Flyer, a train station it was, with 

Anitra being paranoid about some light going slowly and quietly past – it led to very weird guns and 

running action type dreams.  

 

Driving through the darkness at 7 AM with Danilo vainly trying to cast extra light on the road using 

his Petzl head torch. The Mataura – a black farmland valley with snow peaks in the background and 

the first mission – getting Anitra ready to cross at the same time as the other organised two – good 

luck! And crossing Robert’s Creek barefoot to keep the boots dry – argh the pain!! There were three 

more of these torturous crossings but as we warmed up they got better. Heather going to great 

lengths – how far into the Bowels of the Earth (an uninviting valley) did she go to keep her feet 

dry? Frost and tussock and some nice bush bashing and swamp stamping and then up a ridge onto 

scree and the icy snow. By this stage I had learnt that it was not a good idea to follow Heather and 

that Danilo’s tracks were a safer bet. 

 

 
        Danilo Hegg  

Thanks for the tent Judy! 
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I was stuffed and grumpy by the time we put the crampons on – and scared. We got to Billy Saddle 

at 5 PM and proceeded to start dinner – which took out two hours cooking to get hot enough. 

Heather’s excitement about going to bed at 7 PM was not realised and it was 9.30 PM before we 

were all asleep. Some points here must be made. Sleeping in a two-man tent (thanks Judy!) with 

three people with their heads all the same way is not very comfortable. Sleeping with your boots in 

the sleeping bag is like taking an ice-block to bed. This accounts for why at 2 AM I am lying on my 

side trying not to breathe in the tent and decide that I must sleep with my head at the other end. Of 

course I wake everyone up, which leads to the chocolate cake call. Man, I tramped with the right 

people!! We then talk for two hours about I can’t remember what before going back to sleep at 4 

AM.  

 

Seven in the morning up bright and early – another crystal clear icy brilliant day. We put on 

crampons and I struggle up the mountain – trying to stop my too flexible legs from bending the 

wrong way. We hit a saddle and then go down and I am reminded of the Valley of Death whilst 

snowshoeing in Canada. Perfect conditions – no clouds, good strong icy snow. Get near the top and 

Danilo is leading – I don’t like this – too exposed. Heather then takes the lead and makes steps in 

the hard snow and front-pointing up is one of the funniest parts of the trip – probably because I 

don’t have to look at the exposed stuff below! On the top it’s awesome – with many self-timed 

photos that sometimes don’t work, and all the mountains around, from Fiordland to Aspiring. 

We get down to the tent around noon and then start heading out. A bit of bum sliding action and 

then cramponning all the way back – a lot faster. The water in our bottles is stew water, which 

Heather and Danilo don’t like but Anitra strangely thinks is all right. Lunch is cold and Heather 

manages to somehow get herself all wet. Along the iced farm tracks in the darkness we find a much 

easier track than when we came in. And then the car is still there and it is back to Dunners. I am 

totally exhausted but it was an absolutely awesome trip!! 

 

 
           Anitra Fraser 

Okay, who gave her sugar? 

 

Cavey Dave: “The Moon’s full.” 

Jake: “It’s waning.” 

Cavey Dave: “Weally? I don’t feel wet at all.” 
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Mount Somers, July 8 – 9th  

By Jake Roos 

 

Party Members: Warrick Sue, Megan Sueb, Eve Corpleijn , Geoff Morrison, Thess Nyman, Judy 

Ormandy, Geoff Carden, Hugh Webb, Darryn Wilkie, Jo Fink, Kirsten Bond, Caroline Bates, Wera 

Leujak, Katie Murdock and Jake Roos 

 

To start the Semester Two off on the right foot, I thought a fun trip was in order. Mount Somers, 

with the chance of some snow, summiting a fairly cooperative peak and laxing out in the sauna at 

Mt Somers hut seemed like the ideal choice. “This’d be an easy sell,” I thought smugly. For some 

reason though, it wasn’t! It got to Wednesday, and I still hadn’t filled a van, and I was positively 

dismayed at the prospect of having to cancel. The first week back, squillions of new members, and 

there was a lack of interest?!? Inconceivable! However, my faith was restored on Thursday, when I 

was inundated with phone messages and e-mails, until the van was overflowing. Geoff volunteered 

to bring his car and with Darryn coming across from Wanaka and meeting us on the way, we had 

fifteen people in total. That’s more like it! 

 

Starry skies at the road end, and we got settled in for the night, while Darryn and Geoff did the car 

shuffle thing at the far end of the track. I set up my fabulous $45-dollars-at-a-K-Mart-Boxing-Day-

Sale tent, taking the time to put use all the guy lines and pegs, since I’d bought new ones and I 

usually didn’t bother putting it up properly. Yes, that night it was fully erect! (please do not remove 

from context for the sake of innuendo.) Hugh reckoned that with the addition of a ‘Mackpac’ logo 

(with a ‘k’) I could flog off tents like mine for $300 apiece. Not a bad idea… 

 

Next morning, we got ready to go and split up the group. Darryn, along with Wera, Jo, Kirsten, 

Katie and Carolina would head to Mt Somers Hut round the base of the mountain, while Judy, 

Geoff C (NZ Geoff), Hugh (nursing his healing leg injury, but still mad for it), Warrick, Megan, 

Eefje, Geoff M (US Geoff), Thess and myself would go over the top of the mountain. Sorted. We 

went to start, and Judy, Geoff C and Hugh started laughing at the sign “Mount Somers Summit, via 

Hookey Knob route”. Okay, going to anything called a ‘knob’ via a ‘route’ is usually cause for 

adolescent giggling, but the fact that it was Hookey Knob seemed to be something to do with Mark 

‘Hudge’ Austin. Having my suspicions as to what the connection might be, I asked Sandra about it 

when I got back: more giggling in response. Okay, I don’t want know any more… 

 

Lots of grunting up the 

mountainside. When we 

emerged from the bushline, we 

got our first splendid view of 

the Canterbury Plains, covered 

in early morning frost. When I 

mistook the low clouds in the 

distance for the ocean, Geoff C 

immediately laughed 

triumphantly and ran off to tell 

Judy, who had been paying him 

out mercilessly every since 

doing the same thing in the 

Silverpeaks. Sorry Geoff, but at 

least I can tell East from West, 

so you still get the OUTC 

navigation prize! 

Jake Roos 

Eve, her inflatable pillow and the fabulous ‘Mackpac’ tent, 

only $300 incl GST 
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After stopping at the Knob for a break, things steepened up and there were patches of ice in the 

shadows, which we needed to look out for. There was bugger-all snow, which was why we were 

attempting the peak at all. Danilo’s Mt Somers expedition last year, taking the same route, had his 

group wading through waist deep snow the whole way. No problem for us, there was some hard icy 

snow plastered to one side of the ridge we were following to the top, but we could pick our way 

around it without too much trouble. We lunched on the mountain top, took in the panoramic view 

and took suggestive photos of Judy mounting the bollocksy millennium monument that was up 

there. (It was her idea!).  

 

It strikes me just as I write this that this whole mountain climbing thing is all very sexual. Think 

about it. Knobs (Hookey ones, no less), getting on top, reaching a peak (or climax), grunting and 

gasping with physical exertion on the way up, the word ‘mountain’ even. What’s up with that? Is 

this metaphoric intercourse better than the real thing? Or instead of the real thing perhaps? Puts a 

whole new spin on peoples motivations… 

 

Anyway, we off-tracked down the back of the mountain. There was more snow on the shallow 

tussocky slopes there, but it had an icy crust, so random footfalls would break through, resulting in 

miscellaneous cursing. Pretty soon a massive snowball fight developed, and, being Bledisloe Cup 

Weekend, Hugh the Ocker got done over something shocking. Further down, there were smooth ice 

slopes that we hurled ourselves down on pack liners and bedrolls with gay abandon. (Oh, hold on. 

That isn’t straight and testosterone-laden enough for mountaineering. Make that heterosexual 

abandon.) Megan talked a few of us into taking a snow bath in our undies, which was fairly 

invigorating too. It wasn’t exactly tricky terrain, but we kept consulting the map, and Judy and 

Geoff (who had descended here before) on the path to take down. There was no bush around at all, 

so we didn’t have any trouble with keeping sight of each other. Of all of us, Thess had the least to 

worry about: worst come to worst, SAR would 

have been able to spot her trademark technicolour 

wool jersey from 20km away! 

 

We descended to the hut, where the others had 

arrived shortly before. The lads immediately set 

off to investigate the sauna, which turned out to be 

a little sealed log hut, with a firebox and copious 

piles of wood to fuel it. Perfect! I decided to go for 

a dip in the creek in order to freshen up. When I 

got out there, I noticed the ice forming at its sides, 

but bloody-mindedness had me continue with Plan 

A. Further downstream I followed a path down 

into a deep gut, in which a waterfall poured down 

into a pool at the bottom. A partially frozen 

waterfall. A pool with snow on the banks. 

Somehow this still seemed like a good idea. I 

stripped off, waded in, and stuck my head under 

the waterfall before leaping out, gasping, teeth 

chattering. I was in for all of twelve seconds. 

Realising I wasn’t properly dowsed, I admonished 

myself for being a wimp and went in again, this 

time for a good twenty seconds. My bout of 

masochism done with, I dressed and wandered 

back, and I encountered Geoff, who was about to 

inflict the same on himself. “Jake, your nose is 

blue.” He observed.  

 

Geoff Carden 

Hugh, Megan and Jake lovin’ it on Mt 

Somers 
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We cranked up the fire in the hut and made a large, yummy dinner, or rather some of us did 

(notably Kirsten and Jo, thanks guys!) while certain others who will remain nameless sauna’d, 

turning up just as it was served. After that we made a return to the sauna en-masse. The close, 

steamy confines of the sauna, lit with candles, were a striking contrast to the frosty, clear and starry 

night outside. When it got too much, people would run out, leap in the stream for a few seconds and 

then come back in. Shoulder massages were exchanged, during which the snappy call of the night, 

nay, the trip was made by US Geoff. 

 

Situation: Hugh is enjoying his shoulder rub from Thess. 

Geoff C (I think): “He’s putty in her hands.” 

Me (thinking wholesomely of clay/pottery): “She’ll make a man of him.” 

Geoff M: “No, that’ll happen later.” 

 

Simultaneous ‘Woooooo!’ calls and laughter from everyone.  

 

A minute later when this has subsided: 

Me: “I can’t believe you said that.” 

Geoff M: “Well, it was just lying there...” 

 

Eventually we all retired from the sauna (note: drying yourself with a frozen towel is not a simple 

matter) and crashed, sleeping fitfully after a great day. 

 

We packed up and departed leisurely the next day, only having a short walk to the road-end 

alongside Woolshed Creek. Hugh had been the star of the show this weekend and on the way out 

this continued. A couple tramping in the other direction along the track, total strangers, rushed up to 

Hugh a laughed in his face, gloating that NZ had beaten Australia in the Bledisloe Cup match the 

previous night. How did they know Hugh was Australian?!? We found out later that Kirsten, 

tramping ahead, had pointed him out to them. Poor old Hugh! Further on we found the remains of 

an old coal mining operation: a quarry, sealed mineshaft and miscellaneous bits of mining 

equipment. Celebrating his Australian-ness, our fiery-hair trans-Tasman compatriot attempted to 

play the didgeridoo on a big bit of pipe there... but it didn’t work. He didn’t try his luck, but I 

suspect his boomerang wouldn’t have back that day either.   

 

We descended through the regenerating beech forest and eventually emerged at the Coalminers Flat 

carpark. Lunching, relaxing and a bit of Kathmandu Collapsible Frisbee TM were partaken in while 

the vans were retrieved. Apart from milkshakes in Geraldine, that was that. Darryn headed home 

through the Lindis Pass, and we headed South back to Dunners, though we in the Van found out 

later that Geoff C and crew, desiring still more sifting in their weekend (under the pretence of 

soothing Hugh’s knee), hunted down a spa in Oamaru, and maliciously sat in it. Bastards. Oh well. 

Great times, great people, great trip.   

 

 

 

 

 

Misc Quotes! 

 

Judy (reclining in sleeping bag): “Ah, our illustrious leader, here to make us breakfast in bed” 

Me: “I’m not even going to dignify that with a response.” 

 

Me, paraphrasing Ed Hilary: “Okay, we knocked the bugger off, now lets go and have a sauna,” 
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The ‘James Bond 007’ Bushball 2000 

By the Editor 

 

Bushball, absolutely went off: what else do you need to know?  

 

Why gossip of course! 

 

• For the purposes of each Van’s secret missions, Vegard’s 

head was transformed into the Millennium Dome, I was 

dressed up like a Persian cat, and a van was turned into a 

bobsled - with road markers ‘borrowed’ from by the Wanaka 

Transport Museum. (Hey, theft was in the rules!) 

 

• With some creative costuming, there were more Bond Girls 

than women, if you get my meaning, initiating conversations 

as to whether people fancied Alister or Vegard more. Sorry 

Steve, you didn’t rate: have you ever seen Bond kissing a girl 

with a beard? 

 

• Sifty Dave Parker was employing the ‘scattershot’ method of 

seduction: approaching every girl present increases your 

chances, right? Vanessa and Jay were in the running for 

adjectives too… 

 

• Once upon a time there were two friends, let’s call them say, 

M and PP. Years ago M went out with PP’s little sister. At 

Bushball PP got revenge. 

 

• Roy and Fliss broke up (gasp!) but then got back together 

(phew!), three hours later (is that some kind of record?) 

 

 

Danilo Hegg 

Roy: a man in anguish (or dancing. We can’t tell) 
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Photos from Bushball 2000 
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Bushball Crossword 

By the Editor 
 

 
1     2    3   4  

5              

              

6              

          7    

  8            

        9      

10              

        11  12    

 13             

       14       

              

15          16    

 

Across 

1) (and 4 Down) “Roy, I.B. Roy” 

6) Paul P didn’t use a spade so much as an ? 

7, 8) He was living up to his adjective 

9) Combine a tent, fenceline, and some bedrolls and what do you get? 

10) Came down hard overnight  

11) Bond film: ______ Say ______ Again 

13) (and 8 Down) Lots of these on Friday night. 

14) Everyone’s were very sore on Sunday Morning 

15) Organisers Emerson, Annushka and all the rest are _____? 

16) Limitless source of dance energy 

Down 

1) The Bond guys and the Bond girls (with the possible exception of 

Steve Catty) were looking _____? 

2) Alister couldn’t stop playing with his ? 

3) “No Mr Bond, I expect you to ____!” 

9) The best Bond  

12) Bond’s preferred drink: _____ martini 
  
 Answers in the next issue of Antics… Heh, just kidding. They’re on the last page. 

 

Dave Parker: “You should always take a tent to Bushball.” 
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Crusties’ Bushball – One Week Later 

By David Ellis 

 

Originally an e-mail sent to Paul Dowden from David Ellis 

 

Hi Paul, 

 

It’s late and this old crusty should be in bed - the day’s doings has left him dry around the edges. 

The bush ball - I promised to send you some news - how long ago it seems. I had a sore neck for 

days. A perfect night, a frost crunching underfoot as I flicked the switch on the generator at 4.00am 

and staggered off to find the tent in a sweat soaked dinner suit. 60 old crusties, (not 60 yr old 

crusties as some would leave us to believe) tried, with bulging seams and floppy waist lines, to 

recall the good old days and prove that although the body at times failed the mind was still very 

willing on the dance floor (some sights were pitiful although only Doole was truly legless). 

 

So that’s it. For the history books the first Bush Ball was the brain-child of Pete McInally and was 

held June 22nd 1974 - making this a 26 year reunion. Thank God you guys organising the real event 

didn't turn up on the night. The tucker and alcohol wouldn't have survived your scrutiny. Yep, we 

all agreed re: the Parks Board co-operation. We had no gas, no running water but boy we had spirit. 

We looked for the Aurora but obviously you guys used it all up the previous week. 

 

Maybe the old crusties should join the young dudes some time in the future? I think we would both 

learn a lot as well as have tons of fun. 

 

Cheers 

David 

 

Poems 

Contributed by Flis Williams  

 

I loved my friend 

He went away from me 

There's nothing more to say 

The poem ends, 

soft as it began - 

I loved my friend 

 

- Langston Hughs 

 

Sitting on the Fence: 

"Come sit down beside me," 

I said to myself 

And although it doesn't make sense, 

I held my own hand,  

And together I sat on the fence 

 

- M. Leunig 
Paul Dowden 

Visitor at 950a George St 
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Lake Alabaster, 20th – 21st August 

Or: Ha, Ha, We Know How To Read A Weather Map! 

by Aidan Young  

 
Party members: Danilo Hegg, Aidan Young, Judy Ormandy, Yvonne Lamers  

 
Thursday 18th August 2000 6:50 p.m. Channel 1 – Gale force winds for much of the country, Heavy 

rain warning issued for the East Coast of the South Island. Snow expected on the Canterbury & 

Maniototo Plains… 

Outlook for Fiordland for the next 48 hours – fine. 

 
If you happen to have been at the meeting on Friday 19th August (which is better remembered as 

being the shittiest day of the year so far for Dunedin), then you may recall Judy and Danilo 

announcing that the outlook for Fiordland was indeed fine and sunny (according to Jim Hickey). 

This prompted the immediate planning of a trip to Lake Alabaster. However, it seemed that their 

enthusiasm was not shared by all… alright: most… alright, everyone except Yvonne and myself. If 

the truth were to be known we received all sorts of shit about how miserable this trip was going to 

be. What part of FINE AND SUNNY don’t you understand Paul? – Just because it’s shit here 

doesn’t mean it’s shit everywhere else (well as it turns out it was shit most of everywhere else but 

not all of everywhere else). 

 

Well anyway, those loyal to the cause among us cramped into the poomobile and headed west. I 

won’t insult your intelligence by reporting details like how many possums were collected on 

the trip - suffice to say that around midnight we arrived at the Routeburn shelter for an 

uncomfortable night’s sleep. Now, to be fair there was a small amount of drizzle during the 

night, and we did awake to an overcast but pleasant morning, but from here on out it only got 

better. After breakfast we headed off down the Lower Hollyford Valley to the start of the 

Hollyford track. By the time we started walking all the cloud had pretty much burnt off, which 

delighted all of us especially Danilo. He had an aquanaut with him that he planned to use to raft 

down part of the Hollyford. 

However he changed his mind 

when he saw the degree 4 rapids 

that he for some reason expected 

his $20 Warehouse aquanaut to 

match up against. 

 
Anyway, after traversing the 

“MIGHTY” Little Homer Saddle 

(altitude 168.0 m) we dropped down 

to Alabaster Hut without a cloud in 

the sky. At 1am on Sunday morning 

Danilo decided that a clear night, 

bright moon, and calm lake were too 

much of a coincidence so he 

aquanauted across the lake. 

 
The second day was just a stroll back up the valley with more perfect weather. 
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This all goes to show that Jim 

Hickey does know what he is on 

about. 

Judy Ormandy 

Judy, Yvonne and Aidan by the Hollyford River 



 139 

Cascade-Lochnagar Mission 

By Non Petpaisit 

 

Special Agents : Non Petpaisit and Mark Amrein 

The First Episode 

Sunday morning of 27th August started with a cloudy sky…not a good sign, but only if you take it 

seriously.  Mark, Colin and I went to New World the previous day to shop for food and I forgot to 

buy toilet paper…again.  I called up Colin to see if he’d have any spare toilet paper for me… 

 

“Hey Colin! Ummm….do you have a spare roll of toilet paper for me?” 

 

“Yes, sure…but did you get my message this morning?” 

 

“What message?” 

 

“Well, I am not very well at all right now and I don’t think I can make it on the trip”. 

 

I felt rather shocked with this news because it meant that only Mark and I would be on the trip.  I 

broke the news to Mark when he came to pick me up and he was a little shocked too… but nothing 

would stop us from going on the mission right now (except if some terrorists planted a bomb on 

Mark’s vehicle).   

 

We picked up few bit and pieces from Colin (compass, toilet paper etc.) and made our way down 

SH1 without any idea of how fast we were going (the speedo’s light was dead) but at least we 

weren’t getting any flashes from the sentry boxes.  We arrived in Alexandra around 8pm and 

stopped at Caltex station just to be serviced by the same cute blond who had serviced us in  

previous trips (‘Serviced’ by her! Again!? Now I’m shocked. Ed…) and this time Mark surely had 

her attention. We got to Raspberry flat around midnight after some very exciting pieces of driving 

by Mark (we screamed just before the car made a big splash in a flooded section of the road 

because we thought it was a big hole) and some very horrify piece of driving by the car (“No!!!! 

The motor is stopping!!!!”…Me).  Walked into Aspiring hut about 2am. Woke someone up when 

we tried to get out our sleeping bags from our packs. Woke them up again in the morning when we 

tried to put the sleeping bags back in our packs before got into our breakfast (of course, it was 

porridge). 

 

Episode 2: The fun has begun! 

We followed the track up to the bush line under the pylon. It was fairly steep and ankle-breaking, 

especially with heavy packs on our backs.  We made our first proper stop at a waterfall, which I 

thought it was a very beautiful and interesting waterfall due to countless icicles hanging off it. We 

carried on to the bushline after the break and by the time we got to the bush line, we were already 

walking in ankle-deep snow.   

 

The climb up to the pylon was definitely not for everyone, especially in winter conditions with lots 

of snow around.  On numernous occassions, we found ourself half-walking, half-climbing on 40-55 

degree slopes with cliffs at the end (a very bad run-out zone but a cool backdrop).  We were in a 

whiteout halfway up the route and we were forced to pioneer some new route up the mountain 

because we couldn’t see the next pole! This slowed us down considerably and in the end we’ve 

spent 7.5 hours just to get to the pylon (we took ages to find the last pole, just to found it totally 
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buried in snow).  From the pylon, we descended down the slope behind it onto a creek onto the 

Cascade basin at the base of the slope in a very quick manner (half-slide, half-walking). By this 

time it cleared up a bit and navigation wasn’t too bad… until half an hour later when we were back 

in white out again (can you see our trouble?) and this time it was thicker than ever. We wormed our 

way in the white out, which confined our visibility to around 20m, before decided that the fucking 

crampons were the main reason for slow travelling (the fucking things balled up to the size of half 

the soccer ball every two steps). So the poons were backed on our packs and after that the going 

was much easier, but not much faster due to the white out. We reached ‘Head Leap’ (look on the 

map, I have no idea what is the ‘Head Leap’, but that’s where we were) around 4.30pm, had an 

afternoon break. We carried on for 15 minutes before we decided that we wouldn’t make it pass the 

saddle before dark, so we decided to camp.  Mark built a half-cave to cover our heads before putting 

the fly over the snow structure.  We put some snow over the fly and it seemed to be quite stable.  I 

couldn’t believe how warm the shelter was and comfortable a night we had.  Thanks Mark. 

 

Episode 3: Easy, Lazy and Sunny Winter’s Day 

The late morning start pissed us off a bit (who could we blame?) but we got over it because we 

didn’t have to go far that day.  From Head Leap, we followed the poles that sidled above the saddle; 

occasional openings in the cloud gave us impressive view of the Dart glacier.  The route traversed 

the slope on the left (looking down the valley) of the Dart valley and dropped onto the river bank 

once the track passed the terminal lake.  From there the going was very easy (it was a little short of 

a highway with occassional bastard-like pricky plants).  Four hours after we departed our snow 

shelter, we stepped into the Dart palace.  This hut is quite flash (by my standard), recently repainted 

and possibly renovated. Anyway, it was a nice hut.  We put every wet piece of our belongings 

outside to dry and laid back on the chairs… until I saw a sign outside the hut which wrote: ‘Keas 

are nice but naughty, keep your gear away from them.’ Well, my gear (or any outdoor gear) is 

definitely not cheap and I don’t think any of those bastard parrots would care how much I’ve pay 

for my gear, so I got up and kept my eyes on my gear until it’d dried and I’d packed it all up.  That 

night dinner was one of this trip’s highlight: kumera curry, which had about twice as much the 

green curry paste as you actually need (the thing says ‘2 table spoons for 500g’ of meat, we put 

about that much or a little less than that for about 150g of kumera) and the paste was a traditional 

thai style (which means it is as hot as the original one, very hot, I have to say).  Another highlight of 

the stay in this hut was the fact that I was very close to burning the hut and myself down… Never 

try to light up even very tiny amount of spilt white spirit in a kitchen sink (not very intelligence idea 

at all).  We went to bed with stinging feeling in our mouth and unpleasant feeling in our stomachs, 

caused by the curry.   

 

Episode 4: This is so much fun!!! 

We left the comfort of the hut before the sun had a chance to greet us.  We dropped into Snowy 

creek shortly after the track ran along the creek because we lost sight of the next cairn.  We 

followed Snowy Creek up; it was an ankle-breaking section when it is covered in snow.  Many gaps 

and holes between boulders were hidden under the snow and snow itself made the boulders very 

slipperly.  But I still have to say that we made pretty good time despite some confusion in 

navigation due to mistake on the map (refer to the end of the story for the mistake).  We reached the 

main junction, which separated Snowy Creek and the creek that is running down from Rees Saddle, 

in an hour and a quarter…. Before we took a wrong turn and ended up nearly 200 m above Snowy 

Creek.  Not very far away was the right hand side of the Rees Saddle when looking up it. The 

Council of War was summoned on the spot, the map was consulted and we made a decision to 

traverse from where we were (wherever we were…) up to point 1950.  From there (wherever we 

were), we crossed many mini-valleys until we saw something unexpected… a canyon or a valley or 

a mother of all riverbanks (we referred to the map…again).    
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In front of us, a 100m vertical cliff dropped straight down onto a flat area with a creek running 

through the middle of the flat.  The other side of the flat has an even larger cliff with the equal 

degree of steepness as the one below us… I didn’t think that we could get down there (the bottom 

of the ‘canyon’) and neither did Mark.  The council was called into another meeting and the map 

was consulted (again), and we decided to gave the map another chance as we didn’t have any other 

choice (except jumping off the cliff).  The map suggested a gentler terrain above the shoulder of the 

mountains where we could traverse up to the 1950 and get down onto the head of the Pine creek. So 

we climbed steeply up along the cliff line…stayed well away from it though. 

 

After we gained around 150 vertical metres, we traveresed in the true left direction under the 

shoulder of the mountains before a small feasible-looking gully was found… I took on the gully 

first with Mark on the watch.  I was kind of hoping to get onto some of the exposed rock surface 

presented in the gully but those surfaces were worse than snow!  They were rotten as nothing I’ve 

ever seen….I could just pull those rock layers into pieces with very little effort!  Too dodgy… 

better to stick to the snow route.  The gully was getting steeper quite quickly at the top.  I reached 

the top of the gully and was greeted by the sun and gale force wind.  After regrouping with Mark a 

few minutes later, we started our long slog in soft snow in order to get to point 1950 at the end of 

the slope.  Around 3pm, after deciding that the point 2182 south west of the 1950 was as good as 

1950, we climbed up to a corner under it and it was already 4.30pm… There was no way we could 

have make it down to the Lochnagar that day so we were aiming to camp on the permanent ice 

section southeast of the 1950 at the head of Pine creek. 

 

By now the wind was very strong and spindrift had intensified and the clouds rolled in (yeah, we 

back in the white out).  The visibility decreased sharply to 10m and we were going down a steep 

slope to get onto the ice below… not much chance of success but I was already on auto-pilot mode 

(a very dangerous thing to do in that situation).  I 

became conscious again when we came down on a 

ridge, seeing nothing but whiteness, when just then a 

patch of snow broke off from Mark’s foot step and fell 

almost vertically down right beside his feet.  We 

watched it disappeared into the whiteness below (I was 

shitting my pants!). Then we chucked a snowball down 

on the other side, beside my feet, and it went almost 

straight down and disappeared.  That’s when we 

realised the type of terrain we were on…a sharp knife-

edged ridge which was no more than 2 feet wide (at the 

most generous estimation) situated on top of very steep 

(and very high) features of the mountains.  We decided 

to crawl (I really mean it) back up to the corner below 

point 2182, since it was the closest and the safest camp-

able terrain we’d seen that evening.  Mark dug a half 

snow cave again but this time the wind was too strong 

to put the fly above us, so we had to do without the fly 

covering us.  I tried unsuccessfully to make a hot drink, 

as it was too cold for the club stove to prime itself (it 

was never designed to be used in such cold and windy 

conditions). I estimated the temperature to be around –

200C (with wind-chill factor) since it could freeze my 

drink bottle much faster than a   -150C freezer. So I 

gave Mark’s MSR a go.  It went fine at first, until we 

put the billy on top of it: we didn’t realise that a patch 

of snow was sticking to the bottom of the billy, and it 

fell on top of the flame and thouroughly put out the 

Kelvin Lloyd 

On an unrelated note, here’s Monica 

Pausina ready for some aquanaut 

action at Milford Sound 
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flame…Wet MSR stove? No problem, we just have to light it up again…ummm, but all our lighters 

were wet too (by our wet hands). Fuck it.  So no hot drinks, no dinners meant no energy to be put 

into our bodies….it gonna be an uncomfortable night.  I slipped myself into my bags and pulled my 

bivi bag’s hood over me to stop spindrift from invading into my sleeping bag….just to find out that 

I couldn’t actually breath properly with the hood over my face!  I had to spend another hour or so 

trying to find the right position so that I could go to sleep without suffocating myself. A few hours 

passed, the inside of the hood was already covered in thin layer of ice (from my own respiration) 

and it was really annoying when the hood was flapping on my face.  That night the only dream I 

had was about my mother asking me why I was doing this (to do this trip, in winter)… I couldn’t 

give her any good reason, except it was a challenge and I loved to push myself through these 

challenges, and somehow enjoying them at the same time… The dream faded and I woke up to 

another session of ‘my-fucking-face-being-flapped-by-the-icy-inner-hood…’   

 

Episode 5: Decision time 

We woke up before the cloud cleared up, packed up (I want to apologise to Mark who waited 

patiencely in the freezing wind while I tried to get my shit together), fucked up and fucked off 

without any attempt to cook any food (stoves wouldn’t work, remember?).  We flew down the 

slopes with the wind behind us this time.  After the long traverse, we reached the place where I did 

the dodgey piece of ‘ice-scrambling’ yesterday.  Condition in the gully got a little better because of 

thicker and firmer snow than the previous day and it no longer posed any challenge or danger to our 

descent.  We got down without incident and did a bum slide (gotta tell ya all that it was so much 

fun!!!!) down to the base of the shoulders (lost 100 vertical metres in 5 minutes!). 

 

We again flew down the ridges, with the thought of getting out of the snow as soon as possible, 

with our hunger also being another major contribution to our unusually rapid progress. A large 

lunch for two on a large boulder in a creek was fantastic (considering the fact that we were badly 

dehydrated and had no food for nearly 24 hours of mostly hard slogging in deep snow). After lunch, 

we took off again in the hope of  getting back to the car by Friday afternoon (it was already 

Thursday).   

 

We got back to the Dart hut about two hours later and found it as good as when we left it. We 

thought it would be boring if we were going to stay in that nice and warm hut again so we took off 

up the Dart (we actually just wanted to save walking time). After 2.5 hours, I started to have a 

breathing problem due to my allergy with plants’ pollens and spores, so Mark and I settled down for 

the night, just 40m above Terminal Lake. We spread out our sleeping bags in an attempt to dry them 

a bit (there wasn’t a lot of loft left in them because of the spindrift from the night before) until a kea 

found us and forced me (Mark didn’t care) to relocated my bag to under the fly. 

 

The wind blowing down from the glacier was very cold and not very gentle to the fly at all.  We 

placed ten rocks around on the fly edges to pin it to the ground, and an oversized rock found by 

Mark eliminated any possibility of the wind lifting up the fly and blowing it away.  We had a good 

feast of hearty pasta before gong straight to bed… just to be woken up 5 minutes later when a 

significant amount of ice fell down from the Hasse glacier, which was located on the opposite side 

of the valley (about 500m from us).   

 

I was getting ready to launch myself out of my sleeping bag if Mark, who was facing toward the 

avalanche at the time, made any sudden movement or any sign of him trying to get out of his 

sleeping bag. But he didn’t make any sign of movement so I assumed that it was okay, the 

avalanche was not big enough to come all the way to where we camped. (Mark told me later that he 

was too sleepy to care about the avalanche so he just lay there!).    
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Episode 6: We’re outta here! 

After another night of flapped-my-fucking-face session by the fly, I woke up to the faint light of our 

friend, the Sun, and then woke Mark up to cook the porridge (he cooked the best porridge that I 

ever have in my outdoor career).   

 

We left the camp site in drizzling rain which proved to have no effect to our decision to cross the 

saddle that day.  This time we were very confident because we knew the route and if the cloud 

moved in we should still be able to make it up to the pylon. 

 

We shot up the steep part in less than 2.5 hours in deep soft snow. This gave us even more 

confidence that we would make it all the way back to the car that day.  After a brief break at the our 

old camp site near Head Leap, we felt the need to sacrifice our lunch time and just keep having 

snacks breaks instead of have a long stop for lunch. Discussions and proposals were made and 

agreement was reached very quickly (2.5 seconds) by both of us to skip our lunch and try to get out 

of here as quickly as possible.  From the Head Leap, we followed the poles southward until the next 

stream at the flat at the base of pylon’s hill was reached.  The poles sidled above the basin for 100m 

then dropped down onto the basin.  We made a stop there and snacks were called in. Our watches 

revealed that we had made remarkable progress (relative to the first day).  It was only 3.5 hours ago 

that we left the campsite: it took us nearly 5 hours (downhill) on the way in.  We got up the hill and 

were once again back in the cloud (man, I hate those clouds…) which meant that we couldn’t see 

the last 2 poles before the pylon. 

 

After tried out a whole range of whiteout navigation tricks: Mark decided that our memories from 

the day we walked in were the best chance we had.  So he picked a direction that we’ve agreed on, 

set it on the compass (thanks Colin for your compass, it surely did save our asses that day…) and 

followed it. Miraculously (or skillfully) he had the next pole in his sight after 2 minutes!  Couldn’t 

see the next pole after that? No problem, just follow the same direction.  Finally, after nearly an 

hour in the cloud we’d reached the pylon. After an inspection of the pylon, I wasn’t very happy with 

it.  The ice covering the pylon was much thinner than the previous time we were there, the sign that 

warmer weather had heated up the area, including the snow on the West Matukituki side.  It was as 

I was expected it (the snow condition) to be.  Soft, unstable, deep and wet, how nice (sarcasm). We 

made a careful descend, the second in the line always on the watch for the first person, just in case 

the slope was going to avalanche.  Luckily, we got past the dangerous part without incident. We felt 

the relief in our hearts… until we 

reached the last rock step, which 

is one of the 3 rock steps on the 

route.  It was covered in around 5 

cm of soft snow which wetted the 

rock surface and the dodgey-

when-wet snow grass.  It was 

very slippery.  Not many things to 

hold on to.  Mark went first and 

he found it to be quite a 

worrisome part of the trip.  I, as a 

the shorter person of the team, 

was having trouble following 

Mark’s foot steps because they 

were the footsteps from someone 

who is half a foot taller than me 

(they were too far apart for my 

short legs to follow). 

 

Once again, the Goddess of 

Jake Roos 

Alistair preparing pie at yet another marvellous 91 Dundas 

St party. (Okay, I admit it: I have no photos for Non’s story. 

Sue me. –Ed). 
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Fortune was on our side and we got past the rock steps without any incident (except that fact that 

my hearts were pumping so fast that it nearly gave up).  Once we’ve reached the bush line the going 

was much easier (and nicer). I took off in front of Mark to test out my bush skills and found that 5 

days in snow and ice had influenced the way I walked, which proved to be very bad when I had to 

negotiate tree roots (yes, I did fall over on my bum).  By 2.30pm, we had Aspiring Hut in our sights, 

and fifteen minutes after that we were inside the very nice hut.  After a brief yarn with a middle-

aged couple, who did the saddle route last summer, we found out the saddle route turned out to be 

very pleasant and easy in summer, provided that weather is good. We had a good lunch, consisting 

of everything we had left that did not need to be cooked, and a good yarn.  We left the hut at around 

3.30pm and began our most agonising part of the whole trip, walking on the 4WD track from the 

hut to the car park. It was a very, very painful part of the journey. Our feet were sore and the very 

hard track didn’t help this at all, not to mention that it was so boring. But the worst thing about it 

was that we were so desperate to get back to the car, we couldn’t enjoy the surrounding scenery. 

We, once again, passed the dead cattle beast, which still lay in the same position as 5 days ago. 

(Later that day in the car, we were discussing how often the Aspinalls check on their farmland).  

Finally, we had the car in our sights.  The thought of being back in a nice dry place, like in the car, 

nearly gave me a heart attack. But we made it to the car, puffing and smiling… 

Epilogue 

This trip is one of the best trips I had ever had in my life. And I surely couldn’t have done it without 

Mark’s experiences and humor. This is the type of trip that has greatly inspired me since I was a 

secondary school student.  There was a strange feeling every time I thought about the trip: it was 

like a dream.  I guess that happens when I’ve done something that I have never thought of doing 

before.     

 

‘Never think that you’re incapable of doing something, 

always think that you’re capable of doing everything’. 

 

See you guys in the hills and have a great year! 

 

 

 

This notice was issued by the Ministry of Fish and Wildlife, Province of Inhambane, Mozambique: 

WARNING 

 

Due to the rising frequency of human-lion encounters, the Ministry of Fish and Wildlife, 

Inhambane Branch, Mozambique, is advising hunters, fishermen, hikers and any 

motorcyclists that use the out-of-doors in a recreational or work related function to take extra 

precautions while in the bush. 

 

We advise the outdoorsman to wear little noisy bells on clothing so as to give advanced 

warning to any lions that might be close by so you don't take them by surprise. 

 

We also advise anyone using the out-of-doors to carry "Pepper Spray" with him or her in case 

of an encounter with a lion. 

 

Outdoorsmen should also be on the watch for fresh lion activity, and be able to tell the 

difference between lion cub shit and big lion shit. Lion cub shit is smaller and contains lots of 

berries and dassie fur. Big lion shit has bells in it, and smells like pepper. 
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Last stroll in Fiordland, 2-3 September 

(a.k.a. a place in the wolves ass) 

By Danilo Hegg 

 

When Mike first suggested to join Jake’s trip to Green Lake, I told him I’d rather do something 

harder. (Hey! - Ed.) 

Mike: “OK bro, let’s go hard, f#@&ing hard!” 

So, until Tuesday our plan was to climb Mt. Sefton. 

On Wednesday suggestions included some smaller mountain in the Matukituki Valley or in the 

headwaters of Lake Hawea. 

On Thursday it was some even smaller mountain around Arthur’s Pass. 

On Friday, with a bad weather forecast and lots of recent snow, it was Green Lake again. This time 

it was Mike to object though. “No way! It has to be a mission!” But all our ideas somehow sounded 

unsafe, and in the end we still went to Green Lake. 

 

Mike: “How do you say in Italian ‘to live out in the sticks?’ ” 

Danilo: “We would say ‘to live in a place in the wolves ass’ ” 

 

On Saturday morning we had an early start. Walking the track to Green Lake at night proved to be 

not a problem at all, but things changed once we had taken the turn-off to Rodger Inlet Huts. Get 

there with first daylight, if anything! The track is well marked but not so well maintained; I mean, 

it’s not exactly up to ‘Great Walk’ standard. Actually, I think the only maintenance made by DOC 

during the last few years concerns the sign at the start of the track: the time was changed to six 

hours (was it four before?), probably to keep into account the time you lose to get over and around a 

few fallen trees. When we reached Rodger Inlet, on the shore of Lake Monowai, we missed the first 

one of the two huts. I bet it’s hidden under a windfall. We eventually got to the second hut, a 

modern complex of two spacious buildings (?) where we had a late breakfast. 

 

We then continued on the track climbing towards the open tops. We soon found a dead possum in 

the middle of the track, and a second one a couple of minutes later. 

 

Mike: “I wonder how he died” 

Danilo: “I think he fell off a tree” 

 

Once above bush line it was easy walking on gentle tussock slopes, very similar to Mt. Luxmore, 

only off track. We soon reached the first top, 1315m of altitude. What a nice view! Well, I think it 

would have been, if only we had had more than ten meters visibility. At least the fog made the route 

finding more interesting. 

 

We continued along the tops to hill 1316; from there we dropped to the West back into the bush, 

and down an obvious and very easy spur. We then crossed a creek at C44 728 703, then sidled 

North along the 400m contour line before dropping to the shore of Lake Monowai. The river 

crossing involved a very steep climb of fifty meters to get out of the gorge on the other side. It was 

almost dark, and we were struggling to find a way up some very steep and lose terrain, using trees 

and roots as handholds. More than once I thought we would have to spend the night there, and I got 

close to panic a couple of times before making it out of the gorge. The last 200 meters down to the 

lake at dusk were good fun. My pack took a six meter flight down a bluff; Mike’s pack followed a 

few seconds later. Then I realised it was still too steep to climb down; I went back, and looked for 
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another way. I was going down mostly on my butt, as I wasn’t able to see where I was putting my 

feet any more. When I got to the bottom of the bluff, I saw Mike hanging with his hands off a root, 

his feet swinging in the void. He really looked like a monkey! 

 

On the shore of Lake Monowai we found a track. If only we had known that! I think a much better 

route would have been to drop down the spur West of hill 1316 all the way to Rough Point, and 

from there follow the track along the lake’s shore. Reaching Boat Harbour was a big relief, and 

even more when we got to the cosy Monowai Hut. I shut the door behind me, and at once it started 

raining. What good timing! 

 

The second day was quite uneventful compared to the first one. It was more bush and windfalls on 

the way to Clark Hut, and then along the Grebe River to Island Lake. At Green Lake Hut we 

warmed up some pita bread for lunch. Yummy! Then, I think I tried to take a close look at a fern. 

Way to close, as it penetrated my left eye, leaving me almost blind. About the views between Green 

Lake and the car park, I’m afraid you’ll have to ask Mike. 

 

On the way back to Dunedin, at the Mobil station in Gore: 

Mike: “Do you have vegetarian pies?” 

The Mobil girl bursts out laughing, then she answers: “Ha, ha, vegetarian pies. No, we don’t, I’m 

sorry” 

Mike: “Well, I guess I have to understand it, we are in Gore after all” 

Mobil girl: “Yes, we are in Gore, and we don’t cater for everybody” 

Mike, after a while: “Danilo, what’ll I eat if they don’t have any vegetarian pies?” 

Mobil girl: “It’s fake meat anyway in those pies, so what do you worry about?” 

 

On the whole, this was a very nice trip. A perfect loop, quite similar to the Kepler, only much more 

fun to walk. It’s on well marked (but not so well maintained) tracks almost all the way, apart from 

the section between the tops above Lake Monowai and Monowai Hut, which is off track. Monowai 

Hut is really awesome, and three more small huts along the way (Rodger Inlet, Clark and Green 

Lake) allow a more comfortable four-day trip. 
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Sandra Shallard – All Woman 

By the Editor 

 

Sandra – pilot extraordinaire 

Sandra – seducer of foreign men 

Sandra – woman who first time using e-

mail sends out a request to the mailing 

list for red fuck-me-boots 

Sandra – great friend and altogether 

lovely person 

 

 

Paul Dowden (said of Sandra):  

“I have no interest in her breast. I’m 

only interested in her cleavage.” 

 

Sandra on the tramp into Aspiring Hut, Bushball: (During a conversation on how clumsiness 

increases during ovulation)  

“Oops, that penis accidentally slid into my vagina.” 

 

Sandra, on the bus out to Paul’s 21st:  

“I perform sexual favours for five dollars” 

 

Sandra:  

“I use my teeth and not my lips… I had a boyfriend who 

didn’t like that.” 

 

Yes, those are clothes pegs 

It was Sandra’s turn on the 

bondage roster at 56 Cargill St. 

Helen and Sandra shake their 

booty on the tables at Bushball 
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OUTC Social Volleyball Report 

By the Editor 

 

Vegard was the driving force behind getting a club social team together. Nothing too serious, just 

playing for enjoyment. The choice V gave us was soccer, basketball and volleyball. Volleyball was 

chosen by consensus, possibly because the other two involved too much running around. Vegard 

chose our name: we were THE TRAMPS!  

 

So every Wednesday we assembled at St Hilda’s gymnasium to do combat and humiliate the other 

teams with our volleyball prowess for the greater glory of the OUTC! Ahem, I mean to knock the 

ball around and have a bit of fun.  

 

The team started out 8 – 10 people, but one night we had 15 or so! Service changed so often 

everyone got a go though. Soon we found our arch nemeses: the vile, cursed InfoSpikers. On sure, 

they may sit in front of computers all day, but they made worthy adversaries for the valiant Tramps. 

 

Our performance varied greatly from week to week, but we got better generally. Team Coach Katie 

gave us tutoring on technique and plenty of encouragement, even if she wasn’t always there…. 
 
Fern, commenting about Katie's absence: 

"Oh, some shagging action, that's a much healthier exercise than playing  

volleyball!" 

 

In semester two, the team ‘condensed’ a bit, with Vegard and Katie leaving, and Warrick coming on 

to be our volleyball sensai, tutoring us in the ways of the dig-set-spike killer return. However, try as 

might, he could break Geoff of his ‘backhand the ball when it comes towards you’ reflex, and his 

sheepish “Heh, sorry” verbal follow through. 

 

Towards the end of the 

season, morale was 

low: we had the 

moves, but we just 

couldn’t put it 

together. It got to the 

last game for the year, 

and we were 

determined to make it 

count: Mag, Sandra, 

Geoff and me versus 

the Physiotherapists. 

On that last game we 

finally gelled as a 

team, worked our 

moves together 

seamlessly, and won! 

Yeah, we’re bad… 

(meaning good). It was 

great ending such a 

high note, and we can’t 

wait for next season!  

 

 

Vegard Bakke 

Jake, Sandra, Jo P, Vegard, Katie and Paul P 
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The Great OUTC Poetry War II 

The Poetical Editor 

 

It started with a kiss, never thought it would 

come to this.....(Marvin Gaye) 

 

Ahem, actually it didn’t start with a kiss but 

with a rather abusive message sent to the 

email list. It should have been anticipated that 

this surprise attack would develop into a full-

scale poetry conflict, rendering asunder the 

fragile peace that had previously prevailed. 

The right to write history is usually granted to 

the victorious but it was difficult to pick the 

winner of this war. Instead I have chosen 

some illustrative excerpts, including expert 

comment in some cases, from the four major 

theatres of the conflict: Limerick, Haiku, 

Sonnet and Doggerel. 

 

The Battle of Limerick 

 

Surprisingly enough it was Steve Catty who 

lit the taper, with a passing reference to 

Limerick War I in his erudite rejoinder, and 

the mere mention of the word ‘limerick’ was 

enough to get Kelvin started: 

 

Steve Catty is seldom unruly, 

And I knew his opinion would come duly, 

He smelled flowers with Kate, 

And Bill got irate, 

at being brown-eyed by Steve and yours truly. 

 

Steve’s reply was awfully sudden: 

In reply to this last little quip 

I cannot but gladly admit  

these deeds unto me 

why I did do (you see) 

to live in the moment a bit. 

 

JW blasted into the fray: 

John and Kelvin kicked off a debate 

regarding OUTC's ultimate fate 

to go and have fun 

and romp in the sun 

or sit round and masturbate 

 

 

I do not really mean to poke fun 

at those who currently run 

the club that we love 

and which we fit like a glove 

but I couldn't think of a word that would scan 

 

Non joined in but its difficult to tell if he was 

fighting at Limerick or Doggerel: 

Two old farts named John and Kelvin, 

Got pissed off by the bureaucrats, 

Spam the email list with the facts, 

To me it's okay, 

But could you do this more often? 

 

There was a young man name Non 

who knows not shit about poem 

He just gave it a shot 

He didn't mean to offend 

An old fart who he'd pissed on 

 

Paul P weighed into the conflict with 6 

stanzas of high calibre artillery: 

There once was a Paul, (quite a poet) 

BA in English, might just throw it, 

He saw all the bitchin', 

And his scalp started itchin' 

If they want his hand, then he'll show it. 

 

He had hoped that he might not be here 

That 2000 was his last year 

While that may be so 

He does not want to go 

There is far less scope in Korea. 

 

Kelvin cajoled and much flattered 

A return to the ideals that mattered 

A tad out of touch 

Does it matter that much? 

Apsara, Thursday night, lets get shattered 

 

What is the point you might ask, 

I'll tell you, I'm up to the task, 

I'm disorganised as fuck 

21 soon, I'll drive the truck 

Lets find sun in which we can bask. 



 151 

Kelvin, as some have forgot 

Likes to have fun rather a lot 

To nominate me 

For the presidency 

Might well be his parting shot. 

 

Come to the Annual General Meeting 

Put an end to all of this bleating 

When all's said and done, 

It won't matter who's won 

Let's hope it's hard to find seating. 

 

Expert comment from JW:  

Paul, these constant references to ripping and 

shattering bother me. You appear to have 

serious alcohol abuse issues. It's exactly this 

sort of irresponsible, hoonish, juvenile, 

infantile, un-politically correct behaviour that 

I would like to see the club have an official 

position on.  It should be written into the 

constitution that this kind of behaviour will be 

emphatically supported and, indeed, shall 

form a cornerstone of our raison d'etre. 

 

And then Jake replied with a telling blow: 

There once was a climber named Paul, 

The cheapest drunk of them all 

2 beers he can drink, 

Much less than you'd think, 

And out of Apsara he'll crawl. 

 

Hmmm, is this warfare or propaganda from 

Jake? (Just call me Goebels – Ed.) 

There once was a photo comp'tition 

For trampers of that inclination 

All members with pickies 

Could win really quickly 

By entering without hesitation 

 

There are lots of prizes to snaffle 

Skill is req'd, 'tis not a raffle 

Peruse your collection 

From times you've been tramping 

And pick shots that shock, thrill and baffle  

 

Rebekah, river and water are related, but do 

they really rhyme? 

Here is a wee lass named Rebekah 

She's sampling the Great Taieri River 

The field work is fun 

You can lay in the sun 

Or watch while she samples the water 

 

Uh oh, Paul P strikes below the belt, battle 

over.... 

On binge drinking I can make no claim, 

My prowess my girlfriend thinks lame, 

No tequila lemon sucking 

I'd rather be fu... 

and that makes my drinking look tame. 

 

The Haiku Archipelago 

 

JW  initiated the fray: 

Bitter winter wind 

gives me thoughts of fresh, deep snow 

Fox Peak! Maybe soon... 

 

And was the main combatant: 

Vomit of a Prince 

splattered on the walls, dribbles 

only two?  How cheap... 

 

Spelling! Bane of all 

But counting is the winter 

of business ego 

 

meeting of like minds 

in spirit of good humour 

summer fun beckons 

 

But eventually he suffered a fatal self-

inflicted wound! 

Stupid smartarse dick 

follows not simple rules, but 

shows how not to write 

 

Jake surrendered meekly: 

Tramping editor 

disclaims art for science, yet 

can't spell 'physicist' 

 

Tom attacked under cover of darkness: 

Moved too damn slowly 

All alone in the scrubland 

Benighted again. 

 

The banshee has me 

John said "Light is right." So why 

did I bring the coffee machine? 

 

Sweet caffeine roars 

Through my veins at 1:00am 

The mission beckons. 
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But Paul P seemed to be enjoying himself: 

yes! Fun is special 

and I propose more of it 

Naked, bring sunshine 

 

Sole Sombre Sonnet 

 

Paul P issued the challenge... 

how about an OUTC sonnet war, 14 lines, 

volta at line nine, doesn't have to rhyme if you 

don't want it to, EN GUARD!  

 

Refining the rules later: A volta is a turn as in 

‘Shakespeare turning in his grave’. Its all a 

load of bollocks but generally a change in 

mood or in outlook at around the ninth line, 

possibly incorporating the mood shattering 

word, ‘But’ ... 

 

However only Kelvin entered the arena: 

Waiatoto, valley of mist, 

after this, you'll get the gist. 

Mr Pascoe says "Mettle and Courage" 

"distance and danger does discourage" 

Frazer, Muzz and I, our journey began, 

dropped off by the jet-boat man,  

trudged up valley for three days, 

all we saw was that bloody haze. 

But, after Easter on the Upper Volta, 

We rode the glacier with little halter, 

thirty metres of "gipsy rope", 

slings for harness, we didn't mope 

about although I was pretty witless. 

Snow on slabs it scared me shitless. 

 

The Heights of Doggerel 

 

Some of the most desperate fighting occurred 

here... 

 

Non was a master campaigner, eg: 

There was once a prince named Paul of 

Gillispie land, 

He liked to cilmb mountains, 

He liked to ski, 

But he was a snob lazy fart, 

Choppered onto the glorious snow fields, 

To ski and to climb, 

I don't think that's fair, 

What the hell is wrong with your legs. 

 

Egil Xrjan Thorsen wrote: 

Could some one please unsubscribe me from 

all this crap mail list!!!! 

 

But was no match for JW’s: 

Fuck off, dickhead. 

 

However Paul P’s feint was more eloquent: 

While OUTC is the closest I have come to 

being published I feel compelled to comment 

on the brevity of your poem. The plea 'please' 

in the first line typifies this work and creates 

an atmosphere of total desperation, 

completely heartfelt, though cliched, but so 

genuine. Coupled with the 'crap' it creates the 

poet's mood instantly for the reader; don't 

give that up. Egil, the single line imperative 

work has never really taken off and while no-

one can doubt your passion and personal 

involvement with the work, it lacks several 

things: 1. another 13 lines, it's almost like you 

gave up without even trying. 2. Yes, it's free 

verse but the freedom comes from a 

detachment from the rest of the work, which 

frankly, just isn't there. However I am pleased 

that there has been some acknowledgement 

from the Scandinavian quarter (come on you 

Americans, allude to some Frost or 

something) and so I'll give you  C- 50% for 

trying. Don't be disheartened, I encourage 

you to keep trying and soon your poetry will 

be flowing as easily as I can bullshit. 

 

Shelley B also stumbled into the firing line: 

The 'tramping establishment' must have A 

LOT of time on their hands.  Go figure, you 

know I love you guys, but this is too much! 

 

Paul P was quick to fire off a volley: 

Shelley, I have to say great effort but what did 

you really want to say? Bold capitals, love, 

beautiful sentiments... There's some angst or 

something there come on let it flow, keep 

trying now and come to my party 

 

Expert comment by JW 

See, this guy has a sense of humour!  It's a 

pity he's a cheap drunk, a pretentious arty-

farty actor, and has a target on his head most 

days, but then again, who's perfect? 

 

Paul P showed how to make the single line 

imperative REALLY work for you, and even 

provided interpretation: 
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FUCK OFF WHINGERS! 

 

FUCK: a sexual act, potentially involving 

domination, by one or both partners, but the 

meaning of which has evolved into just plain 

aggression as in 'fuck you', however be aware 

this does not imply that I wish to partake in a 

sexual act with yourself in which I am the 

dominant partner, not even that I wish to take 

part in a sexual act involving intimacy, 

healing, caring and sharing, and perhaps 

foreplay, but more along the lines of 

masturbation as in 'go fuck yourself', the 

meaning I have constructed here is 

specifically non-sexual and tends towards 

traditional mores, as in 'I wish you to go 

away'  

 

OFF: refers to getting off the email list, 

instructions for which Vegard has sent to the 

list, multiple times, at least a dozen times this 

year, and for which you are perfectly capable 

of utilising as your own free will. Personally I 

am unable to help here because I normally 

delete this message because I wish to remain 

on the list.  

 

WHINGERS: I too am expecting highly 

important email, but seeing as the lovely 

people at Touchdown Communications want 

to torture me for a bit longer, then I'll read 

some poetry, obviously important emails 

would never come from the OUTC list so why 

subscribe in the first place, this list is for crap 

things like crap limericks, good limericks, 

political viewpoints and for people like you to 

have a good whinge. However in order of 

importance I delete whingeing first and read 

it last so could all whinging messages be 

titled appropriately please so that I can delete 

them without reading them. 

 

Katrin cheered from the sidelines: 

The AGM took the club to the test, 

Who's the naughtiest, most hopeless or best, 

Untamed prose starting flooding the mail, 

And turned into poetry going down like good 

ale 

this range of skills left me utterly impressed 

 

And after the war, it was left to Steve Catty to 

mourn the dead: 

Oh wherefore art thou Tramping Club 

Emailers?! 

The night drags on, as my red eyes stare at 

the screen. 

Fingers numb from typing, I flick to my email 

to check if I'm still loved 

But Alas! Alak!  The Inbox is empty, the email 

is still. 

The constant flow of emails entitled "crap", 

filling my life with 

mirth and joy 

Stilled 

Stopped 

Lulled 

Kaputzen... 

The naive simple flutter of joy from one or 

two emails a day from friends and family 

Has vanished in the wild storm of titillation 

from the constant pour 

of emails keeping me up on who's a wanker 

and who is not. 

I feel the deep sorrow of loss on each received 

plea for release from this flow of joy 

Sorrow and pity for those who will no longer 

be experiencing this continual flow of 

happiness and enlightenment. 

"When each man dies, a world is lost" 

When each person leaves this utopic list, I feel 

the stab of a lost world, 

An ear fallen deaf, a soul lost to the dull grey 

boredom of a listless world. 

A world which one experiences at four hours 

and twenty four minutes past the black of the 

mid of night. 

Wherefore art thou now, o list, to keep me 

company through this long and treacherous 

wake? 

 

Jeni Martin: I got really mad at Kelvin in the 

shower this morning. 

Flis Williams: Why were you in the shower 

with Kelvin? 
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Photo Competition Winners  
 

Plate 1: 2nd Place Winners  

Neil Charters: "If I concentrate hard enough my boots WILL stay dry"  (top left) 

Danilo Hegg: “Hooker Sealion portrait” (Flora and Fauna)    (top right) 

Vegard Bakke: “Lust” (Strange and Bizarre)      (middle left) 

Kate Roehl: "Dangerous Situation" (People)      (middle right) 

Paul Dowden: “Sinclair Wetlands, Rainbow” (Places)    (bottom) 

 

Plate 2: 1st Place Winners 

Melanie Stephen: Untitled (Strange and Bizarre)     (top) 

Danilo Hegg: “Reflection on the Hump” (People)     (bottom) 

 

Plate 3: 1st Place Winners  

Malcolm Rutherford: “Tunnel Beach” (Places)     (top left) 

Malcolm Rutherford: “Harrier's Lunch” (Flora and Fauna)     (top right) 

Paul Dowden: “Yellow Toadstools” (Flora and Fauna, highly commended) (bottom left) 

Steve Catty: “Avalanche” (Action)       (bottom right) 

 

Plate 4: 3rd Place Winners 

Shelley Joyce: “Fuck” (Strange and Bizarre)      (top left) 

Kate Roehl: "Flexible neck and friends on the big ice (Flora and Fauna)   (middle left) 

Danilo Hegg: “Uta” (Action)        (top right) 

Paul Dowden: “Julie Feasting on Cookies” (People)     (bottom left) 

Steve Catty: Untitled (Places)        (bottom right) 

 

 

Plate 5: Black and White Category Winners 

Colin Tan: “Winter at Shotover” (Black and White)     (top) 

2nd - Kate Roehl: “Routeburn Track” (Black and White)    (bottom left) 

3rd - Shomi Yoon: “Melanie climbing the mast” (Black and White)   (bottom right) 

 

Slides (Not Shown) 

1st - Kate Roehl: “Sunrise/sunset”  

2nd - Paul Prince: “Kea”  

3rd - Craig Pelvin: “Sunset Boats”  

 

 

Special thanks to our sponsors for prizes and judging: 
 

Mark - Positive Pics  Slides, Black and White 

Luke -  Kathmandu   Strange and Bizarre, Places 

Jodi -  Bivouac Outdoor  People, Action  

Denise - Spectrum Photos  Flora and Fauna  
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OUTC Annual Awards 

Presented at Annual Dinner at Apsara September 28th 

 

Bad Driving Award    – Al Matthews for crashing the Rhodes Van at Paradise 

 

Helicopter Award I    – Hugh Webb and Steve France for their retrieval from Mt Aspiring 

 

Golden Shovel for Spader of the Year - Vanessa Green, for her Bushball efforts 

 

River Crossing Award – Jo and Angelika for Mt Brewster 

 

LTSA Hoon of the Year – Stephen France for driving everywhere at 140kph. in a van with a 

speed limiter. 

 

Goldilocks Award for Piss Tank of the Year – Paul Prince: 3 beers and he’s gone 

 

Helicopter Award II  – Emerson Yeoman and Steve France for Mt Zeilian 

 

Best Attempt at a Threesome – Dave Parker, Jay Piggott and Vanessa Green at Bushball. 

 

Bad Taste Award – Helen Curran and Andrew Muir for eating the Bushball leftovers 

the next morning 

Runner up – Steve Catty for Leadership 

 

Epic of the Year  - Steve and Hugh for Aspiring 

Runner-up – Non Petpaisit 

 

John Williams Memorial Navigation Prize – Geoff Carden for, when in the Silverpeaks, mistaking 

the west (where the mountains are) from the east (where the sea is). 

 

Monica Lewinsky Award for Scoring the President – Paul Dowden 

 

Most Malignant Gear Freak – Paul Prince, for ordering his sister a $600 ice axe instead of the $400 

one she wanted, because he thought it was cooler. 

 

Romeo and Juliet Award – Vegard and Shelley for Dommett Hut 

Runner up - Paul Prince and Christine Muir for Bushball 

 

Quote of the Year 1st Runner Up - Jo Prince: “I could convert a homosexual” 

2nd Runner Up - Paul Dowden and Jo Prince 

Paul Dowden: “Jo, don’t talk like that; you’ll sound like a whore.” 

Jo Prince: “At least then I’ll get some.” 

Winner – Megan Higgins and Leo Bravo 

Leo: “It’s not coming” 

Megan: “Just relax and I’ll pull it gently for you” 

 

Tramper of the Year  – Danilo Hegg (second year running!) 

Runners up – Judy Ormandy, Non Petpaisit 

 

King and Queen of Bushball – Emerson and Annushka - awarded post-bushball for their fabulous 

efforts.
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Dolomites Fun Park - a note about conservation 

by Danilo Hegg 

 

Once upon a time there was a prince, he fell in love with the princess of the moon. They got 

married, but their happiness didn’t last long: the light of the sun was too strong for the delicate 

eyes of the princess, and she didn’t like it on the earth, while the prince couldn’t live on the moon, 

either. The dwarfs decided to help the prince, and solved the difficult matter: in exchange for 

protection by his father, the king, one night they took all the rays of moonlight and used them to 

adobe the mountains of his kingdom, the Dolomites. The princess of the moon liked it so much, she 

didn’t feel homesick any more, and the couple lived happily together. Since then, those once dark 

mountains have the silver colour of the moon. 

 

This and other legends were inspired by the Dolomites to the inhabitants of the valleys in Trentino, 

the region in the Northeast of Italy, hundreds of years ago. These mountains always commanded 

lots of fear and respect to the inhabitants of their valleys, who didn’t dare climbing them; tracks and 

houses existed at the foot of the hills, but the tops were wild. Thanks to their incredible beauty the 

Dolomites always attracted a number of travelers and of artists.  It’s on the Dolomites that rock-

climbing was invented early in the 19th century, and it’s here that the first grade 6 routes were 

climbed in the 1920s. 

 

With the increasing number of visitors, the first tracks were created and the first huts built on the 

mountains, in order to make it easier for travelers and climbers to visit the area. Easier access and 

more comfort attracted more visitors, until the existing facilities were not enough any more; new 

and larger huts had to be built, and the old ones were made more comfortable, in fact turned into 

hotels. At the same time came the chair lifts and the gondolas, making the access to the mountain 

regions even easier, and attracting even more people. It’s a loop that never ends: more visitors need 

more facilities, and more facilities attract more visitors.  

 

Further West in the Alps, at 3500m of altitude on Monte Rosa, even the 340 bunks of the huts 

Mantova and Gnifetti are not enough since the gondola was built. If you show up without booking 

(a month in advance) they simply tell you to go home.  

 

Today, there is hardly any peak in the Dolomites that can’t be reached in less than three hours from 

a car park. A thick net of tracks leads almost everywhere; they are all so well marked and 

signposted that even a topomap is useless for tramping. And huts (pardon, hotels) are seldom more 

than two hours apart from each other; they all have phone, electricity and beds with blankets and 

duvets. Both a three course meal for dinner and a nice breakfast with bread, butter and jam are 

served to trampers staying overnight, and at lunch most huts turn into real restaurants. 

 

In the end of September Liz and I traversed the massifs Puez-Odle, Sella, Langkofel and 

Rosengarten, in the Western Dolomites. These are the mountains were I first started tramping, 

accompanied by my parents, when I was still a child. Visiting a few of these areas again for the first 

time after more than 15 years, I really had to open my eyes, but after almost three years in New 

Zealand, it was a shock.  

 

It was only between 630 and 830 in the morning that we could enjoy some loneliness on the tracks; 

almost every morning we could see a number of gophers and some groups of chamois running and 

jumping up and down steep slopes at an impossible speed. But later in the day we were surrounded 

everywhere by such a big crowd, it was like being in a town. Lots of people wearing jeans, a pair of 

runners or some really horrible pink or red boots, a small (or no) daypack, and always using a pair 
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of Leki poles. More than once I heard a cell-phone ringing in somebody’s pocket, and the owner 

stopping in the middle of the track and answering “Ja?”. 

 

On the top of Sass Rigais, the first mountain we climbed on our trip, we were joined by over forty 

people. About twenty-five of them were queuing on the narrow summit ridge on the standard route; 

the last ones had to wait almost half an hour. It was even worse on Piz Boë, the highest peak of the 

Sella massif and of our trip. Climbing it from the East, the ‘hard’ (?) route, we didn’t meet anybody. 

But a gondola carries loads of people one and a half hours South of the summit, and on the way 

down we met over 200 people on that short section of track.  

 

At the end of the trip I was exhausted, and still, it really wasn’t a mission. You can hardly have one 

in a place where you can stroll along a track while enjoying the views and without watching your 

feet, where you never have to cross a creek or climb over a windfall, or where you follow handrails 

on a grade 1 route all the way to the top of a peak, over 3000m of altitude. I rather felt like I was in 

a fun park, walking on pedestrian roads from a mountain to the next one, then having fun on the 

solid rock of the tops in the hot sunshine. 

 

Carrying a heavy pack up the steep scree slope to Demetz Hut in the heat of the afternoon, with the 

cabins of a gondola going fast over my head, was a demotivating experience. Still, there is no way I 

would give my money to those people who have done so much damage to the environment.  

 

Yes, the famous gondolas of the Alps! More than once I’ve heard Kiwi climbers laughing at them, 

then they fly to Pioneer Hut or to Tasman Saddle to climb the Minarets or lie de Beaumont. As if 

a helicopter was any different from a gondola. Of course, the pylons and the cables of a lift are a 

permanent damage to the beauty of the landscape. But choppers and planes consume heaps of fuel, 

and they are among the most polluting means of transportation. Not to mention the noise. Gondolas 

at least are silent, and they don’t scare the hell out of the wildlife. 

 

And still, gondolas indeed cause big damage to the environment. They carry a huge amount of 

people into high altitude areas, into an environment that is very delicate and that can’t cope with 

such a big pressure. Big crowds, noise, excrement and rubbish everywhere are only the most 

obvious consequences of a gondola. 

 

Crowd, altered landscapes and lack of wilderness are not the only negative aspects of a trip in the 

Dolomites. The people living there got used to the large number of tourists, and the money that the 

tourists bring spoilt them. And their behaviour towards visitors is really not the one you would 

expect. We tried to make our trip as cheap as possible by carrying all the food in our packs, and 

using the huts only to sleep. That was still 30NZ$ per person per night.  

 

The second day we walked twelve and a half hours, and reached Kostner Hut at 730 in the evening. 

The hut warden got angry with me because I didn’t phone and book in advance, and he had only 

one bunk left (In the Dolomites, booking the huts is not compulsory like on the Milford or the 

Routeburn). He was even unhappier when I told him we only wanted to stay overnight, without 

buying any food – “If they were all like you, I could close the hut”, he answered. It was dark 

already and the temperature was close to zero degrees, but of course we weren’t allowed to cook 

our food inside the hut. We put all our clothing on, and did it outside. When we paid, he tried to 

charge us 3NZ$ per person extra because we had used the tables outside the hut. Of course, they are 

not included in the 30NZ$ to stay overnight! 

 

At another hut where we stopped by during the day, high above bush line at 2600m of altitude, Liz 

wanted to use the toilet. The hut warden sent her away – “It’s only for guests of the hut!” Of course, 

who cares if trampers crap on the rocks or on the track, as long as they don’t do it in the toilet of the 

hut! I really felt like there is no space left for trampers in the huts in the Dolomites. If you have 

plenty of money and you intend to spend it there you are welcome, otherwise they don’t want you. 
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Many things I wrote might sound scary to a Kiwi. And still, the Dolomites are really worth visiting, 

because the landscape is unique, and the climbing is superb. But also to see all those things you 

would never like to see in your wilderness areas. 

 

I spent in New Zealand almost three years on the whole, and I’ve seen a few things changing there, 

too. The new Colin Todd Hut first (1997), a bigger shelter on McKinnon Pass (between 1997 and 

1999), the new Pyke Lodge (1998), the new hut on French Ridge and the one next to the Percy Burn 

Viaduct (1999), the ‘pedestrian highway’ to Lake Alabaster (2000), the new track and hut on the 

Hump and the new shelter on Harris Saddle (soon?!), plus the general increase of scenic flights over 

the national parks, and the proposals of a hotel at Mueller Hut, helicopter access to the Darrans, 

heli-hiking on Sheerdown and a gondola on the Caples, and sorry if I forgot a few more…  

 

They are all small things if you look at them singularly, but all together they are a real invasion of 

the New Zealand wilderness. All these facilities attract more people into more wild areas, until the 

same facilities aren’t enough any more, and the pressure on the most popular areas is too big, and 

then more facilities will be required and more wild areas will be made accessible for tourists. And 

in the end, it’s only a matter of time until Fiordland and Mount Cook become fun parks, exactly like 

the Dolomites or Monte Rosa.  

 

…Unless you do something, NOW, to stop the invasion of your wilderness. Before it’s too late. 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, and on a lighter note, OUTCers Emerson Yeoman and Hamish Noonan took part in the 

OUSA Annual Air Guitar Competition. Emerson was Billy Idol, lip-synching to ‘White Wedding’, 

and Hamish was John Denver, doing ‘Thank God I’m a Country Boy’.  

Em came third, losing crucial points on the ‘fuckability’ category. I couldn’t possibly comment on 

this, but note that Em was wearing my leather trousers that he’d borrowed for the occasion. –Ed. 

 

  

Hamish Noonan 

‘Raisin’ me a family and working on 

a farm…’ 

Hamish Noonan 

‘It’s a nice day to STAAART 

AGAAAIN!’ 
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Port Craig 6-8 October 

Written by Hamish Noonan 

 

Party Members: Geoff (Northland), Ben (Dunedin), Emily (Otautau), Chamberlain (Alabama), Jens 

(Holland), Maguelone (France), Andrew, Sue (Asia), and Hamish  

 

The trip started in the traditional manner of meeting at clubs and societies at 5:30pm on Friday. The 

excited faces of people, who were looking forward to getting away from the books for the weekend, 

we all piled in to the transit, and we were on our way to Port Craig. (We hoped, after Geoff's award 

at the Annual Dinner for not being able to find the Sea from the Silver Peaks.  Our fears were soon 

put to rest as Emily was telling Geoff what way to go at every road we came across.) 

 

We finally got to the track end and pitched the tent and the fly, the tent was quickly claimed by 

some people whose names will remain unknown.   It was such a nice night looking up at the stars 

and seeing the waves breaking on the shore, you don't get to see that from the inside of a tent. It was 

really nice until I got spot lighted by some shooters, lucky for me I don't look like a Possum 

(unlucky for you guys). 

 

The next morning when most of us were up and having breakfast, some people were still in the tent 

sleeping.  Ben and Geoff decided it was time for them to get up, so they removed a couple of the 

corner pegs letting the poles crash down on the occupants. This resulted in a few screams and yells 

from the people inside and laughter from all watching.  When they finally appeared from the tent 

we heard the soon to be familiar call of "Where's my food?" we pointed at the bags on the ground, 

then we heard "Where's my plate?" "Didn't you bring one?" "NO. Geoff you didn't tell me I needed 

a plate." (for your sanity the full content of this one way conversation has been shortened). We 

offered JENS (Holland) the near empty yoghurt container, he decided to take it and have some food 

before we set off.  He can't have had enough as only about one hour later this photo was taken, with 

him having a good mine for some all natural food. 

 

The first challenge laid down by Mother Nature was walking along the boulders, with the surf 

trying to get us wet, to my amusement Geoff and Chamberlain got caught by a wave. As I ran past 

laughing I tripped on a big rock and went flat on my face, but I didn't get wet.  Emily decided this 

challenge was not enough and set about successfully doing cartwheels with her pack on.  Lunch was 

at a beautiful beach where talk of having shellfish for dinner started but never eventuated. The 

second challenge was getting around the coast on those sedimentary rocks, some people still had 

dry shoes but this did not last very long, they got soaked. Hahahaha. 

 

After arriving at Port Craig, Geoff said that he was keen to carry along to the viaducts so the packs 

were left and an all out assault was made to try and do a return trip to the Percy Burn Viaduct. This 

was done easily allowing for some people to be able to pose for photos and to play some games on 

the track on the way back. Including running ahead and waiting for unsuspecting people who were 

walking along the track, and jumping down to the track screaming like a group of mad natives and 

jumping in puddles trying to soak the person beside you. As you can imagine I would not do 

something so immature.  When we returned to Port Craig we found that some of the people who 

decided that the viaducts weren't worth the effort had made dinner.  But I still had time to go for a 

swim in the dark which was promptly ended by a seal popping it's head up beside me. The meal was 

entertaining with me mainly getting myself in to more trouble with my big mouth and my great 

ability to cut a cheesecake. 

 

The next morning we headed back towards the transit along an interesting track, not along the coast 

now but through the native bush and mid shin deep mud. DoC very thoughtfully had markers on the 

track saying how far it was to the beach, thus by these markers you could also work out how fast 



 162 

you were walking. When we arrived at the lunch stop Geoff, Ben and I went for a swim. Problem 

was when I got changed afterwards the sandflies did not respect my personal space and sunk there 

mouths into places I did not appreciate. E.g. my feet. 

 

After a nice relaxing walk back through the bush and along the coast we made it back to the transit.  

Only then did I realise that I would have to go back to Dunedin (where it had been raining all 

weekend, unlike us basking in the sun) but there is always next weekend. 

 

 
Hamish Noonan 

Port Craig Crew: Andrew, Jens, Mag, Chamberlain, Emily, Hamish, Ben and Geoff 

 

 
 

Shelley B: “What kind of people are we pitching to?” 

Jake: “Young, attractive and foreign.” 
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Big Daddy - an OUTC legend 

By Kelvin Lloyd 

 

I guess there will be a few people in the club who remember Mrs Cotton’s little boy? Yep, Damian 

‘Big Daddy’ Cotton, the former OUTC gear officer, that’s who I’m talking about. While its true that 

his laid-back gear room style irked a few people, personally speaking I found him always helpful 

with the gear. That’s just Big Daddy’s way, y’hear? And the best answer I can give to those that 

didn’t appreciate Big Daddy fully is a quote from the man himself: “I don’t give a shit!” 

 

Big Daddy doesn’t blow his trumpet much, in fact Muzz nailed it right on the head when he said 

“Big Daddy just doesn’t have an ego.” And that’s a pretty rare kind of human. It actually took me 

awhile before I began to see the champion qualities that lie beneath the rugged surface of the man. I 

think the first trip I did with Big Daddy was a difficult winter ascent of South Face of Mt Cargill 

(see Antics 98). I’d have to say he’d had a few beers that night and maybe that’s why we lost touch 

with him on the east ridge, and y’know, he was the last person to see that letterbox alive, but I know 

he would have tried his best to save it. 

 

The following year Frazer and I decided we should really introduce Big Daddy to the Olivines, and 

I can still picture him standing, arms raised in triumph, above a hideous bluff that he’d somehow 

worked his way up on the approaches to Arawhata Saddle. Not to mention his discovery of the 

“Cotton Ramp” in the upper Arawhata. Then there was that nasty Lochnagar business, the defining 

moment being when up on the ridge Big Daddy strode to the front and ploughed a path across a 

waist-deep snowfield, when the rest of us were ready to just give up and lie down and die. Yeah and 

I remember the trouble I had pushing my bike across the raging Shotover a bit later on that trip, well 

needless to say Big Daddy had few difficulties, but I reckon that little story is best told by Frazer: 

 

“My favourite story to tell about Big Daddy is that river crossing incident on the Lochnagar 

mission, he and I stood on the bank watching you and Rodney battle across the flood enriched beast 

and scramble up the other side. Big Daddy then turned to me with a “its a dirty job but someone’s 

got to do it” look in his eye, and proceeded to toss his bike and gear and aquanaut onto his 

shoulder with one arm and walk calmly into the dirty turbid river that lay before us (leaving me 

helpless). At about the halfway point, he paused as the racing water lapped around his waist. He 

turned his head and let his eyes follow the trace of the river up to its flooded headwaters far away 

and in a dry, unflappable tone he murmured, “fuck this” and proceeded to bulldoze his way to the 

other bank. I was left gaping at his feats and facing probable death in my own battle with the wild 

river....” 

 

That “its a dirty job but someone’s gotta do it” spirit just exemplifies Big Daddy’s behaviour, its 

him down to a tee. Just ask Muzz and Frazer how helpful Big Daddy was when it came to cleaning 

out their old flat in High Street. Insisted on doing it all himself, he did, wouldn’t let the boys so 

much as lift a dust-pan, all they could do was lie back in the sun and watch Big Daddy slave away. 

It was like that down on Stewart Island on the last night at Harry West Bay. I’d had a bit of fright, 

out on the water from that bloody trumpeter that did its best to sink me, and I asked the boys if 

anyone would like to give me a hand gutting the fish. Well, the rest of the boys just looked away, 

but Big Daddy, he turns around and says to me “Well, I don’t really want to but I will.” Folks, its a 

dying breed, that kind of person. 

 

The Stewart Island trip may actually have been the pinnacle of Big Daddy’s youthful exploits, for a 

recent report from Muzz suggests that he’s just been getting himself involved with the wrong kind 

of people up there in Christchurch: 
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“Big Daddy bubble blowing bad boy, last heard of mixing himself in a deadly cocktail of drugs, 

women, alcohol and diving... it will all come to no good in the end him and his fast livin’...” 

 

I mean you know Big Daddy, he never was judgmental, and those wicked folk up there are just 

plain takin’ advantage of him! But it’s all just a part of growin’ up I guess. Or maybe it was that 30 

ft ground fall he took while rock climbing. They reckon he just groaned then rose unhurt, keen as 

mustard to give it another go, but you never know with all these weird kinds of syndromes running 

about the place, poor ol’ Big Daddy he might just be unwell, y’hear? But I tell ya, BIG DADDY 

WILL RETURN, TWICE AS STRONG AND TWICE AS FAST! 

 

Anyways, I’m getting a bit ahead of myself here, and I know Big Daddy would prefer it if I told the 

story straight, so that’s what I’ll try to do from here on in. 

 

Yeah, the Stewart Island mission, well, you had to be there really, on that day coming back from 

Broad Bay. We’d had a hell of a battle in the aquanauts against the wind, and the last bit back to 

Shipbuilders was dead into the gale, and we were creeping around the coast pretty much buggered, 

trying to exploit what meagre shelter we could. I heard this roaring, surging sound out in the bay, 

and turned around fearing a waterspout or something, but there was Big Daddy, right out in the 

middle, back ramrod straight as he powered through the waves, charging back to base a good half 

hour before the rest of us, even though it was only a couple of hundred metres. Talking to him later, 

and he said “I just got sick of pussy-footing along the shore.” Nope, Big Daddy don’t pussy foot 

around! 

 

And coming back up to Smith’s Lookout after the thwarted South Cape bid, well, I’d been leading 

the way through the scrub on the outbound journey, and was getting a bit tired, but I knew we had a 

major weapon left in our arsenal. So we unleashed Big Daddy on the last climb through the scrub, 

and like, y’know when I was makin’ the way I had a kind of duck and weave style to get through 

the thickets? Well that ain’t Big Daddy’s way, like I said he DON’T PUSSYFOOT AROUND our 

Big Daddy! He just took a line and crashed straight through and believe me, a Big Daddy-sized hole 

in the scrub makes travel pretty easy! 

 

Then when we’d cruised up to the north of Port Pegasus, and it was another one of those dirty jobs 

that Big Daddy usually took on for himself. The tides weren’t that great for paua ‘cos it was damn 

near dark before the water got low enough, but Big Daddy, he was out there a-huntin’ paua. I tell 

ya, the sandflies were bad that evening, but did that worry Big Daddy? Nope, he just persevered, 

stripped off to the waist so he could plunge into the 4-foot deep water - but he made sure he got the 

boys a feed of spicy hot paua. And up on Lees Knob, man Big Daddy was just Obelix incarnate as 

he hoisted that boulder and flung it into the scrub!  

 

Now, when we called in to the Cotton family household in Gore on our way back, well, you could 

tell Big Daddy was the pride of the family. His old man brought out a big barbecue and his mum 

found all Big Daddy’s favourite kinds of food and cooked them up for us right there and then. And 

seeing all that good Southland tucker I got some insight into why Big Daddy has turned out to be 

the gentle giant that he is. 

 

One other feature of Big Daddy is a kind of behaviour that some people have unkindly referred to as 

“scamming”. Now, I get a bit upset when I hear people talking like that, ‘cos Big Daddy, his 

motives are pure as the driven snow, and he can’t help it if people fall over themselves to help him 

out. Like the lady in the ferry office said, he’s just got that honest kind of face and it brings warmth 

to the most suspicious kinds of people. Now, at Bluff when Big Daddy was the last person to board 

the ferry and no one took his boarding pass off him, is that Big Daddy’s fault? I don’t think so. And 

when we came back, and we told him that we’d stowed his gear on the ferry, well, Big Daddy didn’t 

know that we’d kept his boarding pass out, did he? He always trusts his friends! And the ticket lady 

was only too pleased to have the opportunity to talk things over with Big Daddy, and give him 
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another boarding pass. And that’s just the kinds of things that happen to Big Daddy, and I reckon in 

this particular case its just that the people of Stewart Island got to know and love Big Daddy, and 

they want to see him again. That’s why they gave him that free return ferry trip. 

 

Another time Big Daddy came across this nice shoe in the forest, a pretty good kind of a sneaker it 

was, and although there was only one of them. Big Daddy picked it up, ‘cos he don’t like seeing 

things go to waste, and he figured he might be able to find the person who lost it off the back of 

their pack, and give the sneaker back to them. Now, an hour or so later there was another one of 

these sneakers lying beside the track, and Big Daddy was awfully pleased, as he thought of how 

happy the rightful owner of these sneakers would be when he presented him with his lost pair of 

shoes. But funny thing was, Big Daddy couldn’t find the owner of that pair of sneakers, and he 

thought the proper thing to do would be to look after the shoes in case he found that owner one day. 

It was pure coincidence that the sneakers fitted Big Daddy’s feet, and the reason why he put them 

on, well that was so they wouldn’t be lost from the back of his pack of course! And Big Daddy’s 

still looking for that owner, in fact he took the sneakers up Malte Brun just in case the dude was up 

there, and that brings me onto another story, but I think the best thing to do is let Frazer tell it in his 

own words, as he was there and I wasn’t: 

 

“Hey yeah, it’s a goodie.....climbing Malte in sneakers 

is actually a wise thing to do eh and not that unheard 

of, but normally one would take some reasonably rigid 

boots for the descent off the summit ice cap as there is a 

short steep section just before getting to the rock of the 

west ridge which calls for some mild frontpointing (we 

ascended the northwest face via Tom Fyfes route and 

came down the west ridge).  However at times it is 

difficult to justify carrying a pair of boots all the way up 

a mountain for the sake of a 10m section especially 

when one has faith in not only their ability but also in 

the pair of sneakers which they ‘found’.  So when it 

came to this point, Big Daddy slapped his poons onto 

the sneakers and surged down, driving the pick of his 

axe into the snow to the shaft, causing the mixing of 

flesh and snow for his ungloved hand.  And with his 

other gloveless hand he steadied himself on the previous 

foothold above.  Now I went down first so as to kick the 

steeps and upon reaching the rock my scantily gloved 

hands had lost all feeling, Big Daddy said that his 

hands were ‘a little cold’.  Further along the west ridge 

you meet the famous cheval, a spectacularly narrow 

section of the ridge which is like a knife edge, dropping 

almost vertically away 1500 ft on one side down to the 

Beetham and 1000 ft on the other the Malte glacier. As I 

side straddled my way across, leg on either side, I 

turned to see Big Daddy walking along it like a tight-

rope walker, arm held out wide, concentration in his 

eyes and a wild smirk on his face…” 

 

Well, that kinda brings me to the end of this little item, and I hope that by telling it all you reader 

folks have learned to appreciate Big Daddy’s special qualities the way I do. And folks, this little 

club of ours has spawned many great legends in its time, but I’m confident that the legend of Big 

Daddy will always shine brightly among them. Thank you for listening. 

Kelvin Lloyd 

Damian ‘Big Daddy’ Cotton 
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 Five Go Dry on Mount Cargill 

by Dick 

 

It was all Dick's idea but how was he to know that there were no strategic water fountains on the 

way?  For many years Dick had been thinking of doing the Graham Bush - Organ Pipes - Bethunes 

circuit but had been foiled by the simple geometry of the thing:  It isn't actually a circuit.  [Note 

that, for some reason as Dick wrote the previous word, which has been use twice now, it kept 

popping into his head in Danilospeak - if you don't find this distracting try it]. In fact it's much more 

a Line than a Loop. The Graham Bush Walk starts at the back end of Sawyers Bay (which a lot of 

locals would think of as a larger "back-end" in itself) and wends its way up to the Old Mount 

Cargill Highway, directly opposite the beginning of the Organ Pipes walkway.  Everybody should 

be familiar with the route from there to Bethunes Gully car park.  So the obvious problem is how to 

get from one end to the other, doing only the nice bits?  

 

One way would be to walk the whole loop however the tracks are so nice (being part of the great 

Eighties Walkways project) that it would be yucky and self defeating to do the extra twenty 

kilometers of road (and too long).  One could could also bike it, and leave one's bike at Sawyers 

Bay in the doubtful hope that no nasty mongrel would nick it.  Or one could do the whole swappy 

cars'n'keys thing, but that too is sometimes a hassle, and boring.  The deal was this: Dick had been 

waiting for a cool way to walk this route with no mucking around. But how? What new fangled 21 

Century technique was required? 22 October 2000 and finally a technology was available such that 

one could walk along a line without having to worry about transport to the far (starting) end of it.  

No, not Teleportation, not Jet Packs, nor hitching a lift from Buck Rogers:  The Steam Train!  Three 

cheers for James Watt! There was a steam train operating between Dunedin and Sawyers Bay that 

fine Sunday morning, incidentally Julian's Birthday.  

 

Without too much planning Dick set off with Julian, Anne, George, and of course Timmy the dog, 

after packing a simple luncheon of Cold Ham, Cold Smoked Beef, Boiled Eggs, Olives, Edam, 

Camembert, Lettuce, Tomatoes, Cracked Pepper Pâté, Fresh Wholemeal Bread, Baguette, Naan 

Bread, Custard Squares, Jet Planes, Felton Road Sauvignon Blanc, Just Juice, and about 450ml 

water. They had to run fast down the platform to buy tickets just on 10:15, when the train was due 

to leave, then run faster back up the platform to board, the sounds of the Station master's gruff voice 

Dick, George, 

Anne and 

Timmy having 

an absolutely 

wizard time on 

the train 

Photo by 

Julian 
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ringing in their ears "'Ere, 'urry up there lads and miss, ooh I do beg yurr pardon, best be makin' that 

misses.  Up you go there missy let me give you a hand".   

 

After an uneventful ride, apart from the wee toe-rag of about 3 declaring "I'm not sitting beside 

him" to his mum about Dick (humph!), we detrained and spent a happy ten minutes watching the 

great behemoth [don'tcha love the train lingo?] swap ends to pull the PLS and his cohort back to 

Dunedin, and arranging to make Judy [oops! that'd be George] a nice pendant from a five cent 

[oops! that'd be pence] piece.  Actually Dick only got Julian and Timmy involved under the pretext 

of derailing the Steam Engine - hard to believe a Physicist and an Engineer fell for that one! Still it's 

a fine piece of work, George had never seen it's equal! 

 

Right. They were off!  They quickly walked through the happy little town of Sawyers Bay  (which 

really is much nicer than Dick'd thought and undeserving of the abuse above) stopping only to haul 

on Timmy's lead when he tried to chase a couple of the local wildlife "Woof woof!" said Timmy. 

Once through the farmland and over the stile they found themselves in some quite attractive coastal 

Otago bush: kanuka, rimu, broad leaf, lots of ferns in the gullies.  And being a Walkways track, 

beautifully constructed bridges over each little creek they came to. Halfway up they struck the only 

bad note of the day.  George was carrying a small bottle of water and Julian has a good three pints, 

except he didn't. Oh dear!  Well all they could do was drink the Just Juice and continue on up, and 

up, and up.  It was HOT, especially under the weight of the little picnic, which Dick was at that 

stage taking turn carrying, it was in his travel pack, which is just the right size for Julian's hamper. 

Dick now knows why they're called hampers by the way. 

 

Once they reached the road and collapsed, they had a brief council and decided to press on to the 

Organ Pipes for Luncheon.  Finally they arrived around 1pm. Time to break out the Felton Road!  

After eating themselves into comas George politely reminded all that they had kind of promised she 

would be in the library by 2pm. While there was a little surprise at this bookishness coming from 

George, seemed more like Anne really, a promise is a promise and being gentlemen and ladies we 

set off.  Dick ran (waddled) ahead with George because her car conveniently had been left at 

Bethunes. She dropped him at his car and he went back, via Uncle Quentin's house to collect 3 litres 

of water and ice, and spent until around six sitting on the grass, moving slowly north-east to stay in 

the sun, until Anne - showing an acute sense of logic that stunned both Dick and Julian - suggested 

Moving All The Way to the Other Side of the park in One Move.  Well Done Anne! "Woof, woof!" 

said Timmy. 

Anne, Julian, 

George and 

Timmy, 

completely 

famished, 

prepare to 

tuck into a 

scrumptious 

picnic. I say 

young man, 

that isn’t 

ginger beer! 

Photo by 

Dick 
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Labour Weekend Ski-touring 

By Paul Prince 

Paul Prince, Matthias Futschik 

 

Help, come on, someone answer the email. Yes, Labour Weekend is looming fast and having two 

weeks before my next exam I need to take some time out. John the bastard has gone to climb 

Aspiring, and I am here alone. But wait what’s this, MountainFilm Festival, hooroo! 40 different 

mountain films, I’m there. My email mentioned the possibility of a day skiing. Matthias interpreted 

this as skiing with maybe the odd movie.  

 

It is October and the snow will most likely be rubbish no matter what time we get up, so the large 

amounts of beer, and jazz music that we consumed last night will not affect us in the slightest. We 

had also seen some crazy movie about Papuan Highlanders and Christianity, as well as ‘Lost on 

Everest’. Every pub had a jazz band and it seemed that every time I looked around Matt was up, 

talking to the saxophonist, he would come back muttering about ‘Mark 6, Mark 6, this guy has a 

mark six’, with a strong Schwabian accent. Matt spoke always with the Schwabian accent, and 

insisted on starting and ending every sentence addressed to me with ‘Mr President’ and most of the 

time I understood him.  

 

We skinned up to the ridge from the Remarkables skifield and sat looking down the Wye Valley. 

Snow, no doubt corn, lay before us. Fantastic, we snapped on the skis and dropped in, I screamed 

all the way down, the sheer joy of being out amongst it, no lifts no people, just us and this really 

heavy wet snow, awesome. We dropped down and down and ended up on the middle of a frozen 

lake, where we scoffed lunch. The expanse of the Wye before us, but I was keen for up, so I 

convinced Matt (and myself) to skin up the ridge joining on to Single Cone. The sun baking down 

made us wonder if any activity at all was good in this weather. Sitting below Single Cone, I had this 

urge to climb and ski off the summit, which I’ll have to save for next time. We dropped off the 

ridge and zipped through cliff bands and bits of rock, deep, deep crud. Having to lean back so far to 

keep my tips up, a mini slide is set off, freaky and then out around Lake Alta and back down the 

ski-field to the car, wanting so much to do it all again, but not having the energy to move at present. 

The knowledge that the snow would still be there after exams was very exciting.  

 

After that, of course, Queenstown beckoned and so three crazy films were on the cards, ‘Granpa’s 

in Tuff Shed’, ‘Wings over Everest’, ‘The Crystal Ocean’, what a fantastic film, that Mike Single 

what a legend, Antarctica is cool, wow. 

 

Again, a late start, skinning up Coronet Peak, not a lot of snow, but enough to keep us happy, a bit 

of lunch and then dropping into the back bowls, awesome, so deep, it felt like water rushing around 

my knees, fantastic, and suddenly over, and the climb out starts. 

 

Matt’s skins have stopped sticking, But with Leukoplast to the rescue, we are up and out. Down to 

the car for the best, most hard out, worst snow ever but who cares it is Labour Weekend, ski-tip-

lifting, tussock jumping, thigh bashing run and I get to the bottom and I feel so great to be alive that 

I want to scream, so I do. 

 

 

Paul Prince (sitting on a fence in Alex, wearing a sarong): “I’m sitting on the fence. I could swing 

either way.” 

 

Paul Prince: “I climb softcore and shag hardcore. That’s how I prove myself a man.” 
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Mt Fyffe, Seaward Kaikouras October 29th – November 

3rd 

By Jake Roos and Felicity Speight 

 

 

To: felicityspeight@hotmail.com 

From: jroos@physics.otago.ac.nz 

00:39 16/11/00 NZST 

Subject; When e-mail overlaps… 

 

Dear Fliss, 

 

I was just replying to your last email when your new ones came in. I started going on telling you 

about Kaikoura, but I didn't seem able to leave any detail out (lots of cool stuff happened that I 

wanted to tell you about) so I was up to 1400 words and only half done! 

I'll send the other e-mail after this one, and tell you the rest in my next e-mail, since it's getting late 

and I still want to get something to you so you know that I haven't forgotten you!  

Your Women’s Trip story is great: bound to get some backs up, but I won't cut content out. (Errm, 

skinny tramping? It's just fortunate you guys didn't run into the Te Anau Scout Troup then? Or did 

you?!) Nothing makes men more curious than the idea of women talking when they're not around. 

Curiosity can quickly turn to annoyance when we think they're talking about them, and the women 

won't tell. 

Thanks for being so helpful with the formatting info: I'll have it fixed up in a jif. 

 

More soon, I promise.  

Sayonara 

Jake 

 

To: felicityspeight@hotmail.com 

From: jroos@physics.otago.ac.nz 

Time: 00:41 16/11/00 NZST 

Subject: Re: Antics Articles 

 

This e-mail was written before the last one... 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Sending Antics to the printers?!?! Yeah, any day now. Or week.  

True, I am usually ruthlessly efficient with these things, but working fulltime slows one down a bit, 

so don't sweat it Fliss, you've got time and then some. A pain in the butt you are not. 

Also, all the footnotes, quotes and apostrophes won't be problem. 

 

My tramp around Kaikoura/Mt Fyffe? Ok, here goes a condensed version: Me, Thess Nyman 

(Swedish girl, absolutely lovely), Shomi Yoon (works at Rialto, went to Bushball, I think you know 

her) and Leonardo took off on a Sunday, in Dad's old diesel, which I'd borrowed. It looked like 

Shomi couldn't come, as she accidentally committed to work, but she extricated herself by lying to 

her Old Bag boss about attending a funeral in Chch. I like her style! I couldn't get topomap O31 

from the gear room (it was out) and had no joy in Dunners either, and counted on picking it up on 

the way. As we stopped at the lights on the way out of town, Shomi's Boss was right there waiting 

to cross!!! Shomi tried to duck down, but then put a towel over her head instead. As far as I know, 

she didn't notice. Whew! What a tangled web we weave when we first practice to deceive... 
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It was a beautiful sunny hot day, and we stopped at Caroline Bay in Timaru, slid down the banisters 

on the piatza (platform, stairs and fountain thing) played on the swings, cooled our feet in the 

paddling pool and looked at birds in the aviary, in what was a trip down memory lane for me. 

Whitcoulls Timaru didn't have O31 either, but Christchurch had 14 copies, according to the 

computer inventory. The girl assured us it was open 'til 6pm there.  

 

Vrroom across the Canterbury plains and into Chch. Whitcoulls there closed at 5pm, damn that 

misinformed/lying shop assistant! Oh well, we'd get it in Kaikoura. We hunted down a supermarket, 

rebelliously drove into the exit of the carpark and did the trip shopping. The four of us danced back 

to the car, singing 'Don't Call Me Baby' to the radio that was playing in the mall, had greasies for 

tea, sitting out on the grass verge by the road watching the sunset. We drove on to Kaikoura, found 

a backpackers and crashed. (This isn't turning out to be very condensed... oh well.) 

 

Next morning, we went to sign in at DOC, or rather, we went to the visitors centre that doubled as 

DOC and signed in there, though they seemed more interested in booking tourists in for whale 

watching than trampers. They didn't have topomaps either, but the pharmacy apparently did: one 

little snag though, it was Marlborough Anniversary Day and so it was shut! Arrrgggh! Group 

meeting: we had photocopies of the real thing, guide book entries and stuff, and we couldn't really 

get into trouble, so stuff it. We went to the far end where we'd come out (end of the Hapuka valley), 

reassembled Shomi's bike and hid it in the scrub. At the start, at the Kowhai River, we decided to 

have at go at getting to Mt Fyffe hut via Goldmine creek and up Fenceline spur, rather than the 4wd 

track. By this stage, Leo and I, being comics geeks, had Chrisened our group 'The Fantastic Four' 

after the comic book super team, and thankfully Shomi and Thess thought it was cool. 

 

We wandered along the creek to the bottom of the spur, but the terrain was confusing, and tracks 

and markers headed off in all directions, possibly for horse trekking, making it worse. We found the 

bottom of the spur and bush-bashed up a bit, but soon use of brute force seemed a little silly, and we 

decided to head back and do it the easy way. We had lunch back at the car, Square 1, and then 

slogged up the mountain on the well trod 4wd track. It was hot weather for it, but there was no great 

rush. I figured out just how much sitting in front of a computer doing my diss for the last few 

months had effected my fitness - a lot.  

 

On one of the many stops, I sneezed, 

and said I heard closing your eyes when 

you sneezed was a reflex to stop your 

eyes from popping out (well, I had). 

From there we speculated about 

conducting an experiment to find out, 

but then we decided while tramping 

probably wasn't a good time, and 

having access to an intensive care unit 

would be desirable. 

Near the top, we encountered the top of 

Fenceline Spur. Jesus Christ it was 

steep! And narrow. It looked like 

climbing a kilometer high ladder, so we 

weren't too sad we'd missed out.The hut 

was nice, and Thess and me headed 

further up towards the peak sans packs 

to enjoy the view. It was spectacular 

and we could see for miles, but I was 

really tired, so we turned back before it 

got dark. Pineapple cheesecake for 

dessert! 

Thess Nyman 

The Fantastic Four on Mt Fyffe: Jake (Mr Fantastic), 

Leo (The Thing), Shomi (The Human Torch) and Thess 

(The Invisible Woman) 
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The next day was, eventful, to say the least. We got to the top, and then headed along the ridgeline. 

Plan A was to follow the tops to Gables End, scree stomp down to the saddle and down the Kowhai 

river to Kowhai hut, which meant back-tracking the next day. Plan B was to head down a spur 

offtrack to the valley floor so we didn't have to. We could see Kowhai Hut clearly below us. The 

others were keen on Plan B, and I said yes. Oh Fliss, when am I going to stop making these 

bonehead decisions? 

 

Things went well at first, but as we went down, it got steeper and steeper, the scrub got thicker and 

nastier, the visibility turned to shit and it started raining. We passed a small flat area, where we 

caught a glimpse of some wild pigs: a sow and a couple of piglets. Further on from there, the bush 

just got too steep and the bush too thick. We were bluffed-out by deep slotted creeks that closed in 

from either side as we went down, that we couldn't get across. I was starting to get that sinking 

feeling that we'd wandered into harms way, you know, the growing apprehension and well, fear of 

realising you were in trouble with a capital 'T'. We all felt it. Group decision time: back to the flat 

area to reassess. At one point on the climb back, I took a spill head over heels backwards. If anyone 

saw me, they would have freaked, but luckily I got to my feet OK, unnoticed with the makings of a 

good bruise.  

 

Getting back thankfully didn't take too long. It was 4:30. Thess suggested trying to get back to Mt 

Fyffe hut. I said no, and insisted staying put for the night, since we were all tired, it was too far with 

only 3.5 hours light left, my head was feeling muzzy (the start of hypothermia or just paranoia I 

wasn't sure), and we could be comfortable and safe right where we were. 

 

Once we decided to stay put, the rain stopped, the sun came out and we all felt a lot better. We 

warmed up, fetched water and made dinner. For the night Thess, Shomi and Leo squeezed into my 

2-person tent, and I slept by the door, under the fly I had joined on as an awning. It was Halloween 

(spooky) and the others made jokes about me getting dragged off into the night by a giant wild boar, 

and other porcine-related situational humour. Looking out from the under the fly, there was a 

crescent moon and a few stars, which inspired me to sing a bit of 'Undone' by Stellar (Starlight in 

your eye might, cause a meltdown...) that Thess had been humming away to herself for the last few 

days. Luckily we weren't, but it seemed appropriate. 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

To be continued... 

 

Good night Fliss 

Jake 

 

To: jroos@physics.otago.ac.nz 

From:  felicityspeight@hotmail.com 

Subject: Re: Antics articles... 

Date: Thu, 16 Nov 2000 07:57:56 GMT 

 

You have got to send me the next one!!!!  How can you leave me hanging on like this? Oh boy, 

your trip sounded so cool.  I wanted to be there!!  I am sitting here pissing myself laughing at it, cos 

I can just see what it must have been like.  You thinking okay, group decision, but underneath 

questioning your own decision as to whether it was the right one or not. I can just see Leo in his 

accent saying I theenk thees way could bee okayy. Man, what a hoot!!  And Shomi seeing her boss, 

its karma, what goes around, comes around.  Man.  Tell me more buddy.  I want to hear it all!!! 

 

Oh man oh man, I want to be in New Zealand!!! I have started having dreams about being back and 

trying to bluff to all these people that I am back for a holiday when really I am back for keeps. I 

miss New Zealand so much.  Roy gave me that quote about Fiordland and I just thought yup, that’s 
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so what’s it like.  Luckily I have a pretty good imagination and can picture it all in my head, still not 

quite like the real thing huh? 

 

Anyway.  I must away as this place is closing.  But send me the next installment!  Your trip 

sounded fully excellent!!! 

 

Love Fliss 

 

 
To: felicityspeight@hotmail.com 

From: jake_roos@yahoo.co.uk 
Time: Wed, 20 Dec 2000 08:57:08 +0000 (GMT) 

Subject: I'msorryI'msorryI'msorryI'msorry 

 

Oh Fliss, pleasepleasepleaseplease forgive my extreme tardiness in sending you the second 

installment of my Kaikoura mission story. It's no excuse, but things have been mad, etc etc. No, it 

really is no excuse at all (I'm such a jerk) since you're over there all alone, hanging out for e-mail to 

the be reassured that we're all still thinking about you. But I have been! Truly! 

 

Right, now all that begging is out of the way, how are you doing? Must be pretty pumped that Roy 

is what, a week away? I must say, he's pretty excited (for Roy). I think he likes the idea of being 

'Roy to the Rescue' too. (Uh, not that you need rescuing: you know what I mean!) 

 

Okay, now, to resume the Kaikoura story: 

 

The next morning (Wednesday November 1st) I awoke, finding myself not in a wild boar's stomach, 

but in my slightly wet sleeping bag, unmolested and intact. The bottom of the clouds were 

immediately above our heads, and it was grey and a little cold. We got packed up: 

 

Leo had torn his shorts to shreds and Shomi's legs were covered in scratches from bushbashing the 

previous day, so Leo wore his overtrou and I offered Shomi mine, but she declined. We set off up 

into the clouds at about 8am. The going was steep (like 60 degrees steep) and hard work, and didn't 

look familiar from the previous day. Bastard prickly scrub was everywhere, and we sung a few 

choruses of 'No Scrubs' by TLC, to express our feelings. Shomi eventually took my overtrou that 

were huge for her, but made slipping through the bush a lot easier. We worked together seemlessly, 

scouting ahead, checking for the best path and discussing it the whole time. It just went on and on 

though, and despite myself I felt the creeping/sinking feeling sneaking into the corners of my mind. 

But I knew we couldn't go wrong provided we pushed around to our right until we found the ridge 

of the spur, which we could follow to the top. 

The scrub eventually thinned out and we 

found our tracks in the gravel from the 

previous day. The cloud was still there, but it 

was a thin layer, so it was hot and bright for us 

underneath. The gradient flattened out a little, 

and we just trudged and trudged up on the 

loose gravel. At 12:30 we still weren't at the 

top, and with the cloud cover we couldn't be 

certain how close to the top we were, though 

we were close. We stopped for lunch, still 

feeling a little uneasy. Resuming after lunch, 

we hit the top... 10 minutes later. Euphoria! 

Success!  

 

Jake Roos 

Leo reviewing the damage to his shorts post 

bush-bash 
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With our spirits fully back we consulted our pseudo-maps, and decided to carry along the ridge to 

Gables End, go down to the Kowhai Saddle and head down the Hapuka River to Hapuka hut. 

We bounced along after that, along the top of a minor saddle at a bend in the ridge. On either side of 

it were practically vertical scree slopes, shooting down for hundreds of metres. The mind speculated 

morbidly at the kind of mess you’d be in at the bottom if you fell.  

 

The Fantastic Four stopped fairly often, and we had target practice throwing rocks at a boulder 

down the mountainside. There is something fundamentally satisfying about throwing rocks, don't 

ask me why... Every now and then the cloud would peel back and the peaks of the other Seaward 

and Inland Kaikouras would reveal themselves, which was stunning. Eventually we hit Gables End 

and scree-stomped down and down and down, thankfully without mishap. I couldn't imagine getting 

up there in a hurry: it would be three steps forward and two back the whole way.  

 

It took longer than we thought to hit the saddle, and by the time we did, it was grey and nasty again. 

We descended down into the gully that was the start of the Hapuka, which was _extremely_ dodgy 

due to the fact that the whole thing was one gigantic slip. The loose gravel cliffs soon loomed 10 

metres high on either side. There was no vegetation and few markers from all the slippage, and the 

ground we were tramping on was unstable, uneven sprained ankle territory. Stopping briefly, a 

boulder came loose and came down near Leo. "Let's get out of here!" I called, half for dramatic 

effect and half because I meant it. We reached a more stable part with some greenery, but 

clambering over boulders still was the order of the day. We were getting tired, and starting to 

wonder where the damn hut was. A proper, well-maintained track started on the true left bank, 

which made going easier. It threaded through bush and clearings, and sort of reminded me of 

Copland, you know, like around Architect Creek.  

 

Shomi said she was starting to feel nauseous, which set off the exhaustion alarm bells, so we got 

some life-giving Raro down her (I'd learned from John Sheddan's experiences at Fiordland, and it's 

helped me out more than once) and she came right. Finally we emerged from the bush, and on the 

other side of the river was the hut. It was nearly 6pm, and we were pretty shagged, so we couldn't 

have imagined a more welcome sight.  

 

Thess and I were brave enough to go wash in the river, (which was surprisingly warm: not 

bathwater by any stretch, but it wasn't freezing or anything) to get the days grime off. Back in the 

hut, we got the fire going, ate most of the rest of our food (we were getting out the next day) and 

went to bed stuffed with food and stuffed from our big 10 hour day of tramping. Thess wrote in her 

journal, and Leo joked that she was writing something along the lines of: "Dear Diary: I don't think 

I can stand those two clowns Leo 

and Jake much longer. All they 

do is talk about movies, old TV 

shows and comics the whole 

time. If I don't get away from 

them soon, I'll be forced to kill 

them."  

 

The next day was still gray when 

we set out. The track was 

intermittent at first, and we had to 

find our own way down the 

Hapuka, lots of boulder hopping, 

climbing and pathfinding 

required. Most of the time we 

were silent, just concentrating on 

where we going to put our feet 

next. As we went down, the 

Jake Roos 

Shomi, back on top of the Gables (she’s doing that on purpose) 



 174 

Hapuka was (naturally) getting bigger, deeper and more fierce. When we did get a solid track, it led 

us back and forth from bank to bank, and pretty soon we had to do full-on river crossings, joining 

up in pairs where there wasn't space for 4 abreast. The track climbed out of the deepening gorge we 

were heading into, up into some bush, and we encountered a nanny goat and her kid. They ran off in 

fright along the track, but that was where we were headed too, so they kept running ahead of us 

until they finally got the idea to head off into the under growth. Dumb goats... 

 

The track dipped back into the gorge and then lead out into a wide river valley, covered in boulders, 

gravel and other crap, which we had pick our way across anyway we could. At 1pm we reached the 

ford and followed the short road back to the car park, where Shomi's bike was thankfully still 

stashed. It was rain just a little, so we set up my tent as shelter for the other three while they waited, 

had lunch, and then I took off on the bike back to the car. It was about a 15km ride, which took me 

an hour and a bit to do. Shomi's front gear-change was stuffed, so it was stuck in it's highest setting, 

though the rear one was still working. I started out in top gear, but as I went on, I dropped down and 

down until near the end, when it was as low as it could go. Triathelete I'm not! Apart from a brief 5-

minute worry, trying to get the car started, I was back to pick the guys up in under two hours. 

 

Um, so that was that. Some excitement on the way back: trying to find accommodation in Chch that 

night, I was starting to get a little tired and stressed out, so once we did find a place, I realised I'd 

left the keys on the dash in the car and they were locked in!! Oh no! Everything of ours was in 

there! The guys would kill me if a solution wasn’t speedily found! I mentioned it to the dude behind 

the counter at the backpackers, and the weird old guy behind him piped up and asked me what kind 

of car it was. He then rummaged around and produced a key and said to try it. Me and Leo 

wandered back to the car, daring not to hope. I tried it in the door and... it opened!!!! Hooray for 

weird old guy! We speculated that we didn't need to take our old car, we could pick up a BMW or 

something... I lead a charmed life, that's all I can say. 

 

The next day, we split up for a bit, Thess on her 

own, Shomi off to the Japanese Consultate to get 

her passport sorted out, and Leo and me to mooch 

about on our own. We checked out the gardens and 

the Museum, then met up again with the others in 

the square. My interview with General Cable was at 

2pm, so I did a lightning fast change into my shirt 

and tie in the parking garage, and then we hooned 

off down to Riccaton to find the place. I got there 

just on time. While I was in there, the others chilled 

out in the carpark, sunbathing, playing frisbee... 

they told me later that stressed execs were looking 

out the windows enviously at them: they wanted to 

play too! I took a while, but others didn't seem to 

mind, and then we headed back to Dunedin. It was 

an awesome trip, Fliss, one of the best.  

 

Hey, Merry Christmas anyway. I hope you have a 

good holiday, and that you can hang in there, be 

happy, or at least happy enough, make a big pile of 

cash, and come back to NZ soon!  

 

Take care Fliss, 

Love Jake  

© Marvel Comics 1998 
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The Dusky Odyssey 

Written as a group effort (photos by Kelvin Lloyd) 

 

The missioners: Judy Ormandy, Shelley Joyce, Shelley Butt, Vegard Bakke, Anitra Fraser, Steve 

Catty.  (Kelvin Lloyd for the first 3 days) 

 

Having bid Haere Ra to dissitations, med school & exams, (or in Vegard and Shelley’s case just 

taken time off) we escaped Dunedin for sandfly–infested Fiordland on a true epic.  Ten days of 

tramping described by Judy, in one of the great understatements of all time, as requiring “some 

degree of fitness” & previous off-track experience, or in Shelley B’s case, walking around a tree 

with a day pack on your back. 

 

The mission began as all true missions do, with prolonged discussion in Dunedin about food.  

Copious lists of food were written; any food list that starts with 30 cups of rolled oats sounds 

ominous for heavy packs and this was to ring true.  Judy and Shelley J mission through New World, 

cleaning it out of Cabin Bread and buying vast quantities of surprise peas. 

 

We split the enormous pile of food and gear into six large piles and then all tried to crush a pile 

each into our already overflowing packs.  After dragging and heaving the packs into cars we headed 

out of town, happily waving goodbye to civilisation.  The usual relief washed over us as we realised 

we were free of Dunedin and out into people–free, deadline–free country.  Arriving at the Borland 

road and some ungodly time of the morning (after the usual Gore dinner stop), we camped out 

under the beautiful clear night sky, with lakes of the Grebe Valley below reflecting the pale 

moonlight above.  Kelvin is stuck in his tent with Neech & her farts. 

 

The first morning was misty as we stumbled out of bed 

several hours later.  For the first and only time on the 

tramp Steve actually got up to Judy’s command of 

“Steve, MOVE!”  We drove the cars down the steep 

and winding road and stopped at a seemingly 

completely arbitrary spot chosen by Kelvin.  

Apparently this was the start of the “track”.  Kelvin 

had promised us hard-core jungle bashing, man-

swallowing bogs and neck high river crossings.  

Instead we experienced knee-deep bogs, underwear 

wetting river crossings and two days of solid 

bushbashing. It was easy to lose each other and a 

tradition of animal calls was commenced.  (See later in 

story for interpretation).  It rained and we walked and 

stumbled and walked and, in Vegard’s case fell, and 

then we trudged some more until we collapsed in a 

valley. The rain stopped briefly enough for us to set up 

camp in a scenic location (small trees under the fly 

make nice houseplants and rocks in the middle of it 

can provide a nice headrest!).   Dinner was a hurried 

affair under the tent fly but it should be noted that, 

under trying conditions, Shelley J & Judy created a 

caramel dessert which SET.  (Once again, see later in 

story).  We snuggled deep into our bivvy bags, snug as 

bugs in rugs.   The rain beat down steadily.  

Aaaaaahhhhh, sleep.  Not quite, we learn that Steve 

Judy, poised to do another ‘Judy’ 
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snores.  Loudly.  Judy has the pleasure of sleeping between Steve and Vegard.  There is snoring so 

she hits Steve.  Steve wakes up and the snoring continues.  Judy rolls over, hits Vegard and the 

snoring stops. 

 

Woken eighteen hours too early the next morning we proceeded to keep Kelvin waiting for one 

hour as we eventually organised ourselves.  Soaking socks and soggy boots in the cold.  Kelvin 

fought off the hoards of sandflies patiently.  Day 2 and we continue up Florence Stream and gain 

altitude with more bushbashing, after an icy river crossing first thing in the morning. Shelley B 

informs us all of the joy to be had while straddling logs.  We believe you Shelley!  The singing 

begins in earnest.  Important songs include “the Taniwha song” – complete with actions, and “the 

sounds of Vegard”.  Vegard coins a new expression: “doing a Judy” which involves falling over in a 

spectacular way and having to be hauled back onto your feet.  The first of the subalpine lakes is 

reached and the horrors of bush bashing are forgotten.  Spectacular.  Camp is set up in an isolated 

subalpine basin and the weather forecast is promising good weather for the pass tomorrow.  Kelvin 

is becoming obsessed with the “comprehensive vies of the Dusky area” promised by Moir’s which 

he missed on a previous trip to the area.  As we go to bed it is snowing and once again we snuggle 

deeply into our bivvy bags. 

 

Day three we awake to snow and the sounds of everybody’s favourite subalpine parrot.  Judy 

screams “oh no, the kea’s going to get my gear” and is about to race out into the snow in her 

underwear before realising that Kelvin is already up and the gear is safe.  Once again we keep 

Kelvin waiting as we pack up camp.  We were in store for more climbing on the third day.  The 

weather clears as we climb steep slippery slopes and dodge falling rocks dislodged by those above 

us.  We stop for a hurried lunch and head off for the mountains.  Judy demonstrates superior 

leadership skills by showing the way not to go as she makes the tumble of all tumbles – the ultimate 

“Judy” – and throws herself down a rock studded cliff.  Shelley B shows even more superior 

decision making skills and elects not to follow her.   The cliff is named Ormandy’s mistake.  Judy 

then proceeds to take off her pack, and, to add insult to injury, her pack rolls into a lake.  Future 

Florence / Dusky Sounders will know this as Lake Judy. 

 

It was onwards and upwards from there, scaling near vertical rock slabs and oohhing and aahhing 

over snow patches nearby, not realising how much snow we would encounter by the end of the day.  

The scenery was amazing, spectacular and magnificent – I run out of adjectives.  Shelley J & Steve 

have forgotten sunglasses and tie scarves across their eyes as sunglasses.  Shelley B receives a 

Dusky damsels Shelley J, Judy and Anitra 
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quick “how to use an ice-axe in 30 seconds” course from Kelvin.  We climb higher and higher still, 

finally conquering the Merrie Range and reaching the pass, getting our “comprehensive views” of 

the Dusky area.  Numerous photos are taken and we get our first breathtaking views of Dusky 

Sound.  From this zenith we are able to look down on the impressive waters of Lake Roe and the 

route we are to follow.  We say an “emotional” goodbye to the Kelvinator who climbs Tamatea 

before dropping back down to the Florence.  It was time for the seasoned six to go it alone in vast, 

wondrous Fiordland.  We disappear towards Lake Roe.  We wonder if we are hallucinating about 

the lake as it seems to keep getting further away.  Lake Roe Hut/luxury is reached.  We are 

incapable of conversation – “aaahhh”, is all we seem capable of saying before cooking up a huge 

feast.  Things only get better as we light a fire, toast our toes (which resemble an assemblage of 

shrivelled prunes), and sip milo and hot raro.  Steam and odours rise from our soggy socks and poly 

pro in equal quantities.  Shelley B however is smelling like roses, as she discovers her can of 

deodorant has been jammed on and emptied into the inside of her pack!    The kids of the group stay 

up to chat, reminiscent of slumber parties of old.  From this “Baby Shelley” & “Granny Shelley” 

are coined.  Sleep when it comes, is good.  The next morning we prove that the theory it should take 

half the time to pack in a hut compared to a tent fly is complete and utter bollocks. 

 

Leaving the hut we climb some more and pass between two scenic lakes.  Lunch was had perched 

on the side of a hill, now even closer Dusky sound, which is starting to look tantalisingly close.  

Bread crumbs were on the menu as our bread was starting to suffer from pack abuse.  Today was 

the day we learnt a few intimate details (which potentially would have been better unknown) about 

Anitra, Steve and Shelley B. 

 

Anitra:  “There's a hole in my bottom” 

Steve:  “Not in mine, that’s why I talk so much shit”. 

 

Shelley B:  ”The view between my legs is awesome”.    

 

Anitra:  “When I was god . . .” 

 

We suffer a knee crunching descent, 900m over 2km, which involves a degree of down climbing, 

using roots as handholds.  At one stage, a search party went back to find Anitra – who’d paused on 

the track to play her harmonica.  Loch Maree Hut was finally reached, via our first 3-wire bridge, 

which felt distinctly wobbly, especially with tired legs.  The hut was sandfly heaven, the bloody 

wee critters loved the smell of our boots and poly pro!  Steve, Vegard and Shelley B indulged in a 

card playing fest while the rest of us caught some well-deserved sleep.   

 

Day 5 and we’re off to Dusky sound, Judy making a concerted effort to organise Steve and Vegard 

(and failing).  Half a tonne of gear is left at the hut and our packs are much lighter.  A great swim in 

the Seaforth River at lunchtime and 3-wire bridges ad nauseum.  Steve fell off (partially) a 3-wire 

bridge and Vegard and Shelley B fell off the track (completely, ie. they got lost).  By this time our 

cacophony of calls were becoming more developed: 

 

Vegard: 

“Kkiiiaaa!” Yeah, I know I’m last out of the hut again but I’ve finally been able to get my 

contacts in (with the help of my sexy mirror) and I’m catching up fast! 

 

Steve: 

“Veeiigarddd!” “I’m feeling rather intimidated (verging on excited) with all the women 

around me, come rescue me before I do something stupid!” 

“Koooeweee!”  “Yeah, I like making lots of noise and living as a bush man – hear me roar!” 

 

Shelley B: 

“Kooouweee!” “Yes, I am bushwoman, hear me roar.” 
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“Prrrowww” “I’m alive, after falling down a cliff on my eyebrow, thank god almighty, I’m 

alive” 

Judy: 

“Kyuuweei?!”  “OK. It’s about time you guys hauled arse, let’s MOVE!” 

   “Help, I’m lost (again)” 

“Arghh!”  “Ooops, I did another Judy” 

 

Anitra: 

“Koooewee!”  “Oops, I farted again” 

<Silence>  “Yeah I’ve just taken a break to play the harmonica” 

 

Shelley J: 

“Koouwee!”  “ Vegard! Bloody hurry up and come keep me warm in this drippy forest” 

“Yes, Vee and I are coming – we just stopped for a break” (quickie, 

skinnydip) 

 

Dusky Sound is reached after a neck deep channel crossing to avoid one and a half hours of walking 

along the “high tide track”.  We are at the hut long enough to say a quick hi to a fellow tramper and 

swat a few sandflies, before heading down to Supper Cove.  Six smelly trampers were quickly 

transformed into wallowing mermaids (and mermen).  Susan (other tramper at the hut) came down 

with a fishing line, and despite our presence in the water, proceeded to catch a shitload of fish.  We 

however, dined on our staple meal of rice, veges and sauce, as no-one could be bothered throwing a 

line into the water.  The boys volunteered to make desert, and we let them – big mistake.  Hokey 

pokey instant desert, with a distinctly unusual texture – lumpy, yet runny at the same time.  How 

did they do it? – we have no idea, lets just say that they were banned from desert making for the rest 

of the trip. 

 

The next morning Shelley J and Vegard go down for the obligatory pre-breakfast skinny dip.  They 

are dressed and relaxed on the rocks afterwards, when a dinghy approached and a call of: 

 

“Do you guys want bacon and eggs for breakfast” was heard and met with stunned silence. 

“Maybe they’re vegetarian,” someone whispered in an undertone. 

They were hastily reassured that while Shelley J chose not to dine on the flesh of animals, the rest 

of the group would love some dead pig.  A mega feed is quickly cooked up, and we discovered that 

vast amounts of smoke will deter sandflies.   

Dusky dudes Steve and Vegard 
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Judy returns to the sea for a quiet skinny dip, unfortunately timing it with the departure by dinghy 

of the generous boaties.  They shout out a hurried “sorry” before quickly heading off in the opposite 

direction.   A very late start was made, with Vegard lagging behind, dragging his stomach on the 

ground.  This time it was Judy’s turn to get lost on the way back to Loch Maree Hut.  Vegard and 

Shelley J meet Judy walking towards them on the track. 

 

Judy: ”Please don’t tell me I’m walking the wrong way” 

Vegard : ”Yes” 

 

A very late lunch was had, and we arrived back at Loch Maree Hut a couple of hours later.  A 

couple of American guys were also staying in the hut, and didn’t seem to mind being invaded by six 

other noisy trampers.   

 

The next morning we somehow actually managed to get away at a reasonable time (ie before 

10am).  A couple of hours down the track we stop for a snack break. 

Judy: “where’s my camera, I don’t remember packing it this morning” 

After several minutes of pack searching we ascertain that, yes, the camera was missing.  Steve 

gallantly offered to go back, and the following conversation ensued: 

 

“He shouldn’t go back by himself” 

“OK I’ll go back with him” 

“Have you got torches?” 

“I’ll move faster by myself” 

“You’ll need food” 

“The Americans might find the camera and bring it” 

“One person going back is not a good idea” 

“It’ll be dark by the time you get to the hut” 

“I’d rather go back by myself” 

 

The decision:  Steve would go back by himself with a day pack, probably meet the Americans and 

find out if they have the camera and then meet us at Kintail Hut.   

 

What actually happened:  Steve wandered off the track.  While he was off the track the Americans 

passed him.  Steve finds the track and continues on to Loch Maree Hut.  The Americans meet us 

eating lunch and say that they haven’t met Steve and didn’t see a camera at the hut.  Vegard runs 

after Steve to tell him to turn around.  The girls play throw stones at the log until the guys return. 

Vegard goes for a skinny dip, we carry on walking. 

 

Towards the end of the day we start climbing up and get some awesome views of waterfalls and 

mountains.  Kintail Hut is a welcome sight for tired feet.  Shelley J and Steve start trading insults 

about card playing skills, the other persons lack of and who was going to kick whose arse at 500. A 

game follows, but heads hit pillows before an outcome was decided.  (Steve will try to claim 

different, but he is wrong). 

 

The Americans asked us for an alarm, as they had to be up early the next morning to do a mission to 

catch the West Arm Ferry to Manapouri.  At 1am we are woken up when the hut starts to shake 

from an earthquake.  The alarm went off at 7am and the only person who moved was Shelley J, 

closely followed by Judy.  However, we did manage to be away early, as we had a fairly decent 

climb (750m) up to Centre Pass.  The climb didn’t turn out to be as bad as anticipated with a few 

sections of scrambling up rocks and tree roots.  We emerged above the bush line and headed up to 

Centre Pass for lunch.  We dined in nature’s restaurant with fine views, cheese, sundried tomatoes, 

salami, cabin bread, peanut butter and jam... YUM!  After lunch the girls lazed in the sun while 

“Steve wombled off” (how do you womble?) to the top of Mount Memphis and Vegard scrambled 
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up another nearby slope.  Eventually everyone straggled off toward Upper Spey Hut.  On the way 

down Shelley B stole the prize of most impressive fall off of Judy, by bouncing 20 meters down a 

sheer slope, eyebrow ring first.  Shelley’s injuries are assessed and it is concluded the main injury is 

that her eyebrow ring holes are now a little bigger.  However we all managed to make it to the hut 

in one piece, to the delight of the sandflies swarming outside. 

 

The mountain radio is unfortunately set up at Upper Spey hut in such a way that the mountain radio 

itself must be outside.  Judy and Vegard sacrifice themselves as sandfly fodder to hear the weather 

forecast, which, incidentally, is atrocious. No one quite gets round to playing cards and we crash 

into bed for another night’s sleep.  Day nine and the plan is to walk to the track’s end before starting 

up towards Percy Saddle to camp for the night.  We awake to a good old Fiordland downpour.  

Steve: “we have a harmonica playing toilet”.  Vegard leaves ten minutes after everyone else as he is 

putting in his contacts.  Steve and Vegard race off to the track’s end while the girls trudge through 

the mud.  Judy falls down a bank and lands on her now not-so-new Leki Poles and bends one of 

them.  Steve and Vegard (the cheating bastards) manage to hitch a ride to West Arm and even get 

given some whisky on the way.  The girls, not about to pike walking, walk through the rain, 

eventually reaching the West Arm visitor’s centre and civilisation.  Now either we weren’t ready for 

civilisation or civilisation couldn’t cope with us.  The American tourists looked at us like we were 

animals of a different species as they delicately stepped around us.  “Screw this” we thought and off 

to West Arm Hut to meet up with Steve and Vegard who were looking decidedly settled into the 

hut.  Food is consumed and a decision has to be made – are we to continue on in the rain or catch a 

boat out?  We are dry, warm and comfortable, and Vegard, Neech and Steve are sent off to “arrange 

things”. 

 

A boat leaves in about an hour and we hastily pack up all our gear, attempt to look respectable, and 

head off to traumatise the American tourists in high heels and makeup.  We stumble onto the boat.   

 

Steve arrives and starts to undress. 

Steve takes off his hat revealing very bushy hair with a feather stuck in it. 

(American mouths drop open) 

Steve pulls off his jacket revealing bright, multicoloured polypro with strange stripes. 

(American mouths drop further) 

Steve stretches, his fleece pants are halfway down his thighs, his boxers visible.  It also becomes 

obvious that his feet are in plastic bags. 

Shelley J reduces her man into some form of Nordic putty while Shelley B 

observes her technique  
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(Americans look shocked) 

Steve announces “this is the first time in nine days I‘ve worn underwear” 

Neech chips in with “this is the first time in nine days I haven’t worn underwear” 

(Americans turn away in disgust) 

 

We sing and take photos on the boat trip back to Manapouri.  Civilisation is strange. From 

Manapouri catch a bus to Te Anau with more unfriendly tourists.  Bus driver considers hassling us 

but we threaten him with iceaxes.  He retreats. 

 

We are dropped off in the middle of Te Anau, in front of a flash hotel.  We collapse in a huge heap 

with packs and gear everywhere.  Te Anau yuppies look disgusted at us.  Neech organises 

accommodation for us at a friend’s place while Shelley J & Vegard head off to their lover’s retreat, 

aka the Backpackers.  Showers… aaaaaaahhhhh … 

 

Looking fresh and clean (albeit in dirty clothes) we head out for a celebratory dinner.  Has food 

ever tasted so good?  We are coping a little better with civilisation now although Steve makes the 

waiter jump with his “kkkeeeeeaaaaaaaahhhhh” call.  We continue on to a local pub for more drinks 

and dancing.  Neech and Shelly’s doggy bags were left outside the pub, to the delight of local dogs, 

who had a feast.  Steve and Shelley B party on until the early hours of the morning and manage to 

lose themselves in Te Anau. 

 

Every epic has an exciting ending and this was to be no exception.  Steve’s girlfriend arrives with 

car and we head off on a mission to retrieve the cars from the Borland road.  We arrive to find only 

Vegard’s car, Kelvin’s smelly boots 

and a message “Ta” on the car, written 

with stones.  Oh shit, where is the 

poomobile?? (For those not in the 

know, the ‘poomobile’ is a term of 

endearment for Judy’s car – Ed.)   We 

attempt to think logically, either the 

poomobile has been stolen or Kelvin 

has taken it.  But why are Kelvin’s 

boots there?  And who would steal the 

poomobile anyway?  We invent 

theories about car thieves who throw 

away smelly boots and leave sarcastic 

messages of “Ta”.  We decide to drive 

to the road’s end to check the 

poomobile hasn’t been trashed 

somewhere before our return to the 

police station to report the theft to the 

police. 

 

Imagine how stoked we were to arrive 

at the road’s end and find the 

poomobile, kindly moved for us by 

Kelvin for when we had got out their 

after our descent of Percy Saddle . . . 

All’s well that ends well.  We return to 

Te Anau and disappear in separate 

directions.  An awesome trip had by 

all. 
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Mt Aspiring, 6-11 Nov ’00 

By Non Petpaisit 

Objective: Post exam stress-relief trip 

Trip members: Non, Neil and Patrik 

 

It was the same as before (and all the other times)… finished exam at 5.30pm, moved my stuff 

(junk?) to my accommodation for next year, then sped away on SH1 at around 6pm.  Neil and I had 

come up with the idea of doing something remarkable (for us, anyway) to celebrate the end of 

another happy academic year. We thought that climbing the NW ridge via the Ramp on Mt Aspiring 

was something worth doing.  So we went there.   

 

Rain was our steady companion most of the way to Wanaka,  “This is good, it better rain now than 

on the climbing day”, I thought.  We signed in at DOC at a somewhat later hour of the night then 

headed up to the Raspberry carpark where we found shelter under the roof of Raspberry flat hut 

(rain was threatening).  We prepacked our packs and I found that I have a lot more than I had 

previously thought.  We settled nicely into that nice hut (by OUTC standard).  The next morning 

Neil showed me what the imagination could do to turn boring muesli into something a bit more 

exciting.  We left the hut around 7.30am and by 9am we could see the first ray of the sun cutting 

through the opening in the cloud.  We had a bit of breather at Aspiring hut then carried on up the 

valley.  I couldn’t remember when the cloud disappeared but by the time we crossed the Matukituki 

River, the sky was blessed by the mighty sun and we were feeling burning hot.   

  

After a bit of sitting down, we headed up French ridge, the crux of the day.  It was then that the 

exam side effect was starting to reveal itself to me.  My legs were constantly cramped and I was 

having a very agonizing time.  Every corner of the track, I would have to stop to stretch my legs due 

to cramping.  I assured a very concerned Neil that it usually happens on the first day of heavy 

backpacking and I will be alright for the climbing day (on the last day he told me that he didn’t 

believe me at that point).  Another good stop at the 

lunchtime rock made me felt a little better. 

 

At French Ridge hut, we met a couple of climbers there.  

Most of them were from overseas, somewhere unheard of, 

such as Australia, Scotland and United States of America.  

A short time after we arrived, a group of 4 girls and a guy 

arrived at the hut.  I don’t know them but apparently Neil 

knew one of them (she was quite charming, I’d say).  

Unfortunately (for us) they didn’t plan to stay at the hut for 

the night and they departed down the valley after a bit of 

sitting around.  That night we met an Aussie named Patrik 

(he has a Croatian surname which I couldn’t spell it) 

whom after a wee chat with him, we decided to have him 

along too.  So our party had grown by one member. 

 

We left the hut at dawn.  The air was cold and dry.  There 

were only a few small clouds around us, and it pleased us 

all.  The air temperature was –2C when we roped up at the 

bottom of the glaciated bit under the Quarterdeck Pass.  It 

wasn’t too bad since it was suppose to be the coldest time 

of the day (we were at 2000m) but it was cold enough to Non Petpaisit 

Mt Aspiring 
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freeze the water in the pipeline of my ‘suck-the-nipple’ water bottle.  This really pissed Neil and 

Patrik off (they both used their ‘S-T-N’ water bottles that morning) because they had drinkable 

water (liquid water) in their packs but they couldn’t drink it because their pipes were blocked by the 

frozen water.   

 

I didn’t experience any cramp that morning, which was really good, despite the fact that I ran out of 

breath near the top of the pass.  The view from the pass down to the Bonar was truly amazing.  It 

was white everywhere, like a sheet of clean paper.  I looked at the magnificent Southwest ridge in 

awe.  It was very impressive route, I’d have to come back and climb that ridge some day. 

 

We had another sit down about 100m under the pass on the Bonar side. Neil asked me if I would 

like any of his sun cream, I politely declined and explained that my skin had never burn before and 

it shouldn’t burn anyway.  I regretted this later (when my facial skin was peeling off my face back 

in Dunedin): even the toughest skin could not withstand the intensity of the light on the glacier was 

what I learned from the trip.   

We motored down the glacier, but not without a couple of chocolate stops along the way to take in 

the view of the magnificent area.  Five and a half hours after we left the French Ridge hut, we were 

standing outside the Colin Todd hut’s toilet.   

 

Inside the hut was... well, not a lot of room, but certainly plentiful (food wise).  The two shelves 

under the cooking counter were full (and I mean really full, like no space left for any more food).  

Apparently, seven people from Adventure Consultants were up there, including Guy Cotter.  They 

had brought with them those foods by the choppers (they told me later that they need two flights to 

bring all the food up here).  We looked at them enviously as they wolfed down on fresh vegetables 

and meat while we were forcing down our pasta which had nothing in it but freeze-dried veges and 

sauce.  That evening Patrick showed me some photography tips and it was rather late when we went 

to bed, keeping in mind that we were planning to wake up around 5am. 

 

The night was hot and clammy.  We rose  at 5am but we didn’t get away until 6am.  Neil must have 

feel really cold because he was hustling me and Patrick to hurry up with our rope-up for glacier 

travel.  Well, he was the middle man and all he had to do was to make a figure-8 knot then clip it 

onto his harness but we had to coil the rope around our chests, and the coiling itself was a warm up 

exercise.  We set off down the Bonar at speed and before long I found my ankles hurting a bit from 

doing the french technique in my new pair of plastics.  After a brief break at the bottom of the 

Ramp we started the climb.  

The Ramp was supposed to 

be the crux of the climb as it 

was the only place on the 

NW route where front 

pointing is needed.  I really 

enjoyed this bit of the climb.  

The snow was still frozen but 

it wasn’t too hard, only one 

kick was all I need to get a 

good foot hold.  We spent an 

hour on the Ramp before we 

emerged into the sunlight on 

the NW ridge.  Some 

photographic moments were 

had there by us and, of 

course, a good break was 

also a good idea. 

  

Non Petpaisit 

Non, Neil and Patrik on Aspiring 



 184 

After that it was just a long walk up the slope, where I had some trouble with some icy looking 

things (no idea what they called… those icicle shapes on the ground that keep on snagging your 

rope).  By 11.30am we walked onto a bundle of snow where we couldn’t go any higher - yes! we 

have reached the summit of Mt.Aspiring.  At 3027m and 2 feet shy of becoming a 10,000 footer, it 

was the highest summit for all of us.  Although a disturbing yellow patch of snow was found on the 

summit snow (yeah, some asshole had actually ‘pissed’ on the summit), we spent half an hour up 

there just taking photos before we started our journey down the mountainside.  We unroped about 

halfway down the mountain, when we felt that we should have unroped ages ago.  Neil and Patrick 

weren’t so keen on getting down to the glacier via the Ramp, which was the quickest way down.  

Neil remembered that Guy Cotter had left a sling just above the Ramp yesterday, so we decided that 

the route might be easier, although longer, than the Ramp, though we found out later that it wasn’t 

so.  We rappelled down to the Therma Glacier below and I suddenly came to realise the origin of 

the glacier’s name:  Therma glacier act like a solar oven.  The shape of the glacier is kind of ‘bowl-

ish’.  It reflected most of the sun energy onto another part of its own and therefore much of the sun 

energy remained on the mountainside where the glacier was situated, instead of reflecting most of 

the energy upward.  It was stingingly hot… like very hot.  I was still in my windproof pullover and 

my bib, which were quite warm.  I had a terrible time on the glacier.  I was badly dehydrated and 

the slushy snow didn’t help at all.  All I could remember from that afternoon was when a patch of 

snow under my foot gave way and I was sliding down the steep glacier.  I smacked the pick of my 

axe into the snow but it wasn’t working very well due to the softness of the afternoon snow, then 

the rope was pulled tight and I came to rest.  Thank you to the second in the line, Neil, who quickly 

arrested my fall (there is a large crevasse which stretches the width of the glacier about 50m below 

me).  All I remembered from then was that I kept on walking.  Dehydration and exhaustion had 

blurred my memory.  I had to rest at 200m before the hut: better rest then and take off some layers 

than to keep going and collapsing before the hut. 

 

That night we had a good meal, thanks to the remaining group of Adventure Consultant clients.  

They gave us some of what remained of their fresh food and some of their dried food.  Apparently 

they had bought a lot more they would need and still had $500 left on their food budget. Amazing, I 

thought.  After a good, hearty chat we all went to bed.  I had to say though that these guys were 

kind, but they surely knew how to snore!  I was woken up 3-4 times that night by one of the guy’s 

cannon-like snore. 

 

Another crisp clear morning greeted us when we poked our warm faces out of the hut’s door, to be 

cooled down by the freezing glacier wind.  That day we were planning to be at the Aspiring hut for 

tea….no hurry, eh.  The guiding group said good-bye to us and went off to climb Mt.Beaven.  We 

left the hut around half an hour after them and we were setting a good pace up the glacier despite 

our cumbersome packs.  The snow was still frozen and it was quite a pleasant kind of walk up.  The 

snow turned nastily annoying when we were near the top of the pass, wet and keep balling up on 

our crampons.   

 

We met a group of people whom I have forgotten their names already, but two of them were 

American and the guy was a kiwi from Christchurch.  They weren’t wearing crampon, which made 

me kind of curious because the snow on the French ridge side was still frozen.  We made a good 

time down the ridge, despite one fall of mine, which gave me a chance to practice my self-arresting 

skill.  We walked into the deserted French Ridge hut after three and a half hours and gladly dumped 

our packs and took sheltered from the brilliant sun light.  By now my face was really painful from 

sunburn.  I knew that I had a serious sunburn but… well, what ya gonna do?  From the hut to the car 

park, we had a pleasant walk out before joining the group of people who we met on the Quarter 

Deck for lunch in Wanaka.   
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Twenty Things ‘The Vertical Limit’ Taught Me About 

Climbing 
 

1: Pakistan is a five-hour drive from Christchurch.  

2: All anchors will give at least 20 seconds warning of failure and will wriggle around in an 

attention-grabbing manner before doing so.  

3: Jake the Muss has a chopper pilot's licence and can speak fluent Urdu.  

4: All crevasses have flat floors on which you can walk around, as well as convenient  bottomless 

holes to dispose of evil billionaires.  

5: Even when freezing, it is not necessary to zip up one's jacket and your critically-ill companion 

merely needs to have a sleeping bag draped over him.  

6: The fatal point of altitude sickness can be predicted down to the hour.  

7: Even though you know your sister will die in exactly five hours, make sure you camp  

in a ridiculously commodious tent complete with a gas lantern.  

8: Any rescue team will include a potential love interest 

 9: Oxygen levels at the same altitude vary enormously, so that climbers sometimes gasp like fish 

out of water but at other times are able to breathe as if in a refrigerated studio near Queenstown.  

10: Ice axe arrests only work within 10cm of the edge of a massive precipice and will then hold no 

matter how much swinging around the climber does.  

11: All backpacks must have large snow stakes attached to the outside but these must never be used.  

12: Broken fingers can be repaired in a similar way to dislocated shoulders, by popping them back 

into place.  

13: Two carefully-placed camming devices will always fail but a single one placed via a dyno move 

will always hold - if done by an attractive rescuer.  

14: Nitro glycerine can only be carried on the outside of a backpack in a flamboyantly over-

engineering but leaky container. 

15: Nitro glycerine will explode without warning if exposed to the heat of the sun or if it leaks from 

the container - but only if nobody notices.  

16: However nitro glycerine will not explode if it is shaken around like a cocktail-maker in a 

backpack while running towards the shade of a serac, or if it is poured onto the snow in full sun to 

rescue your sister.  

17: Nitro glycerine will cause huge 

avalanches, blow rescue climbers to 

pieces, and sear other rescue climbers 

hundreds of metres above but will not hurt 

climbers hidden in a crevasse a few metres 

from the site of the explosion.  

18: Although you are only a few metres 

from your sister, you can abandon use of 

the radio in favour of throwing down a 

cryptic note in the knowledge that it will 

land at her feet and not down the 

billionaire-swallowing hole.  

19: Ice has very similar dynamics to 

polystyrene.  

20: No matter what mountain you're on, 

you can't get away from Australians. 
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Crossword Answers 

Across 

1) (and 4 Down) Inappropriate Behaviour 

6) Excavator 

7, 8) Sifty Dave 

9) Cello 

10) Frost  

11) Never 

15) (and 8 Down) Shooting Stars 

16) Heads 

15) Legendary 

16) Amy 

Down 

1) Fine 

2) Breasts 

3) Die 

9) Connery  

12) Vodka 


