
"What's worse, the torrential rain or having to read 
this journal?" - GrumpyBoomer.com

"A superbly and emotionally written narrative 
which conveys themes of wildnerness in a 

way many acedemic journals fail to do"
 - Otago Daily Trash

"The best thing in the hut book-
shelf, given the only other choices 

were 1980's erotica and a Read-
ers Digest from 1998."
- Desperate Tramper

"More hotly ancipated than a 
pot of tea"

- Otago Uni Tea Club

"Those bloody 
varsity kids" 

- Tramping in NZ 
Facebook Group
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Antics is a collection 
of stories collated 

from the membership 
of the OUTC. It 

represents a year 
of misadventures, 
inappropriateness 

and some good 
yarns. Reading Antics 

is like that one time 
you trusted your mate 

and ate horopito: 
Painful at first but 

you'll definitely pass 
that pain onto some 
unfortunate trusting 

soul in the future.
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25th - 26th April, 2019

Planned a trip up to The 

Gladiator on the West 

Coast to meet Torea, Maddy, 

Becca and Jono who were 

traversing over from Ohau. 

Was kindly warned by Danilo 

about very dodgy stream 

crossings on the West Coast 

which would definitely 

become impassable with the 

forecast. The others were 

already walking so that was 

awkward....

Continued on page 194...

Landsborough fruit break (CS)
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KEVIN LEE

1997 - 2020



How do you sum up the loss of a family member? One lost in the pursuit of a passion we all share? The 
answer is that you can’t, no words can encapsulate the shock, pain and grief that reverberated through our 
tight knit community. Anyone involved in the club over the last few years will have had some interaction 
with Kevin. Mostly likely it had something to do with a camera, he might have been telling you to sit up 
straight for a photo at a BYO or lagging behind your group to capture those golden-hour moments. In the 
aftermath of his death the true scale of Kevin’s impact on people became apparent. I could never do those 
stories justice, each is a personal memory of a moment with a friend gone too soon. All I can do is recall 
my memories of our friend.

It’s hard for me to place when Kevin first came onto my radar, it would have been early 2018. Up until that 
point of time it had been my sole accepted responsibility to bring my camera to events to make sure the so-
cial events of the club were well-documented. Then came Kevin, with his camera in hand and unrestrained 
enthusiasm. I soon learnt I needn’t bother to bring my camera, Kevin would be there. He was a regular to 
club gatherings, social or otherwise.

It was in the break between semesters that I truly got to know Kevin. I was planning a trip to Arthur’s Pass 
and Kevin got in touch saying he was keen to tag along. This was how I found myself in a party with Kevin 
and a CUTC’er called Luke heading towards the Otehake hotpools. While we walked through the scrubby 
farmland we would often lose Kevin, who would stop to take photos of cows and other miscellaneous 
things. It makes me laugh looking back at it, but I was super annoyed at the time. Why would anyone want 
a photo of a cow? God only knows. We sat in the hotpools that night, soaking up the heat and throwing 
rocks at any possums that tried to disturb us. It was this story in Antics 2018 that I found myself reading to 
a friend the Monday night I found out, tears rolling down my cheeks. I know everyone that knew him will 
be able relate my experience with their own little Kevin stories.

He came on the annual Copland trip, recording the whole thing, for better or worse, on his camera for 
posterity. From there he only got more involved, being elected at the AGM to co-edit Antics 2019 with me.  
On the committee he was an energetic and active force, looking for projects to devote himself to. With so 
much on his plate (he was also active on the Pharmacy Students exec too) it was easy for Kevin to lose track 
of what he was doing, so we would keep a watchful eye over his many schemes. The void he has left in our 
community is hard to quantify, he is so dearly missed by all of us.

By the time the 2019 AGM rolled around Kevin had one thing in his sights, social officer. Although he 
could not make it to the meeting, he didn’t fail to provide. I think all those who were present at that meet-
ing will hold fondly onto the memory of Kevin’s video, where he rambles about his sister’s chicken and had 
us all in stitches. And really that’s what Kevin did best, bringing smiles to peoples faces. He got the role 
and didn’t wait a second to start planning Bushball, nearly a year in advance. The level of organisation was 
frightening!

We will all miss Kevin. A man lost too soon, with so much left to give. Yet, he gave us so many memories to 
cherish, leaving a mark on everyone he met. For the club this will be his legacy. Every mountain we climb, 
hut we inhabit and track we walk, we take his memory with us in our hearts.

Miss you bro. •

SMILE FOR THE CAMERA
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YEAR IN REVIEWEDITORIAL

I will be the first to admit that I have been actively 
putting off writing this editorial. It would take a 
complete nationwide shutdown and a closure of the 
backcountry in order for me to get my act together, 
hardly a likely occurance. This lack of motivation 
shouldn’t really be surprising, this is Antics afterall, 
a publication that prides itself on its taridiness. 
Nevertheless, I must have found motivation, as 
you are currently reading something vaguely 
resembling an editorial! 

So here we are for round two, Antics 2019. Before 
I begin, I must first tell you, yes, indeed I did go to 
Sweden. With that out of the way we can reflect 
on some witty preposition I am about to think 
up. The first thought that came to mind was 
simply to do a copy and paste from last year, 
who actually reads this shit anyway? But that 
would be wasting what might be my last chance 
to get a rant into Antics. So seriously this time, 
here goes on a proper editorial.

There are many clichés that one can pursue when 
going down the rabbit-hole of backcountry ranting. 
Last editorial I spoke about my journey in the club 
and the importance of getting younger members 
involved. Since then I have been on many good trips, 
lost a friend and experienced a global pandemic. 
All of these things help to provide me with a sense 
of perspective, and maybe more to reflect on since 
my last time of writing to you. In light of those 
circumstances, I think it would be appropriate to 
discuss why we value the backcountry and the way 
in which we do that.

“We have fallen heirs to the most glorious 
heritage a people ever received, and each 
one must do his part if we wish to show that 
the nation is worthy of its good fortune.”

Those are the words of Teddy Roosevelt, the 26th 
president of the United States. It is easy to be 
inspired by his enthusiasm for the protection of 
wild places. New Zealand borrowed the idea of 

national parks from the US (the first national park 
in the world was Yellowstone in 1872); in 1887  
Ngati Tuwharetoa’s paramount chief Horonuku Te 
Heuheu Tukino IV offered a deal of partnership 
with the Crown over the central North Island 
summits that would become Tongariro National 
Park.  

Since that time we have seen a proliferation of 
parks, from the lofty heights of Aoraki, to the 
golden sands of the Abel Tasman. It seems intuitive 
to say that we value this great inheritance, but it is 
not so easy to answer why we do. I can only answer 
this from my own point of view.

EDITOR’S RETORT (AKA THE EDITORIAL)
SAM HARRISON
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EDITORIALYEAR IN REVIEW

I am a pākehā but have been priviledged enough 
to have learnt something of the Māori world view 
over the course of my degree. Te ao Māori does not 
allow for a seperation of the land from the people.  
As such mountains or rivers are valuable to Māori 
because they trace their ancestory back to those 
land forms. The Māori of the Whanganui put it this 
way: “Ko te awa ko au’” - “I am the river and the river 
is me”. As a pākehā I cannot whakapapa back to a 
tribal homeland in Aotearoa, but I do feel a strong 
connection to our natural heritage in this country. 
To me the mountains represent a humbling force, 
something to provide a sense of scale and wonder. 
The backcountry also acts as a refuge away from 
the 100-mile-an-hour world of assessments and 
work. When in the backcountry decisions are so 
often simple, if not binary, and the consequences 
are often felt in the knees or a sprig of bushlawyer. 
At the time I might curse  my decision to do this, 
that or the other thing - but in retrospect I see the 
joy in these moments and a learning opportunity. 
This may be cliché, but only because it is a common 
sentiment for those who indulge in backcountry 
escapeism. 

If that is the ‘why’, now I must discuss the ‘how’. 
I don’t intend on writing a speel on pack packing 
techniques or river crossing methods. Rather, I 
want to talk about our ultimate intentions when 
we go bush and our duties to others.  A central 
pillar of the backcountry in my eyes is the idea of 
egalitarianism - there is no distinction between 
people in the bush. Yet, so often do the experienced 
among us take this for granted. I mean this in two 
senses: first, our knowledge of the backcountry 
is a gift we should give to others; second, that 
accomodation of others in the backcountry is 
essential. I was priviledged (although I certainly 
would have disagreed at the time) to grow up in a 
family that tramped. It was easy to scan the pages of 
photo albums with my eyes, taking in the wonder 
of valleys and mountains caputured by film. What 
I realise now is that many people were not blessed 
with such fortune. To bring this back to OUTC and 
tramping clubs in general, now more than ever we 

have a duty to share our knowledge to enable others 
to share in our escapism. I see over Facebook there 
is a great upsurge of interest from people wanting 
advice on going tramping and wanting people to go 
with. This is exactly the reason clubs were formed 
in the first place and we should not forget it. 

The second aspect of the ‘how’ is being considerate 
of others. Earlier this year (2020) I had a run in 
with a particularly unfriendly bunch of people in 
a hut that left a rather bad taste in my mouth. It 
made me reflect on all the moments I have been in 
a hut and had the selfish thought that I wanted the 
whole place to myself. I’m sure many of you have 
had similar thoughts, afterall, we usually go into the 
bush to get away from people. It never hurts to be 
friendly and accomodating, you never know what 
friendships you might strike up playing  last card 
by candlelight. Being respectful and accomodating 
is something we can also take to heart in our 
interaction on a club level. Younger members 
will not have the skills or experience until taught 
or given the opportunity to learn. I sound like a 
broken record from last year, but I truly do feel this 
important to be taken onboard. Looking back on 
my early days in OUTC I can vividly remember the 
older people who made me feel welcome and those 
that didn’t.

So next time you venture into the backcountry, take 
a moment to consider the ‘why’ and ‘how’ behind 
your motives. In this brave new world we live in 
there is no better time to make the changes we 
want to see in our club. It truly has been an honour 
and an immeasurable hassle to compile Antics 
for another year. There will be spelling mistakes, 
misplaced comas and the odd editorial mistake, but 
the goal was never perfection. Rather, I hope that 
Antics 2019 acts as a catalyst for new adventures 
and a touchstone to remember past ones by. This 
editorial is perhaps best summed up by these words 
of Roosevelt:

“Be practical as well as generous in your 
ideals. Keep your eyes on the stars, but 
remember to keep your feet on the ground.”•
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YEAR IN REVIEWPRESIDENT’S REPORT

As I sit here in my COVID-19 bubble (yes, that’s 
the extent of my procrastination in writing this), 
2019, OUTC, and getting out into the hills feel 
very far away. Nevertheless, I’ll take take some 
time to reflect on what was a wonderful year 
for the OUTC...

We started off with a bang – record 
numbers of sign-ups at Club’s Day 
and during the first few weeks 
of semester, aided by our shiny 
new online sign-up option. We 
welcomed first year students 
to the club with a re-start of 
the trip to Bethune’s Gully 
which went down a treat. Par-
adise was upon us in no time, 
and we were once again lucky 
enough to have stellar blue 
skies for the whole weekend. 

In two short weeks we were 
packing onto the buses / vans 
again for Fiordland, organised 
by VP Luca. The weather turned 
out for us again, and we managed 
to explore many corners of Fiordland. 
The trip ended with some stress however, 
as the Lake Roberts Crew got into a spot of 
difficulty and had to be choppered out. Next 
thing, I was being told that the Livingstone 
Range Crew had not returned at their alloted 
time. With most punters safely back in Dun-
edin, a sleepless night ensued for some of us 
until the group was out in the early 
hours of the morning, a mere 8 hours 
later than expected. Huge huge props 
to the leaders (Katie, Lucy) for keep-
ing morale up, and to Alex, Maddy, 
Kerry, Luca and Sam who stayed on the 
ground managing the situation. Lessons were 
learnt.

PRESIDENT’S RAMBLE
CHARBOT PATTERSON
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YEAR IN REVIEW PRESIDENT’S REPORT

Next up was Makarora, organised by Jenni and 
Kevin. All went smoothly except perhaps a disa-
greeable bus-driver... This was followed by TWALK, 
which saw all 50 of us housed by Alex’s very kind 
parents. An OUTC crew almost took out the top 
student spot this year, unfortunately taken from 
them due to an imposter in their midst...

After the winter break the leaders ventured to Big 
Hut for a Leader’s trip, a great way to bond over 
snow, good food, good company, fireworks and fry-
ing pan table-tennis. A must-do for future execs!
In Sem 2 Bushball was brilliant as always, and all 
hands stayed away from windows this year. Chang-
ing access options and the increasing popularity of 
Aspiring Hut mean Bushball may have to look a lit-
tle different in the future, although I hope it doesn’t 
come to that. 

Kerry and Kevin organised an inaugural CUTC – 
OUTC trip to the Ohau region which was a snowy 
delight. A great addition to the schedule that 
should be continued. Thanks Kerry particularly for 
all your work on this. Another Copland trip / tour-
ism bonanza was organised by Sam and Hanne, 
which sounded like it was very much enjoyed by all.
Our conservation trip this year was incorporated 
with the cleanup effort at Fox River, so we had a 
group of 20 members go across to help with this. 
We also adopted two Halo Project tracking tunnel 
lines to maintain. Future development of the ca-
pacity for OUTC to assist in conservation work is 
a must!

The climbing crew had a great year with their reg-
ular Wednesday climbing, Rockcraft and a Wanaka 
climbing trip. Thanks Conor for your work here. Fi-
nally, Snowcraft saw an enthusiastic bunch of wan-
nabes take to the slopes for many hours of practice 
and fun. A great new cohort was sent forth to con-
quer. In addition to these trips, there were weekly 
Happy Hours, as well as B.Y.Os. and potlucks.

From an exec perspective, we improved safety pro-
cedures in the club this year with outdoor first aid 

leader training, new first aid equipment and a safe-
ty policy for trips. We updated the slightly dusty 
constitution and bought a bunch of new gear.

So all in all, a pretty full-on year, and the largest 
club size recorded at ~900 members. The ongo-
ing question will be how to continue to adapt our 
services to cater to the needs of such a large and 
diverse bunch of students. This year was all made 
possible by the dedication of the exec, who never 
ceased to amaze me with their tireless enthusiasm, 
knowledge, and genuine dedication to the club. The 
future is definitely in good hands.

Finally, on a more personal note, some reflection. 
I remember that when I first joined the club, I was 
in awe of the exec, and not a small bit intimidat-
ed. So cool, so collected! They were knowledgeable 
and so damn fit! I thought I’d never quite belong. 
I would have never considered joining the exec, 
until one leader sidled up to me on the Copland 
trip and said I should run. Even then, I never piped 
up in meetings, too afraid to show how much of 
an imposter I was. I mean, I didn’t climb, I didn’t 
do mountaineering. All I did, and liked, was walk-
ing around with/without a pack on. I never would 
have thought that one day I’d be leading committee 
meetings. I never thought I’d organise and lead a 
small trip, let alone one with 100 people. And fi-
nally, until a few months before the AGM, I never 
saw myself as capable of becoming the OUTC Pres-
ident. So it just shows – anything can happen if you 
get A+ for participation. Basically what I’m trying 
to say is that tramping / trampers come in all forms, 
as does leadership. So get out there and enjoy!
Thank you for a great year OUTC.
Charlotte 

I’d like to particularly acknowledge Kevin, who was 
an integral part of the club in 2019. Always volun-
teering for jobs, even when you probably didn’t have 
the time, your cheerfulness, enthusiasm and inclu-
siveness helped to make 2019 great. Thank you.•
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 I would not be alive if it were not for the OUTC.
This is not a theatrical statement, it is a fact. Once 
upon a time, thirty or so years ago, two stu-
dents from different cities came to Dunedin 
for different reasons, studying at different 
institutions. They both joined the OUTC, 
and after several different OUTC trips 
together, and OUTC parties, and gen-
eral OUTC antics, the two students 
became a couple. Those two students 
were, of course, my parents.

2014, I arrived at Uni, and of course 
joined the club. It took me a year and 
a few intense tramping and climbing 
trips to get fully involved (I blame the 
president for falling off a cliff the first 
time I ever went rock climbing). After 
the experiences I had and the peo-
ple I’d shared them with, I realised… 
There was no going back.

I’m sure I’m not the only one who 
has been overtaken by this realisa-
tion: The OUTC is not just a club 
of ‘people who go tramping’. The 
OUTC becomes, life. Definitely, 
for a while there, my whole life was 
the club. My two non-club flatmates quickly got 
bored of hearing about club drama (all that the 
other three of us ever had to talk about). That was 
ok though, because we were never there on the 
weekends, slept most of Monday, were at the Bog 
planning missions on a Tuesday and probably out 
climbing Wednesday and Thursday, and Friday is 
really just a day to get organised for the weekend. 

The first semester of 2015 saw me through three 
helicopter rescues, a bit of a break down, a break 
up, and a serious restructuring of what mattered to 
me in life. Mountains. How does anyone live with-
out this? And beyond mountains, I had been intro-
duced to something wonderful - this community of 
people who love mountains and climbing and each 
other more than anything else. From long beach 

climbing, to weekend epics, to beers at the Bog, to 
Constitution St potlucks, we had found people who 
we could be simply ourselves with, exploring the 
wonder of the world.

I think of the OUTC. Culture within culture, in 
jokes and things that will forever make you groan. 
‘Let’s make like a tree and leave.’ ‘Let’s make like a 
bad circumcision and… Head off.’ All sorts of wis-
dom gets passed around, and you learn to take it 
how you want. ‘Anywhere you see you can walk 
to in a day.’ ‘If it’s green it goes.’ The term ‘Cluster’ 
comes to mind. If a trip isn’t a complete cluster, is it 
really an OUTC trip?

Trips with the OUTC are, inevitably, chaotic. We 

PATRON’S RANT
TOREA SCOTT-FYFE

CAROL FYfE (‘88 ed.)

JIMMY Scott (‘88 ed.)
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learn what we can from the older members of the 
club, but a degree is only three years and even a 
PhD will only keep people around for another 5 or 
so years. But it’s amazing how fast you learn some 
good bushcraft when you’re in the middle of Fiord-
land bush at 8’o’clock on a winter’s night, a little 
bit lost and the rain is getting heavier… Learning 
to walk, to self arrest, to pack a pack just right, to 
light a white spirit burner, to get a fire burning in 
the old tin hut and to keep on going late at night. 
Learning to read a map in terms of the terrain you 
know you’ll see, learning to scrub bash as little as is 
strictly necessary. Learning the taste of plants and 
the sounds of birds and the smell of beech forest 
and the feel of rivers around achy knees. I never 
could walk past the perfect swimming holes, never 
could turn my back on that incredible panorama of 
mountains opening up ahead. Then comes yet an-
other learning - how to turn around when it’s nec-
essary, when time is short or conditions are wrong. 
The mountain will still be there. Let’s make sure we 
will be, too. 

There’s been many experiences I’ve been lucky to 
walk away from just fine. Floating down a river on 
the back of an overloaded Toyota hilux, and rolling 
my car three times, are a couple that come to mind. 
Followed by, climbing the mountain anyway, and 
never feeling more alive.

Every trip is so intensely special, so completely dif-
ferent. Some trips solo, or just with close friends, 
magical times camping by frozen lakes, reading 
books, spontaneous hair cuts and exploring. Other 
trips ten people from various OUTC generations 
gather to climb a mountain. Some trips travel far 
on alpine ridges, where focus is essential. Others 
take 8 hours of steep bushbashing, only to camp 
in the rain in the freezing tussocky tops, sharing 
laughs and tea and good yarns and spooning until 
morning dawns crisp and bright, for a brief wan-
der along the peaks and a snowball fight. Then it’s 
time to bushbash back down, to be spat back out 
on the road where we started, where seemingly 
nothing has changed except a bit of grime and a lot 
of leaves. But we know, everything has changed. It 

always does, every time. 
And once you’ve learned that that’s the way life can 
be, constantly full of change and wonder, effort and 
cold misery and absolute joy… Once you’ve learnt 
that, how can you ever go back?

Perhaps it is simply being exposed to the school of 
life, but I feel like I learnt far more from my OUTC 
trips than I ever did from my degree. Although it 
helps that my degree was in ecology so really it was 
all interconnected. 

If you want a job in ecology or conservation, the 
best skills you can possibly have are field skills, the 
ability to move in the outdoors, and know from ex-
perience about the ecosystem that surrounds you. 
The next best skills are how to work well together 
with a small group of people, when you are prob-
ably wet, cold, tired and hungry, and hours away 
from any external help. Needless to say, the OUTC 
gave me the best training possible for what I do 
now.

I don’t know what the next months or years will 
hold, but I’m sure they’ll be pretty crazy. Society 
as normal has been pretty surely uprooted. In New 
Zealand’s wilderness, glaciers and permanent snow 
have receded even in the years I’ve been out and 
about exploring them. A mega beech mast has led 
to more mice, rats and stoats than I have ever seen. 
Working as both a trapper and a bird researcher, 
I’ve seen the impacts of this. 

But, right now, I feel like I’ve got life sorted. Liv-
ing life in the mountains, breathing mountain air, I 
am safe from the worst pandemic of them all - Na-
ture Deficit Disorder. I am incredibly lucky. I have 
found a mountain family of people who care for 
each other through all sorts of obstacles of terrain, 
weather and exhaustion. I have found people who 
can always take a moment to take wonder in the 
birds and plants and places where we wander. And 
I can’t help but feel - if we can keep hold of this; this 
wonder, this culture, this mountain life - we can 
cope with anything.

Thank you, OUTC, for giving me life, in all the best 
ways. •
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Another year, another period of staying sendy! An 
immense thank you to everyone that helped out 
and kept the stoke levels high, couldn’t have done 
it without you. Much climbing was done by all with 
exciting big weekends and sending hard at the local 
Dunedin crags.
Quick and short summary: 
Climbing Wednesdays
Fun laid back climbing in the evenings during day-
light savings. These casual weeknights were of great 
fun, it was awesome seeing such a range of climbers 
out: hardcore boulderers, sendy sporters, trad dab-
blers, and many just starting out their path to excit-
ing vertical ascention and the eventual, inevitable 
road to dirt baggery. It’s beautiful seeing returning 
climbers progress and sending their projects, you’re 
all incredible!

Wanaka Climbing Tr ip
A post Easter trip to enjoy a change of scene: crag-
ging in Wanaka. 15 or so of us headed up from 
Dunedin Friday night, staying in Albert Town 
campground. Meeting up with local Wanaka 
friends, we set up a few top-ropes and sampled 
many climbs at Roadside crag (Shortcut to Expo-
sure highly recommended). Moving on to Hospital 
flat and the real reason this trip was conceived: A 
BBQ on the Tombstone. Hash browns and bangers! 
Big thanks Jesse, Timo, Sam, and Rowan for logis-
tics and hoisting.

RockCraf t
A welcome logistical change from previous years, 
rockcraft was absent of theory/prep nights at Logan 
Park High School gym. Instead, ripping straight 
into learning in one solid day at Long Beach Caves. 
A big big thank you to everyone that came and 
helped out, providing beginners with an opportu-
nity to upskill could not be done without you. And 
thanks to everyone willing to learn, your enthusi-
asm and stoke for the day makes it a joy to organise 
this event.

OUTC continues to have a thriving climbing com-
munity with all the frothers consistently hiring out 
climbing gear throughout the year. Keep it up, stay 
stoked. Stay sendy - Conor. •

CLIMBER’S REVUE
CONOR VAESSEN
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Topping out

TIMO & JESSE SETUP THE BBQ

HASHBROWN SEND

CHEEKY

TOMBSTONE PARTY

ROCKCRAFT

REN BOULDERING AT CASTLE HILL (EY)

THE DAWN WALL (DK) GORSE REMOVAL AFTER CLIMBING CUTTING CRAG (RR)
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OTAGO / SOUTHLAND

There exists a certain point, not always defined by 
a moment but more by a feeling, when a climbing 
trip evolves from a mission to an epic. Perhaps you 
find yourself on yet another belay, your toes sting-
ing with cold, your eyes fixated on the small circle 
of light your headtorch shines on an anchor with at 
least one decent piece. Or maybe you see the sun-
rise, for a second time without sleeping. Think of it 
in the way of a river crossing, ankle deep and you 
aren’t really crossing a river, knee deep and things 
are starting to get fun, but as the water moves up 
the thighs things get a bit more tense until all of 
a sudden the crisp, glacial water grabs your crotch 
with overwhelming hostility; this is known as the 
critical point. Following this analogy, Mason Gard-
ner, Liam Pyott and I were about nipple deep dur-
ing our ascent of the south face of Mount Aspiring.

The winter of ’19 had been slower than we had 
hoped. It began with Liam and Mason sending it to 
Wye Creek for 5 days of ice climbing in June. Soon 
after, Liam injured his foot on the piss then re-in-
jured it on the surf. On top of this, the weather was 
particularly un-corporative with the weekly storm 
cycle leaving Tuesdays and Wednesdays typically 
clear while the weekends took on the cold fronts; 
not ideal weather for students. My winter warmup 
consisted of a single day of ice and mixed cragging 
in the Remarkables. Well, when Mason sparked 
the stoke on Aspiring the weekend before the 7th 
of September, and the weather forecast pulled 
through like a homie, we thought “surely we climb 
the south face”. We chose ‘the original route’ as it 
has a technical grade of 4 and a commitment grade 
of IV (harder grades than any of us had climbed 

NO SMALL TRIP
ASPIRING NP, SOUTH FACE  OF MT ASPIRING.
CAMERON JARDELL
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before) which stretches 530 meters diagonally from 
the lookers left on the face. We stared at pictures of 
the route like it was a vein of gold in the days before 
we made our attempt. 

I walked into Liam’s flat on Thursday night to find 
him and Mason sorting gear on the floor of his bed-
room. After extensive yarns, the boys piled their 
weekend kit in ol’ Jasper (my Mitsubishi van) and 
we hit the dark, windy roads. It was splendid catch-
ing up with Mason who had driven down form 
Christchurch that morning. Conversation flowed 
like my flatmate’s raps (surprisingly good but rath-
er hoary [shout out to MC Skinny penis]), making 
the 5-hour drive fly by as if we were rolling our way 
down to long beach for an evening of sport climb-
ing. We arrived at Raspberry Flat carpark quite late 
leaving us with a theoretical sleep of three and a 
half hours before we began the long march up the 
West Matukituki valley. A sweeping feeling of Déjà 
vu hit as the three of us laid in our sleeping bags 
in the back of my van, something the three of us 
had done more than a year previously before our 
ascent of Mount Rolleston. Our climbing may had 
progressed, but at least one thing remained con-
stant: Liam sleeping on his warehouse foamy while 
Mason and I lounged on air filled sacs, several cen-
timeters above the man.

In the back of a van with heavy prospects of ascent, 
theoretical sleep does not line up perfectly with 
realized sleep. Despite a bit of tossing and turning 
and a hilariously gruesome sleep talk courteous of 
Mason, our team woke effortlessly and damn near 
happily. We spent the next hour and a half fixing 
some morning tea and packing our back-packs 
with everything we needed for the mission. Along 
with everyone’s assortment of personal equipment 
we brought 2 brand new half ropes, 8 alpine draws, 
4 quick draws, 8 ice screws, 3 cams, one rack of nuts 
and 4 pitons. These nifty bits plus whatever else we 
had made for a solid load to slog up the hill. We left 
the car at daybreak.

Our walk up the valley was well paced and we had 

no issue getting up to French Ridge Hut. We had 
raced up the track with a quick pit-stop at the As-
piring Hut to drop off a copy of the freshly printed 
2018 Antics. It was there that we met an Australian 
man by the name of Mick who had recently discov-
ered the fun and fulfilling world of mountaineering. 
Mick was headed up to French Ridge Hut as well. 
We paused our charge once again at the Matukituki 
ford across from the French ridge trailhead where 
we watched Mick graciously run across the stream 
in his boots and gaiters with exquisite execution 
that would surely have impressed the best Olympic 
gymnast. The long slog up roots and rocks through 
the steep beech forest to French Ridge hut was 
nothing unexpected, but even though our minds 
knew what to expect, our calves seemed to have 
missed the memo. Liam’s foot was doing quite well 
which gave everyone in the group much relief, al-
though good things usually do not travel without 
a catch and it was soon discovered that Liam had 
forgotten his head torch at the Aspiring Hut. Big 
cock up. We reached the hut in good time with our 
snowshoes after passing up ol’mate post-holing up 
the warm snowy rollers. As the four of us relaxed 
with some tea on the wooden benches inside the 
hut exchanging yarns, Mason piped up and asked 
the good man if he had a spare headtorch. As it 
turns out, Mick was a very prepared camper and 
gave Liam a spare (which was an upgrade from the 
grocery-store model he had before). We told him 
we would return the gear when we stayed at French 
Ridge Hut on Saturday night after our summit 
push. Our heavy packs were soon full and back on 
the shoulders for the trudge upwards to the quar-
terdeck. 

Light flakes of snow whizzed around us while one 
step at a time we progressed up the endlessly wind-
ing ridge. The precipitation, although light, did 
give us a bit of uncertainty since combined with 
a hefty wind could have caused complications at 
higher elevations. We kept moving though, slower 
now however, since the length of the approach be-
gan to catch up with us. The quarterdeck boasted 
small seracs, which none of us had ever seen the 
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likes of considering at the same time last year they 
were completely filled in with snow. We picked our 
way through the mellow ice blocks and eventually 
onto the quarterdeck itself only to find ourselves 
in a whiteout of cloud. We considered roping up 
to cross the upper plateau of the Bonar, more for 
the security of staying together in such low visibil-
ity but decided to keep moving forward. It wasn’t 
long before the clouds began to disperse leaving 
the glacier clear while a dense ceiling hung over 
us, shielding the south face of the mountain from 
view. After gaining the snow slopes on the other 
side of the alpine valley, we spotted a collection of 
angular ice walls no more than 3 metres high. We 
chose a wee spot between two of these dense, blue 
protrusions for our luxury bivouac. Mason and I 
got to work excavating a state-of-the-art hole for 
the three of use to sleep in while our experienced 
chef prepared his signature dish: a dried mixture 
of various meats, vegies and carbs splashed in a 
‘hot water sauce’ sourced from a glacier high in the 
mountains. As the sun dipped beneath the frosty 
peaks over the other end of the glacier, the clouds 
began to part. “Oh fuck” I heard from behind me of 
which I promptly shuffled over to where Liam was 
standing. “Holy shit” I exclaimed as the enormous 
south face loomed over us with commanding stat-
ure. “Are we going to climb that?” Mason said in as-
tonishment. Just after enough anxiety was gained, 
the clouds folded inwards to once again cover the 
mountain from view. The temperature ‘dropped it 
like it’s hot’ except it was not hot, it was very, very 
cold. We each crawled into our bivvy bags for the 
night with the wind still nagging for attention, dot-
ted with little snowflakes just along for the ride.
 
With the wind now absent, the mates’ occasional 
stirring inside the gortex sacs which encased us was 
all that broke the still, freezing air. After a glance at 
my phone to check what heathenous hour we had 
awoken, I slumped back into my bag. “Its three in 
the morning, lads” stated Mason. “I know” said I. 
Mason was quick to evacuate his bivvy bag, excited 
to finally be free from a sleeping shelter that must 
have put his resting state somewhere between suffo-

cation, and constriction. I soon followed and stood 
up from my bivvy to a bedazzled sky. We prepared 
ourselves a bit of tea and some measly then began 
to get ‘send ready’. After a while of eating, sipping 
and sorting, we threw our packs on our backs and 
roped up for the rest of the approach slog. I lead 
the walk up the rolling, snowy slopes toward the 
glittering south face, periodically detouring around 
possible crevasses. Surprisingly, we gained the last 
mellow strip of snow before a staunch bergschrund 
and ice walls signaled the start of the face. With 
an hour left before sunlight we opted to sit on our 
packs to enjoy a mean cuppa with the sunrise while 
enjoying all the splendors of the solar and earthen 
interceptions before us. 

“Right, reckon we should get on it then” Mason ex-
claimed, breaking the stillness of the moment. The 
massive south face struck nerves in the back of my 
neck (and I assume the others) although with this 
comes the best part of mountaineering, the over-
coming of stress and the liberation of the mind. 
With intrinsic purpose we marched our three-man 
army - lead by Mason - to the gates of the icy castle 
and began to cross its mighty moat. To our relief, 
the snow bridge over the shrund held and we were 
soon tearing our way up the snowy slope. We un-
roped as to avoid one person’s misfortune becom-
ing a horrible game of dominos, in the off chance 
we ‘taunters of gravity’ were to make a whoopsie. 
We moved diagonally over the snow slopes, our 
feet penetrating right up to the arches of our feet 
for secure footing but efficient movement. The 
conditions were perfect for some alpine soloing 
(complete with seracs beneath us to make things 
interesting), however, like a limited free trial to a 
trendy internet subscription, our speedy upward 
gains eventually came to an end and our true climb 
up the face began. 

Stricken with a new wave of excitement we scut-
tled up to the point of convergence between the 
stiff névé-esq snow and the endless sheets of hard 
alpine ice that lead like roads, dodging rocky fac-
es and outcroppings, all the way to the summit. A 
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quick v-thread to tie into and soon we began strip-
ping our two half-ropes between us. Liam was up 
first. His harness was chocker full of clingity bits, 
green and red ropes dangled from his crotch, his 
hands clenched his icetools while his eyes scanned 
the near vertical world we were about to enter. “I 
think I’m sweet as” Liam said with reserve in his 
voice. We gave him words of encouragement as 
the familiar ‘chick-chick-chuck’ of metal penetrat-
ing ice shot through the cold alpine air. Liam was 
rhythmic in his motion and stopped about eight 
metres up to place an ice screw. “How is it?” I yelled 
up to him. “Hmmm its alright” he said before start-
ing up again. A bit further and a good piece of rock 
protection was discovered, much to his relief, but 
also to ours since with our 60 meter umbilical ac-
cords stretched between us, if a fall were to occur 
and the pro were to fail, it’s all for one and one for 
ahhhhh! After a wee while Liam disappeared from 
our vision, which although this didn’t really change 
the climbing, an instantaneous feeling of isolation 
snaps us into a continuous game of ‘what the fuck 
do you reckon he’s doing up there?’ As the pitch 
dragged on, the ropes became more frequently still 
and we assumed he was finding pro and or taking 
rests. Since it was the first pitch, neither Mason 
or I had an understanding of exactly what Liam 
was tackling and as time ticked away and the cold 
seeped into our extremities, we became somewhat 
impatient. Of course, there was nothing we could 
do but wish the man good luck in what ended up 
being a tricky puzzle of the anchor building type. 
After an hour had passed we were stoked to hear 
a muffled signal telling us to begin the next step in 
the pitch: the following. Liam pulled up the ropes 
and Mason and I staggered ourselves several me-
tres apart before climbing simultaneously up the 
streak of ice. The ice offered fantastic placements 
for picks and front points with almost every stick 
being bomber on the first swing. It was, however, 
quite thin in places which meant ice screws were 
very hit or miss, but it also meant that under bulg-
es where rocks hid underneath a thin layer of ice, 
usually an air pocket dwelt at its base which after a 
barrage of kicking would make good platforms to 

rest and could accommodate half of both feet and 
occasionally the whole things! 

“No sudden movements on the anchor, guys” Liam 
stated firmly as Mason and I followed up to the an-
chor on top ropes. After a bit of excavating (Liam 
being a geologist must have been used to it) he was 
able to put in two pitons and a little nut. Between 
our ropes and everyone’s safety tethers hooked onto 
the anchor, it looked as if a magical drunken spider 
had spun a rainbow web. My pitch was next so I tied 
myself into the two ropes and after a bit of sorting I 
was on my merry way up the face, whacking in my 
fresh ice picks with so much satisfaction. The ice 
laid in a consistent steepness but not vertical, 55 de-
grees maybe?  It was ‘move-fast’ terrain leaving the 
calves with the brute of the effort rather than the 
arms. Pro was stretched but once in the groove (and 
after one piece was in) it became rather natural. A 
distant, bellowing yell from Liam telling me I was 
almost out of rope triggered an immediate scan of 
the face around me. Only a few metres ahead I saw 
a piece of rock that looked like it held at least one 
small crack. I climbed up another couple meters, 
scrutinizing the subtly textured hunk of rock for 
any weaknesses I could exploit. Soon, I located my 
first target and gently lined up a knife-blade piton 
before bashing the absolute shit out of it with the 
back of my ice tool, letting out a sharp ‘PING’ with 
every attack. After I tinkered away with metal and 
rocks, carabiners and slings, my anchor was ready; 
I called out to the fellows down below. Belaying 
both of them from guide mode, my gaze wondered 
away from the face, the mountain giving way a doz-
en metres below my feet to the sky-bound hunks 
of earth and their glacial sculptors. Before I knew 
it, the bros were upon me and without a moment’s 
hesitation all hands were put to use tying knots, 
untangling ropes and handing over protection to 
Mason who was up next.

Mason sped off towards the summit. A bit of ten-
sion lingered before he was able to get his first piece 
into the ice, since a factor two fall on the anchor 
could be devastating. Knowing that we had spent 
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a decent amount of time on the first two pitches, 
Mason attempted to pick up his speed. Helpful as 
this was towards our goal of reaching the summit 
at a reasonable hour, the climbing itself often wasn’t 
overtly time consuming, it was building those god-
damn anchors since the ice was too thin to reliably 
sink a couple screws into and call it good. Each an-
chor had to be a meticulous concoction of pitons, 
nuts, small cams and the odd shorty ice screw. 
Although the only thing worse than reaching the 
summit late was not reaching the summit at all, so 
we spent ample time on our satisfactory measures 
of security. Mason weaved his way up the streaky 
blue line until the ropes stopped and he began his 
anchor building fiasco. Interesting as well was fol-
lowing, since you have to trust your partners ability 
to build a structurally sound anchor. Trust is an es-
sential part of alpine climbing, trust in your team, 
your gear, and in yourself. Although the three of us 
lack long term climbing experience, the mindset 
that we share lends itself well to a trust for success, 
or at the very least survival.

Time seemed to warp drastically depending on 
weather you were belaying or climbing. The belay-
ers felt the cold pressure of it as they sat uncom-
fortably at the anchor with only the task of untan-
gling the two ropes to keep busy, while on the other 
hand, the climber felt the hot pressure of it between 
being hasty and doing it safely. Being a South face 
in early spring, the sun never found us, and we con-
tinued for hours in the cool shade (this we did not 
take for granted as the sun in New Zealand never 
fails in making the mountains more… dynamic). 
With time in mind, we discussed our options of de-
scent which was to abseil hundreds of meters into 
terrain which we hadn’t climbed up since our route 
was somewhat diagonal on the face. We trusted our 
ability to climb more than what ungodly rappel an-
chors we expected if we were to attempt a retreat. 
“Well, tally ho!” Another three pitches shared be-
tween us and we were positioned below a series of 
rock and ice bulges beneath an ice gully that hope-
fully would lead us to the ridge. The day threat-
ened to bugger off as the shadows on the glacier 

stretched eastward and new shades of light painted 
the landscape. Liam’s foot had given him a decent 
amount of grief on his last pitch which meant I was 
next in the rotation since Mason had just led the 
traverse pitch to get us to up to this point. I touched 
my headtorch to make sure it was still there, know-
ing I would probably need it.

This pitch was different to all the others in that it 
involved a good amount of mixed climbing over 
rock bulges. Pro was for the most part available 
considering so much rock, but interesting and 
sometimes very committing moves were made over 
the dimensional terrain. I peered over ice capped 
rocky protrusions attempting to scout the best line 
through the bastards which became ever more dif-
ficult as daylight dissolved into the dark blue heav-
ens. Now by torchlight I scrambled up through the 
bulges; the sound of metal scraping rock became 
more frequent than I liked. Eventually I found my-
self in a dark rocky corner, the ropes dangled  into 
the dark abyss beneath; I became flustered to find 
a piece of pro. I wasted more time than I wanted 
trying to scrape up something, but my stone sur-
roundings would not co-operate and I was forced 
to make one last balancy traverse over an angular 
bulge to my right, which happened to be the bot-
tom of the ice gully we had spotted earlier. I was 
relieved to be on what appeared to be a solid stretch 
of ice, however drilling into the sheet with my ice 
screws proved otherwise. The ice shimmered in the 
light of my head torch, littered with holes from my 
attempted screw placements. It took at least a half 
an hour before I had a shallow V-thread and two 
shitty ice screws all strung together. Needless to say 
the anchor did not spark joy, except that we were 
one step further to getting off the face.

Waving beams of light from beneath me signaled 
the approach of my comrades. Watching them 
make the last move over the rock was very fun, 
as was their faces when they saw the anchor I had 
belayed them on. Some remarks were made on the 
quality of the pitch but attention soon turned 180 
degrees to the ice gully that we hoped would lead 
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us straight to Coxcomb ridge which was just a lit-
tle ways from the summit. Some desperate banter 
about how fucked in the head we were, combined 
with the light jingle of climbing gear and the pe-
riodic snap of carabineers gave momentary life to 
this isolated piece of earth. “Righto”, Mason made 
no hesitation and began scaling the frozen slab, 
his various bling reflecting a brilliant display from 
our head torches. He stopped about 8 metres up 
to attempt a screw placement but it didn’t go, so 
he kept on his way, kick and swing and kick and 
swing. He found one of those little pocket foot rests 
and was able to get a screw into place which was 
almost deep enough for the whole thing. Mason 
seemed to dart up the gully with impressive, sus-
tained rhythm, and bothered not placing many ice 
screws which failed to present themselves as trust-
worthy in the thin ice. However fast he ascended, 
chunks of ice descended ten fold (known as “din-
ner plating”, when the surface of the ice frequently 
fractures in the form of disks when impacted). Our 
anchor was directly in the line of fire since that was 
where the ice was thickest and we kept our bodies 
hugging the ice and our gaze down, to avoid a facial 
collision. Although this minimized our chances of 
impact, we were periodically struck on the head 
and shoulders which was straining, perhaps more 
psychological than physical. The barrage eventually 
stopped as Mason began engineering a tether point 
and soon the call was made to join him on our next 
cold and dark rest stop.

The gully did not lead to the ridge. Instead, we 
stood under a piton injected rock in soft snow, with 
no obvious markers to our whereabouts. It had 
been nearly 17 hours since we left the glacier and 
took up a life in the vertical realm. Fingers and toes 
fell prey to the cold and our minds were beginning 
to dull from exhaustion and slight dehydration. I 
took lead once again and with determination rath-
er than enthusiasm I began plunging into the light 
alpine snow, gaining a steep fluted shoulder. I put 
in some finicky rock protection before making a 
laborious mixed traverse underneath a rock which 
supported a slope full of soft snow above. With no 

ice or rock there was nothing to do but continue 
plunging through the ever-deepening snow. My 
worries of running out of rope halfway up this 
snow slope with little ability to make an anchor 
were diminished when I reached over the sharp 
snowy crest of the coxcomb ridge. As splendid as 
this achievement was, I was not finished, and soon 
began working my way up the knife edge ridge to 
a small ledge of snow underneath an enormous 
boulder. There was no protection to be found on 
the smooth boulder face, so I pulled yee ol’moun-
taineers technique of the bucket seat belay. Backed 
up with a snow picket, I dug a pit to accept my tired 
ass and reached around my harness for my belay 
device, but to no avail. With my ATC mysteriously 
gone I chose to belay Mason and Liam via my waist 
and soon called down to them with the two ropes 
held in both hands and slung around my back. Fi-
nally, I had a moment to appreciate our spectacular 
location. Stationed in my hole between two grand 
cliffs that fell hundreds of meters, I gazed upon a 
silvery mountain landscape painted by moonlight 
and bordered with glittering stars. Despite this 
spectacle, the anchor of exhaustion attempted to 
drag me into a slumber which is a dangerous se-
duction when belaying two people by your hip. My 
state of delirium was somewhat cured when the 
mates arrived at the ridge which we had worked so 
hard to gain.

We knew the summit had to be near, although we 
contained ourselves considering the idea of “surely 
just one more pitch” was often of disappointment. 
Without much a due, Mason took over the gear 
and began tackling the snowy traverse to the left 
of the boulder blockade. With a couple points of 
protection in the boulder, he quickly got the best 
of the obstacle and was punching his way back 
onto the ridge proper. A spark of exuberance lifted 
our tired limbs for our last charge against gravity 
when Mason shouted from yonder “This is it, I’m 
at the Summit!” Liam and I were soon crawling our 
way up and over the brim of ice that held the title 
of summit. Mason was sunk into a snow pit with 
a wide smile, his first ascent of Mount Aspiring. 
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Liam was right behind and let out a “Holy fuck, 
that was pretty gnarly” with a classic Liam smirk, 
for indeed it was quite gnar. After 18 hours and 
10 pitches we had done what we set out to do and 
took a single celebratory selfie, our faces describe 
more than what I am capable of writing. We had 
endured our climb that began as a humble weekend 
mission but morphed into an epic that pushed us 
all to our technical, physical and phycological lim-
its. That moment of transition where you no longer 
feel on top of the game but instead bashing through 
the guts of it; it struck us each in our own times of 
action. For Liam, I believe it was his last lead when 
he no longer entirely trusted his ankle to cement 
his body to his front points. For Mason, it was likely 
when he realized the ice was too shallow for a screw 
on his last pitch and was forced to continue with 
minimal protection during the steepest and most 
tiring pitch of the climb. For me, it was trying des-
perately to find a nut placement in the dark rock 
corner before making the last traverse over the rock 
bulge. Despite our overcoming’s, it was not pride 
or happiness that cradled our weary minds, but in-
stead an oppressive dread of knowing we had a long 
way to get off the mountain.

Under light of the moon and the stars, and our 
headtorches too, we marched in unison down the 
northwest ridge. Variable snow caught our aching 
feet by surprise, unexpectedly putting unwanted 
pressure on our toes which had been thrust contin-
uously against the hard ice for nearly three quarters 
of the day. The unfortunate affair that was Liam’s 
unhealed ankle became evident at this time in his 
lack of gusto descending the snow slope; since go-
ing down put a considerable amount of stress on his 
already overburdened joint. Although his handicap 
was slowing him down, his sense of perseverance 
forbade complaints and his face showed no pain, 
only concentration on a distant realm of comfort. 
We took breaks along the way, and not solely for 
the sake of Liam, although his temporary rests were 
required to keep progress. Eventually we arrived at 
the top of ‘the ramp’ (a classic mountaineering route 
up a snow ramp on the western side of the moun-

tain) which was subsequently invaded by our team 
after some discussion and conditions assessments. 
The snow was cold and firm, delivering confidence 
in our footing as we downclimbed the angled snow 
slope. I was in lead and fixed myself into a good 
rhythm only to look back up at Mason who was not 
very far, and Liam who was a bit further. The ramp 
was not a place I was too keen to hang around and 
headed downwards with speed while waiting occa-
sionally to make sure I could see the others who 
were working their way down at their own pace. 
After losing sight over a shoulder I waited for sev-
eral minutes which turned into many. Anxious to 
get to a better resting place I continued my descent 
to a rocky outcropping where I sat on a boulder to 
wait. Time becomes very difficult to measure by 
sense when all senses are tainted by exhaustion, but 
it was likely about an hour before Mason joined me 
on the outcrop and said that Liam wasn’t too far be-
hind. But no Liam arrived anytime soon and with 
growing concern we decided to ditch our bags and 
climb back up to find him. We spotted him once we 
reached the shoulder and waited for our comrade 
to rejoin our ranks. With worsening pains in his 
ankle he could not descend any quicker and after 
another long break we continued down a moderate 
couloir, eventually reaching the low-angle ground 
of the Bonar Glacier.

Our overall pace did not increase with the many 
breaks we took in accordance with Liam’s faulty an-
kle. The lure of tranquil rest threatened to seduce us 
and leave us to unconsciously be picked apart by the 
bitter cold that surrounded us. A hundred meters 
were gained at a time, and with several kilometers 
to trek before we could safely rest in our bivouac we 
were hours before sleep could be accepted and sore 
bodies stilled. A compromise between lucid com-
prehension and drifting slumber was made up in 
each of our minds in order to physically continue 
our nocturnal glacial trek. In this state of mind we 
felt so close to our end goal, to accomplishment and 
time could not move fast enough. I walked in front 
and broke trail through the windswept snowscape, 
driven deeply by the thought of my bivvy sack. 
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Three souls in the company of a glacier, inching to-
wards reprieve, unroped. 

I began to make goals for myself before resting in 
the snow which helped me make more ground, lit-
tle by little. Liam and Mason became smaller dots 
of light in the distance and I decided to reach the 
rocky ridge which our camp was just over yonder. 
‘Just a bit further’ I told myself as I plunged boot 
holes into the snow with reassurance of a good long 
rest at the rocks to wait for the mates. The wind 
painted different streaks of spindrift over the layers 
of crust and ice which added a complicated texture 
to an otherwise gently flowing landscape. I scanned 
the terrain, constantly assessing minor route find-
ing when suddenly I stopped and starred at an in-
teresting streak of wind scarring. The scar looked 
ever so slightly different and was longer than any 
I had seen. After a moment of contemplation be-
tween ‘just another wind scar’ or ‘a hidden crevasse’ 
I decided it was probably just another wind scar but 
I got on my hands and knees to disperse my weight 
and crawled over the suspicious bit. It turned out to 
be uneventful and I began trudging off towards the 
rocky ridgeline once again, having shrugged off the 
moment as another bit of windswept snow. 

A distant call broke the emptiness of the night. Too 
muffled to interpret, I turned around and stopped 
to listen again. The call sounded once again from a 
light a couple hundred metres back towards where 
I had come. I broke into a paced run with urgency 
and realized as I got closer, the clarity of only one 
headtorch. A new adrenaline built steadily with 
every step. Dire situations played in my head but 
only one made sense, which was regretfully con-
firmed when I was close enough to hear Mason yell 
“Liam fell into a crevasse! And it’s deep!”. Fuck. 

For the first time in almost 24 hours, time rushed 
frantically away from us and every second had to 
be made useful, for Liam was truly in a bad situ-
ation. “He isn’t hurt, but he is buried and can’t 
move” Mason explained as I approached the beast 
that had swallowed our friend. I glanced over the 

gaping strip of nothingness; deep blue vertical walls 
plunged into the glacier separating Mason and I. It 
was in fact the wind scar I had crawled over only 
minutes before. With the reassuring news that 
Liam was uninjured (incredibly) and could breath, 
our time constraint drastically expanded. A rescue 
was now in order, and with a swift hustle, both of 
us were compiling useful gear from our packs. In 
order to prevent another catastrophic plunge into 
the abyss, Mason was restricted to his side of the 
crevasse, and me to mine. He began tossing over 
useful items including a snow picket and some 
slings. “I reckon you can use your pack as a dead-
man” Mason suggested. A splendid idea indeed. I 
immediately began excavating a small pit to bury 
my pack with a thin dugout line leading to the cre-
vasse for the sling to sit, aiding in force direction. 
My backpack now buried (and with a quick snow 
picket for a backup) I clipped one of the half ropes 
into a locking carabiner attached to some webbing 
leading to the anchor. With an avalanche shovel, 
extra slings, my ice-tools and my petzl crevasse res-
cue kit, I stepped backwards over the lip of snow 
and steadily lowered myself into the guts of the gla-
cier in search of our lost Liam.

A downward tending ramp of snow from the fallen 
snow bridge, beginning only a few metres down, 
stretched deep between sheer walls of ice to where a 
small strip of light emitted. I abseiled diagonally to 
the light and found Liam with only his face and left 
arm free of the packed snow cocoon which trapped 
him. The majority of the fallen snow ramp rested 
above him, terminating in a small overhang that 
threatened to engulf him in his precarious position 
if provoked. Carefully, I made my way to the other 
side of Liam where the fallen snow stopped entirely, 
and I could see the remainder of the crevasse fall 
below where Liam was lodged. “This is definitely 
going in Antics” I exclaimed as I attempted to se-
cure a stance between the narrow walls of about 
one metre’s width. Although he was not in a hu-
morous state, he was far from panicked and calmly 
said “I’m not as worried as I probably should be.” 
I asked if he was hurt at all and he replied that his 
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ankle was in great pain, although this was the case 
before the fall and it only exacerbated what was al-
ready present. “I think the crevasse keeps on going” 
Liam stated, “Be really careful not to trigger any-
thing.” With this in mind the first task was to dig 
deep enough to reach his harness and tie him into 
the rope incase the supporting snow gave out. 

Using my snow shovel, I quickly scooped snow 
away from Liam’s neck and shoulders, however the 
problem of where to put the excavated snow quick-
ly became apparent. I got into a process of moving 
snow from around Liam into a pile at my feet then 
turning my torso to scoop the pile off the snow 
ledge into the ever-narrowing abyss. I was able to 
get both his shoulders and arms free and sling a 
piece of webbing underneath his armpits to tie into 
the rope for safety. His upper body was the easy 
part however, and progress was gained increasingly 
more slowly with half of every scoop falling back 
down and the two-step excavation to get rid of the 
frozen tailings. After what must have been nearly 
an hour after he had fallen, Liam was still far from 
liberation and the excruciating presence of hypo-
thermia threatened to take over. Liam remained 
calm but made me aware of how cold he was, and I 
could start to see it affecting him in his movements 
and his speech. “I don’t know man, should we pull 
the PLB?” I said exhausted from heaving snow and 
worried for his temperature. “This is probably the 
kind of thing the PLB is for” he replied, pondering 
deeply before calling out “Mason! Pull the PLB!”. A 
muffled confirmation from Mason gave us a second 
to pause, as it felt the rescue was entering a new lev-
el. “Wait, don’t pull the PLB, we can do this.” Liam 
said quickly. “Don’t pull the PLB! Mason, Don’t pull 
it! Liam changed his mind!” I yelled back up. We 
had what it took for a self-rescue and Liam knew it; 
despite the chill seeping into his core like water in 
an old wooden boat. Only time buffered the reality 
of a Liam popsicle. 

With his arms and torso free, the snow no longer 
had direct contact with his core and he was able 
to maneuver his body to aid the digging. As I dug 

deeper nearing his left thigh, the hole became too 
tight for the shovel and I began a hand scooping 
technique reminiscent of a swimming stroke as I 
laid on my stomach while Liam thrusted his tor-
so one way and then the other to make room for 
my arms. Eventually we reached all the way to his 
left ankle but to my surprise and Liam’s frustra-
tion he still could not lift his foot free. “Ahhhh! It 
won’t fucking move, man! I can’t get enough force 
on it because my other leg is sticking out kind of 
sideways.” I tried to visualize the position of his 
right leg, cast out at an angle directly underneath 
the overhanging snow. I began carefully chiseling 
away at the hardpacked snow thinking about both 
our entrapment if the overhang suddenly collapsed. 
Eventually I had freed enough of his right leg that 
he was able to lunge his body in the other direction 
and wiggle his foot free. Things fell right into place 
and now that his right foot could press downward, 
he loosened his left foot and lifted it up. It was done. 
Liam was officially a free man and enjoyed being 
able to move his limbs once again. A short rejoice 
then up to the next task. Peering up the diagonal 
snowfall an orange and yellow light shimmered 
through the hole to the surface. Daylight had broke 
while we struggled in the icy depths, which enticed 
us greatly. I thought Liam should go up first in or-
der to get warm in the sun and finally put the cre-
vasse behind him. He took out his old cord and tied 
two prusiks around the double strands but they had 
accumulated too much frozen moisture and the 
friction, after being weighted, became too much to 
slide the knot up the rope. I then gave Liam my ti-
bloc and microtraxion to use as mechanical ascend-
ers as they would be much easier for him with his 
frozen hands, the only problem was that the rope 
was not tied to the anchor and could not be ascend-
ed on one strand (stupid). So, I took out my prusiks 
and ascended the rope into the new day, grabbing 
desperately at the soft surface snow to haul myself 
over the lip. I greeted Mason - who was relieved to 
be in company again - then secured the anchor and 
yelled down to Liam who began ascending his way 
to the surface. 
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Liam sat down on his pack and rested in the sun 
while I collected the debris of gear that was buried 
by the spindrift and removed the deadman anchor 
that was my pack. I tossed the rope over to Mason, 
still on the other side of the crevasse and with all 
three of us tied in we walked parallel to the mon-
strous crack until Mason could cross safely. With 
more than 24 hours without sleep, our marching 
was reduced to a mere mindless stumble. It was not 
long before we were back at our bivouac between 
the blue, sloping ice walls where we all took a mo-
ment to ourselves before discussing our next move. 
It was decided that it was not worth sleeping on the 
glacier and that the best thing was to get across the 
Bonar and down to French ridge hut as soon as we 
had some breakfast and packed our bags. The fresh 
morning sun glinted across the gently rolling val-
ley, striking us with a forgotten warmth. Liam posi-
tioned himself in the sun and slumped down on his 
pack with his elbow resting on his knee, supporting 
his head which periodically bobbed around as he 
emitted strange mumbling sounds. Mason and I 
found his semi-lucid state somewhat entertaining 
and decided to let him rest for as long as we could. 
It was nearing 9 AM and we decided to start our de-
scent to the hut where we could enjoy a proper rest. 
Waking up Liam took several tries, but we managed 
to get everything together and began slogging back 
to the quarterdeck, tied together this time with 
Liam between Mason and I. 

I walked in front, eyeing the enormous yet mellow 
bowl shape of the glacier, when suddenly I felt the 
rope go tight. At first I thought It was one of the 
others taking a rest or fiddling with gear, but there 
was no slack after several moments. I turned around 
only to see Liam standing upright with his head 
tilted slightly to the right and his arms drooped at 
his sides. “Liam!” I shouted and tugged on the rope 
which jostled him back to the real world. “Sorry, 
I was thinking about Isaac’s barbecue chicken and 
thern I fell asleep.” We all took a second to laugh this 
out, astonished that he managed to pass out while 
walking across a glacier. After many forced steps 
with aching bodies, we reached the quarterdeck 
where we proceeded to strip the thick collection of 
thermal layers which kept us alive over the last 32 
hours. The uninterrupted rays of the sun soon had 
to face the blanket of clouds that hovered over the 

Matukituki valley. We un-roped and meandered 
our way down the quarter deck, through the small 
seracs and continued down through misty clouds 
that blended with the snow, hiding the enormous 
cliffs that hug the quarterdeck from our view. It 
wasn’t long before we emerged beneath the clouds 
and could see the piercing red hut down the ridge. 
Flooded with joy that we were so close to a com-
fortable shelter, the last few hundred meters were 
marched with haste, until finally, the squeak of the 
large metal handle and the creek of the old wooden 
door presented us with a vision that occupied our 
minds relentlessly since reaching the summit. Gear 
shed off our bodies like springtime avalanches be-
fore we hobbled into the kitchen to place our sore 
buttocks on the lay-Z-boy of all wooden benches. A 
moment to mentally metabolize the entire mission: 
the good, the bad, and the fucking scary.
 
Sleep was utter bliss but passed by faster than Liam 
can fall into a glacier. We reluctantly evicted our-
selves from the bunks that had cradled our aching 
bodies most dearly for about 2 and a half hours. 
After some tea, and a discussion of our missed ren-
dezvous with Mick at the hut, we began loading our 
packs once again to continue our decent into the 
valley below. Still exhausted, we trudged on down 
through the old snow made slushy by the impend-
ing heat of fresh sunshine. The snow soon gave way 
to a muddy trough between alpine tussock which 
took us straight into the army of Southern beech 
trees, ornamented with brightly colored lichens. 
Gaps between the sprouting canopy leaked sunlight 
onto the white streaked bark of sturdy trunks; col-
umns above a lush green carpet of mosses. An old 
growth forest of Southern Beech on a sunny day is 
one the most tranquil environments New Zealand 
has to offer and comforts well, those who know 
the harshness yet more extreme beauty of the high 
mountains. The sound of the rushing water of the 
West Matukituki river greeted us cheerfully when 
we had reached the bottom of the steep, winding 
trail. Even the gathering militia of sandflies could 
not thwart our relief. However, this accomplish-
ment was only another step towards the ultimate 
and most precious of milestones… the van.

Many kilometers laid ahead of us before we could 
meet the sweet comfort of cushioned seats, banger 
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tunes and our treasure of snacks, including the de-
licious cans of vanilla creamed rice we had stashed. 
Well-paced but not enthusiastically, we made our 
way down the flat track as darkness began to en-
gulf us where we walked. Step after step after step, 
tedious effort it was, and the distance could not 
be covered quickly enough. Light conversations, 
mostly unintelligent due to our lack of sleep kept 
the air between us at a comfortable temperature. 
We still stopped frequently to rest and let Liam give 
his ankle a break which had literally carried more 
than his weight up 3000 meters of rock mud and 
snow over more than 30 kilometers in two and a 
half days. We walked through the darkness of the 
forest and appeared on the other side to a light that 
showed through a window, only a couple hundred 
meters away. I made my way to the Aspiring Hut 
with Liam and Mason not far behind, and quickly 
dropped my pack to let the bench bare my weight. 
Liam and Mason did the same and took a long rest 
as we yarned with a couple who were hanging out 
in the hut and did not expect people to approach 
from up the valley during the night. We told them 
of our adventure, which seemed almost to have 
never happened. 

The last several kilometers proved the most painful 
and seemed to go on the longest. We stopped more 
frequently as well, often laying in the grass beside 
the trail and looking at the stars for a pleasant dis-
traction. Our knowledge of the track allowed us 
to know how far out we were which caused us to 
hurry a bit, knowing the van was just around the 
corner, until suddenly there she was. With decrep-
it movements we all made it to the van where we 
could finally appreciate the mission. It was over, 
as far as manual transport was concerned, and we 
could now relax. I plugged in the music and skulled 
the emergency red bull I kept under the seat. Then, 
with a rev of the diesel engine we were headed 
home for lectures in the morning. •

Sunrise over the Bonar Glacier (CJ)

LIAM ON FIRST PITCH (CJ)

Mason and Liam approaching the

bergschrund beneath the South Face (CJ)
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Crevasse on the Bonar with

collapsed snow bridge (MG)

SUMMIT SELFIE (CJ)

Liam and Mason having a rest above

THE quarterdeck (CJ)

SOUTH FACE OF MT ASPIRING (CJ)

LIAM IN A CREVASSE (CJ)
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Thursday - started feeling a bit ergh.
Friday - decided it’s just a cold. She’ll be right.

The monday morning after Paradise, at student 
health. They are calling an ambulance, sending me 
to hospital. Suspected influenza and pneumonia. 
What were you doing on the weekend they ask… 
well……

What I tell the student health doctor: “I was feeling 
a bit sick so I went for a bit of a walk.”
What I really mean, “I had a fever and was cough-
ing up icky stuff and blood, so I decided to go for a 
15.5 hour tramp up Mt. Erebus and swim in Lake 
Wilson. Have been throwing up for last 36 hours 
and passed out twice during that time (not during 
the tramp but on the Sunday)...”

Doctor - “You have a temperature of 39.6 degrees, 
resting heart rate of 135, resp rate of 42. You are 
quite sick. Why would you go for a walk?”
Me - “Why be sick in bed when you could be sick 
with a view?”
Doctor - “Must have been some walk to have a 
good view.”
Ha. Yeah some walk.

Thanks for a truly awesome Paradise team. Explor-
ing with you made being sick infinitely more fun. 
Also thanks so so much to Charlotte for staying 
with me in hospital for an entire day! Sorry for ex-
posing you all to Influenza A (H3N2)... •

MOUNTAINS, LAKES 
& INFLUENZA
ASPIRING NP, MT EREBUS.
MADDY WHITTAKER

Sky-High

Everyone on two legs

Influenza A is not fun
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I had been stuck in Dunedin for too many week-
ends between work and crappy weather. My feet 
and my heart were itching to get away. With this 
in mind I devised a plan to not let work get in the 
way, I would leave Dunedin after a busy day taking 
graduation photos and then pick up some compa-
triots for an overnight mission to Jubilee Hut and 
Yellow Ridge.
This all just about fell apart as the party dwindled 
down from four to two. However the forecast for 
Sunday was fantastic, so I was determined to go 
hell or high water. It wasn’t until 3:30pm that I fi-
nally left to pick up the sole survivor of my gang, 
Natasha. After a quick stop at the supermarket we 
were off in the direction of Silverpeaks. Mr Google 
had other ideas, leading us down a dead end before 
finally taking us to the DOC carpark. The weather 
was the best it had been all day as we set off , which 
isn’t saying much given it had been pissing down 
for the day. Tash was wearing a bright retro ski jack-
et, which paired well with my battered old Swandri.
The views were good, although we were keenly 
aware of the slowly setting sun, a result of our late 

departure. Our march upward took us ever closer 
to looming grey clouds that were being propelled by 
brisk Antarctic winds. The effect of the two afore-
mentioned phenomenon was a spectacular orange 
cloud drifting behind the far ridgelines before us.
As we climbed around to the right of Silver Peak, 
over the ridge we had our breath taken away again 
as an expanse of dimly lit valley was laid out be-
fore us, punctuated by monoliths of stone. This was 
all rather pretty but rather distracted us from the 
task at hand, namely navigating down the slippery 
‘Devils Staircase’ in the fading light (I really have 
had enough of all these Coastal Otago staircases, 
see Antics 2018 pg 31.). Tash was the first to admit 
defeat and pull out her torch. Despite have ‘terri-
ble circulation’ and hence not being able to use her 
hands, she had brought with her a handheld light, 
smart. As she writhed around with a torch in her 
mouth I dug out my head torch and we were once 
again under way. We could see in the distance a 
small twinkling light, marking where Jubilee Hut 
lay far below us. The staircase was really fun. Well 
at least maybe in retrospect? I think we just didn’t 
give a fuck as we were so happy to be out of Dune-
din. Mercifully and miraculously we made it to the 
bottom of the slip-and-slide and were confronted 

SILVER-LINING
SILVERPEAKS CA, SILVERPEAKS CIRCUIT.
SAM HARRISON

Silverpeaks sunset (SH)
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by a small river crossing. This was conquered with 
minimal wet socks and we soon were prancing 
down the valley. The track devolved into a series of 
mud puddles and as it turns out, I (in my leather 
boots) did not always choose the most satisfactory 
path (according to Tash anyway). Turning off at the 
sign to the hut, Tash declined my request to turn 
our torches off so we could stealthy sneak up on the 
other OUTC party I knew would be at the hut. As 
driver I pulled rank with 15m to go, and so that was 
how we came to stumble up to the hut with the ele-
ment of surprise (which I then ruined by stomping 
on the steps). By some miracle of miscommunica-
tion the other party had cooked us dinner, a gesture 
I did not want to turn down. They were all amazed 
that we managed to finish the seamingly bottom-
less pot of rice risotto. The rest of the evening was 
spent having my own card games explained to me, 
ripping out Sasha and Kate for studying occupa-
tional therapy (is that even a real qualification?) 
and stopping Adam from burning the hut down. 
To his merit he made sure there was endless tea 
for everyone (but himself). At 10:30pm everyone 
slinked off to bed, cosily occupying the top bunk of 
Jubilee Hut with our group of six.

After mistakenly waking up to what I thought was 
a baby bear, I discovered it was just Tash snoring in 
her pit next to me. I was the first to get up, a move 
that dragged everyone else up from the slumber. 
I had sussed some Harraway’s oats for Tash and I 
which we were tucking into within 5 minutes. In 
contrast Adam had felt the need to prepare enough 
‘whole-oats’ (ie not cut out to be porridge) to feed 
an army or two. The French exchange students we 
shared the hut with politely declined his oh so gen-
erous offer of half a massive pot of porridge. Whilst 
Adam muddled over this pot half-full/half-empty 
conundrum the rest of us packed up our gear. Just 
before 10am we got a group photo outside the hut 
and then we were off down the icy track. It was then 
that Tash and I learnt a lesson, never go in front 
of Adam on a downhill section, as he’ll come at 
you like a wrecking ball (did you sing that?) hav-
ing slipped onto his arse in the mud because of 

his sub-standard trainers. Crossing over the creek 
at the bottom of the hill it became apparent that 
it would be best if we split up, Tash and I boosted 
up the frozen hillside with an agreement to wait at 
ABC Cave.
I had to put up with an hour of Tash complaining 
about the frozen tussock against her legs. My legs 
had little sympathy as they hid smugly behind their 
protective gaiters. I was sweating buckets by the 
time we made it onto the ridge, and from there the 
walking was quite pleasant in the brilliant Sunday 
sun. At the cave we waited about half and hour 
before the others arrived, enough time for a snack 
or two. We again parted ways from there, with an 
agreement to wait at Philip J Cox Memorial Hut. 
The track from there wound its way onto the ridge 
again, offering us spectacular views of the sur-
rounding country all the way to the sea. There was 
even a bit of snow to frolic in, just our luck.
It wasn’t long before the track dropped us down 
into the shrubbery and then the bush proper. This 
was welcome relief from the heat of the climb in 
the sun! PJCM Hut seemingly materialized in the 
bush in front of us out of nowhere and we waited 
there in the sun eating a spot of lunch whilst we 
waited for the others to catch up. Fast-forward an-
other half an hour and Adam came blaring into the 
clearing before slipping customarily on his back-
side with a yelp, with the others close behind. We 
had pretty much finished our food by then so we 
said our hellos and goodbyes before trotting off 
down the track in search of my car. The route down 
from the hut was steep and slippery, luckily there 
were plenty of trees to catch us. Momentum was 
key. One long controlled fall later and another river 
crossing brought us to the meanest son-of-a-bitch 
hill I have ever met. The track cut nearly straight 
up it, with a goal of meeting up with creatively and 
aptly named ‘Steep Hill Rd’. It got steeper as we got 
higher, resulting in every curse word imaginable 
escaping into the surrounding bush much to the 
alarm of the local wildlife. Eventually this torture 
did stop with the arrival of the road and from there 
it was a 6km march out to where we had parked the 
car the day before. •
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Tash Looking seaward (SH)

Jubilee Crew

Frosty Plodding (SH)

Even better weather (SH)

Great weather (SH)
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MISC ARTICLESCOOL PLANTS WITH CARA

Alseuosmia macrophylla (Toropapa)
You won’t notice it unless it’s flowering. The flow-
ers are pretty and scented, but they are rarely pol-
linated because all of our birds are being eaten by 
mammals. The genus name Alseuosmia translates 
to ‘sweet smell of the grove’.

Coprosma foetidissima (Shit Shrub)
Yes, it’s a legitimate common name, and it’s very ap-
propriate. If the person in front of you bush bashes 
through one you’ll probably think they let off a fair-
ly nasty fart, so look around for this boring looking 
bush before accusing your buddies. Cool fact: It’s in 
the same family as coffee, but don’t bother trying to 
make coffee out of the seeds, it’s not worth it. You 
can eat the orange berries though.

Corybas rivularis (Spider orchid)
A naturally uncommon orchid. It is really really 
small and hard to spot, but if you look at it close-
ly it’s actually pretty cool. It usually grows in big 
groups in damp places and has a small round leaf. 
It grows from a tuber so please don’t pull it out so it 
can make more baby tubers and flowers next year.

Dendrobium cunninghamii (Winika)
An epiphytic orchid which grows in trees, some-
times quite high up. It hangs down and if you’re 
lucky there will be one growing low enough for 
you to spot the flowers which appear between De-
cember and June. There was a famous Totara canoe 
built in the Waikato which was named Te Winika 
after the masses of Winika which were growing in 
the tree that was felled to make it. 

Entoloma hochstetteri (Werewere-kokako)
You probably know this from the $50 note. An epic 
fungus that is impossibly blue. 

Myrsine salicina (Toro)
A very pretty tree, with gorgeous small flowers 
which emerge directly from the stems. It produces 
distinctive young leaves which are almost translu-
cent and tinged pink. The wood was used by Roto-
rua Maori as it is very springy and difficult to break.

COOL PLANTS WITH CARA
CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

TOROPAPA

SHIT SHRUB

SPIDER ORCHID

WINIKA
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LISTEN COMRADES: IN DEFENSE OF THE RED TENT-FLIESMISC ARTICLES

Some in the club would have you believe that it is a good idea to warn punters at premeets that they will 
need their own tents – I am not one of them. To me a billowing red tentfly is as recognizable a symbol of 
egalitarian ideals as those with the yellow stars. Marx and Mao would surely approve of such accommoda-
tion. For under trusty red there is no ‘my parents bought me this tent’ or ‘we had to hire this from unipol 
at the last minute’. No, everyone is equally wet and miserable in solidarity with their comrades. Those red 
sheets have seen many Fiordland nights and ungodly sights. There is a shared duty among the politburo 
to dry these banners, so that they may never forget their roots. The flies are a living (although only just) 
embodiment of comradeship, fragile masculinity and adventures that define the club. So on your next 
backcountry adventure comrade, please consider taking out an old red for a night.
P.S Have you fixed those flies yet Jenni? •

LISTEN COMRADES:
IN DEFENSE OF THE RED TENT-FLIES
COMRADE HARRISON

Ourisia macrophylla subsp. macrophylla (Mountain 
Foxglove)
A very showy plant (for New Zealand). It is com-
mon around mountains and gets about 30 cm tall 
when it is flowering. 

Potamogeton cheesemanii (Red pondweed)
A really pretty aquatic plant. You can eat the leaves 
- apparently.

Schizaea australis (Southern comb fern)
Typically found in damp or boggy areas this is a 
pretty subtle plant. It doesn’t produce typical flow-
ers because it’s a fern but the fronds do look very 
cool when they are unfurling. It’s a pretty unusual 
fern though!

TORO

MOUNTAIN FOXGLOVE

RED PONDWEED

WEREWERE-KOKAKO

SOUTHERN COMB FERN
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Sam is alone… 
Sam is clinging to choss a kilometre and a half above 
sea level in high winds and roller balling ice… 
Sam’s assets at this moment are:
• 1.5L of Dutch beer
• 1 hip flask of gin
• 1 copy of antics 2018 (700g)
• Crampons
• Ice axe
• OUTC red tent fly (soon to be used as para-

chute)
• Swanky 80 goggles
• One avalanche transceiver
• Car keys
• Club gear room key
• group PLB
• A can do attitude

Some hours earlier Jenny had foolishly let Sam bor-
row gear for four people without paying the bond. 
As she found out later, it turns out you can’t pay the 
bond of you’re dead.

Sam’s friends, unaware of the essential safety items 
he was carrying, had left him and were embroiled 
in their own troubles several hundred metres to the 
right. Their inventory and personnel  included:
• Aimee (previous mountaineering experience 

Roy’s  peak) - The plucky youth filled 
with blissful ignorance and a sense of invinci-
bility.

• Ruqayah (phonetically. Rakaia, as in the river) 
-  Aged somewhere over 29, previous atheist 
currently praying to anyone listening.

• Ben - Having just been hit by roller-balling 
snow, trying to reassure others in a vain at-
tempt to escape fears of his own imminent 
death.

• Chocolate
• 24 muesli bars (all Aimee’s)
• 1.5L of German beer.
• Couscous
• Tomatoes
• Lentils.
• Assorted valuable club gear.

It was at this point that Aimee asked for tips on 
what to do in an avalanche...

THE FINAL COUNTDOWN
TAKITIMU CA, MT CLARE & PRINCHESTER CREEK.
BEN CLARKSON

Traversing Below Pt 1424. Mt Clare out to the TOP RIGHT (SH)
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48 hours previously… Sam’s flat. Aimee is there on 
tinder date with Sam’s flatmate (Oliver, on crutches,  
making a dusty wrap in the kitchen). To the best of 
her knowledge, Sam is a 22 year old gay man men-
tioned in passing by her crippled tinder date. 24 
hours before incident Ben (purportedly working on 
an essay) received FB message from Sam asking if 
he was keen to come on a trip. Ben agrees and starts 
packing. Ruqayah (To the best of the others knowl-
edge an Indian man) while making garlic bread re-
ceives a similar overture and decides to also avoid 
study. Julian, surfing at the time, continued to surf 
and missed out on the trip altogether. 

T- 20 hours from incident…  The drive to the hut 
turns in DMC Between remaining 4 members. 

By T-16 hours they know more about each other 
than they though was possible (ask us about disco 
codpieces at happy hour). 

T-6 hours… wake up to Ben’s alarm playing Killer 
Queen. Ominous start to the day. 

T-2 hours… Ben models shirtless.

T-1.5 hours… attach crampons to Aimee (after 
having YouTube’d how to do it - one plus about the 
Takitimus is good reception) and teach her how to 
use ice axe. Ben demonstrates self-arrest (later to 
save Aimee’s life). 

T-30 minutes… decide to sidle around bellow icy 
cornices and rocky summit of the dreaded point 
1424. 

T-0 (around two o’clock on a beautifully sunny 
day on the solar aspect of point 1424)… First du-
bious call. Sam, having tired of kicking thigh deep 
post-holes in “ice”, rotates lead with Ben. The “ice” 
at this point is more like a night and day slushy. Ben 
advances cautiously onto 37.5 degree slope.

T+5 minutes… upon noticing roller-balling the 
group decides to spread, pushing out to 10m meter 
intervals between members (Aimee thinks this is 
to avoid stepping on other people with crampons). 
Ben stops for first time on noticing sheets of wa-
ter running off rocks – “hey guys, I don’t like this”. 
Sam (without glasses) squints – “let’s keep going” 
he replies. 

T+15 minutes… Ben stops for second time upon 
encountering raging stream fed by meltwater “ guys 
I really don’t like this”. Sam without glasses squints 
“ we’ll just do it quickly”.

T+20 minutes… Ben having observed large 
chunks of ice sheering off of the rocks above and 
cartwheel down the slope in front of him: “ we need 
to get off this slope now, move as fast as you can”. 
Sam, now finally close enough to see, agrees. Bens 
crampon falls off.

T+30 minutes… in the dubious safety of a solid 
rocky oasis sticking out of the slush, group decides 
that the easiest way out is to hug rocky outcrops 
and head toward the ice plateau to the south rather 
that return the way they had come. Sam commenc-
es to climb nearest rock pile towards the summit. 
Upon ascending 10m Sam realises that rock pile is 
complete and utter choss and relays the vital infor-
mation that he has a rock on his foot to the others 
and politely asks them to move. The  others take 
this as licence to leave Sam and proceed to climb 
along a different route to the right of the choss pile. 
Sam, abandoned, comes to the realisation that he 
can’t climb down and ascends higher onto the choss 
in a desperate escape attempt. Surprisingly, this did 
not improve the situation.  With the others having 
rounded a corner and well out of earshot in the 
high winds, Sam begins to compose his memoirs.
Meanwhile, the others, for some reason thinking 
Ben knew what he was doing, sidled and climbed 
on firmer rock into an avalanche chute. At this 
point Ben was struck by roller-balling snow, having 
motioned to Aimee and Ruqayah that it was “safe” 
to follow. At this point Sam, painfully aware that 
his Friends of 24 hours had in fact abandoned him, 
came to grips with the fact that he couldn’t possibly 
write his memoirs in time for his imminent death, 
not least because the paper and pencil had been 
left behind in favour of beer. His only hope was a 
free-solo mixed climb in old club crampons with 
full pack and camera down a couloir to re-join the 
group. Dislodging a piece of rock and nearly falling 
to his death, Sam reflected that he would be happy 
if his final sight was to see the others safe on the 
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saddle, as he tomahawked into the gully below.
During this time, these had climbed higher up the 
slope into their own situation of increasingly dubi-
ous safety. Aimee was reciting a mantra offered to 
her by Ben as she learnt how to front point across a 
vertical ice face. This the chant included the help-
ful information, pick, punch, foot, foot (repeat). 
This culminated in Aimee cutting her fingers as 
she Chuck Norris’d a rock during a sketchy accent 
to access the North Western face of the mountain, 
while Ruqayah and Ben were having a heated dis-
cussion about the best route around the third spur 
post-Sam. This culminated in Ruqayah deciding 
she respected Ben’s extensive mountaineering ex-
perience (#snow craft 2019 - one week earlier) and 
the party continued through the high rock. They 
were preparing for final dash to safety across an-
other avalanche chute (replete with roller-balling 
snow and falling Cornice ice) when Ruqayah heard 
a noise: “are you above me Sam?” “ No, I’m beside 
you” came a wispy voice from the aether - Sam hav-
ing materialised out of the snow. This raised more 
concerns for the group, as the only logical answers 
to this miracle at the time were that this was either 
Sam’s ghost (an unappealing option) or that they’d 
all died too and had become trapped in some eter-
nal snowy purgatory (even less appealing, but at 
least they wouldn’t have to worry about returning 
the club gear). However, with positive words and 
encouragement the group made it to the much wel-
come and windswept ice saddle, constructed tem-
porary shelter and reflected on the events of the last 
hour.
After recovering and deciding that the Topo map 
was a complete misrepresentation of the actual ter-
rain as it was on the ground, they group abandoned 
the accent of Clare peak and readied for an easy 
decent down a spur to upper Princhester hut. This 
went smoothly until the team entered the bush line, 
whereupon it became clear that it was every man 
for himself as they searched in the fading light for 
their Orange sanctuary - the only communication 
between the individuals for some time being bois-
terous and continual singing (a primitive form of 
echolocation). By some miracle they all made it to 

the hut and with relief settled in and started on the 
beer. Aimee subsequently vanished while collect-
ing water and reappeared some time later- she had 
nearly drowned in the stream because of borrowing 
Sam’s jandals. After dinner it became apparent that 
the was some unresolved tension left over from the 
day’s events. This precipitated the expenditure of an 
entire tube of deep heat and a bottle of Tiger Balm 
as they massaged each other shirtless in front of a 
roaring fire.

Epilogue...
Having left the hut at leisurely hour the group de-
scended to Princhester creek. Aimee, now compla-
cent after having come off the mountain, took an 
impromptu bath barely out of sight of the hut. The 
remainder of the walk or was picturesque but une-
ventful with much banter over lunch (ask us at hap-
py hour about the three hectare sex dungeon and 
Steve the lumberjack from Gore) and the admis-
sion that Sam’s flatmate had failed to get lucky the 
evening before because “cripples don’t get nipples”.
Fin •



INSERT TRIPOTAGO & SOUTHLAND

Calendar Boy (SH) BEN Teaching Aimee how to self-arrest (SH)

Clare Peak Top Right (SH) 

Our Route under Pt 1424, Note Sam’s misadventure in Red (SH)

The crew in front of pt 1424 (SH) Delirious to be out of the snow (SH)

BUSHMAN BEN (SH) RAQ SUCKS (SH)

UPPER PRINCHESTER, HOLDER OF MANY STORIES (SH)
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Sam reminded me that I still haven’t done an antics 
for this trip yet. It’s been over five months. I don’t 
remember much. The google doc had food plan-
ning and those attending, and my mind adds the 
“plink plonk” sound of frying pan table tennis bats. 
That’ll have to do. Moral of the story: write your 
Antics articles immediately after a trip otherwise 
it’ll be as shit as this write-up. So here’s what I can 
remember. 

Big talk about doing a trip for trip leaders and exec 
to get to know everyone more. Big hut was sug-
gested as a good location because it’s accessible to 
trampers of all experience, it’s big, and it’s close to 
Dunedin. Small amount of planning. Sorted out 
cars the day before, and told everyone to bring a 
plate. Mistake. Don’t tell people to bring a plate 
unless you want to have an INSANE amount of 
food. But it was yum. Lots of people at the hut. 
Other groups too. I think one of the other groups 

was celebrating someone’s birthday, but their food 
sucked and ours was great. Oh, and we had choc-
olate fondue (thanks Aidan) and hash browns for 
breakfast. Lots of fun table tennis. Or ping pong. I 
don’t really know the difference, but it doesn’t mat-
ter because we spent most of the time hitting the 
ball once, yeeting the bat across the table to the next 
person, and gapping it around to the other side of 
the table in time to return the serve. Lots of people. 
One or two balls going back and forth. Frying pans 
as makeshift bats made great sounds. Shovel sliding 
and sledding up past the hut. Fun. Windy. Yup. 

My brief notes from the trip say: “FUN. Good 
choice of location for this time of year. Do again 
next year. Maybe earlier in the year. Trip leaders 
role? Concentric circles. STOKE level 9 (so I am 
not dead).” My notes aren’t particularly helpful and 
I’m starting to sound like Trump (this was literally 
the best trip leaders trip, in the history of ever) (it 
was also the first, as far as I know) so I’ll end this 
now. Big group does small tramp up small hill to 
go to big hut with big wind and small snow and big 
big big food. It was big great fun but I have little 
memory of it. Sorry Sam. •

BIG GROUP DOES SMALL TRAMP 
UP SMALL HILL TO GO TO BIG 
HUT WITH BIG WIND AND SMALL 
SNOW AND BIG BIG BIG FOOD
ROCK AND PILLAR CA, BIG HUT.
JENNIFER PALMER

BIG GROUP ON BIG CLIMB TO BIG HUT (MW)
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My sister came to visit in mid-semester break as 
she often does. We naturally wanted to go tramp-
ing. However, with no access to a vehicle and no 
full licence, we had to find someone to go with.* My 
friend with a car seemed keen, and we started to 
plan. But she pulled out the week before the break 
because she needed to study (what is this study 
thing you speak of). So it was back to the drawing 
board. There was talk of a Mt. French trip, but the 
weather didn’t look great, it was hard to coordinate, 
and half the people who wanted to go needed to 
rest up for the Dunedin Marathon.So we turned to 
our second option: going to Silverpeaks, leaving di-
rectly from my flat. Fossil fuel free, except the white 
spirits for the stove. 
It didn’t seem quite as exciting, but I had never been 
there, and as Shanti said “I’d rather go tramping in 
Silverpeaks than keep talking about Mt. French and 
not go anywhere”. 
We mucked about all morning shopping and pack-
ing, and then delayed our departure further because 
some of our relatives were checking out the uni and 
wanted to visit my flat. Finally, we walked out my 
front door at about 1 pm, and started marching to-
wards the Pineapple Track. We must have looked 
very overprepared in the botans with our boots and 
packs, but at least we weren’t emitting carbon diox-
ide, except for all the extra breathing from walking.  
Pineapple track was nice as usual, and there were a 
lot of people with dogs. Getting to Swampy summit 

FOSSIL-FREE SILVERPEAKS
SILVERPEAKS CA, JUBILEE HUT.
SHAR MATHIAS

TRAMPING DOWN CLYDE STREET (SM)

CAM J NEARING BIG HUT (SH)

EVERYONES FAV COUPLE (MW)

JENNI... BEING JENNI (MW)

BIG FOOD (BO)
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took far longer than it should have; we had to stop 
for some chips.**
By the time we started our descent, the sun was 
beginning to set. Swampy Ridge track was also, 
unfortunately, more than living up to its name. We 
wasted a lot of energy trying not to get our boots 
too muddy.  I’d estimated it would take 6 hours to 
get to Jubilee hut (it seems not that many people 
walk directly to Silver Peaks, so my cursory Google 
didn’t really give an estimation of how long it would 
take to get on to the main track to Jubilee Hut), but 
it took a lot longer. We ended up walking a lot in 
the dark, which was kind of lovely. There were stars 
overhead and the temperature was perfect. We did 
slip a few times on Devil’s Staircase, and lose the 
track a few times (the funniest time was when I 
confidently led us back on track, only to realise it 
was actually the way we’d come.) However nice the 
walk in the dark was, we were fairly happy to get 
to the ‘Jubilee Hut 100 m’ sign. I don’t think Shanti 
thought I was funny when I suggested going on to 
ABC cave. The 100 m to the hut felt like far longer 
and we definitely appreciated whoever had graf-
fitiied an extra ‘0’ to read ‘1000m’  when we saw 
the sign in the morning. Anyway, we reached the 
hut about 10 pm, were as quiet as fossil-fuel-free 
church mice so as to not disturb the people who 
were asleep, and went straight to bed. 
The next day was as stellar as predicted. The oth-
er hut inhabitants turned out to be two groups of 
freshers, one of whom I knew, so we had some good 
chats before they left, followed by a leisurely break-
fast. We went on a day walk to ABC cave, stopping 
for important things like tanning and bushbash-
ing off to some picturesque high points. Then we 
walked back to Jubilee hut and had a late lunch, 
then spent the afternoon in the sun perusing Antics 
and our own books (Shanti had to take Antics off 
me because I had said I wanted to finish my slight-
ly dense book on economics, but actually wanted 
to read Antics.) We also had a good skinny dip in 
the stream, and watched the sun set from some pig 
tracks we’d followed. 
At about 4:30 am we were woken by very loud 
wind. The entire hut was vibrating, and I think we 
both started panicking about getting blown off the 
ridge when we returned. However, this fear proved 
unfounded; we were greeted by a lot stiller and 
clear morning.

We set off for our return pretty promptly, hussed 
it up Devil’s staircase, by which time the weather 
was getting worse. So we went back along the ridge, 
back through the tussock, back around the mud 
with very few stops, as everything got windier and 
colder. As we walked up to Swampy it started snow-
ing and I really wished I wasn’t wearing shorts as 
the wind pelted snowflakes against my legs. Things 
felt a bit grim, but at least we weren’t using any fos-
sil fuels, apart from the white spirits, and the food 
miles, and Shanti flying down to go tramping with 
me.
By the time we started to descend off Swampy on 
the other side there was not much snow on the 
ground, we were protected a bit from the wind, and 
the precipitation had ceased. We warmed up slight-
ly, but didn’t stop as we were still quite frozen as 
we walked back down Pineapple track. The people 
with their dogs gave us some funny comments (in 
Woodhaugh: “Where’ve you been, Everest?”) but 
considering the weather we’d made it through we 
let the comments and looks roll off us a lot better 
than water rolled off our raincoats (Shanti’s experi-
ence inspired her to purchase a new one).
In conclusion, my first time in Silverpeaks made 
me realise that while it is not as dramatic as more 
alpine tramps, it is good to appreciate our local wil-
derness. I got to try out the old MSR I’d just inher-
ited from my parents, work on my tan, read books, 
and hang out with my sister in the great outdoors, 
all without combusting any petrol. Tramping does 
cause us to create emissions we wouldn’t have oth-
erwise, especially when we drive to most places 
we tramp. This is definitely worth thinking about, 
and perhaps some kind of carbon neutralisation 
scheme would be worth consideration. However, a 
lot of my passion for the environment comes from 
enjoying the wilderness. Is the benefit to the soul of 
being in the hills greater than the ultimate cost to 
our planet (and the wild places we so love) of every 
gram of carbon emitted? How do you evaluate these 
things? Is there an answer? Much to ponder; what I 
can conclude is that Silverpeaks is underrated. 

* See Antics 2018 to find out what we did last year 
in midsemester break when we needed a car.
** Pam’s Long Chips, like the poor student’s 
Pringles. •
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Weather closing in (SM)

AUTHOR on said bush-bashed to high point (SM)

Sun setting (disappointingly far from the hut) (SM)

Over Flagstaff-Swampy (SM)

Sunrise after a night of wind (SM)
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Christmas is a special time of the year, for being 
with your loved ones, taking time to relax, recon-
nect, and appreciate the special craziness that is 
family. For me, it meant I finally got some time out 
of the lab to go tramping. With no-one taking me 
up on the idea of wearing full Santa costumes and 
going on a trail running trip to deliver Christmas 
cake to as many huts as possible, and the increasing 
cost of Christmas cake ingredients, I decided a solo 
trip on the Rees-Dart was a better move. Calm, re-
laxing, enough people to not feel totally isolated at 
Christmas, but quiet enough that it was just me and 
the birds during the day. Bliss. 

You always know it’s going to be a good trip when it 
begins with completely ignoring a road closure sign. 
Eventually I found somewhere safe to park, short 
of the heavily flooded first proper ford on the Rees 
valley road. Walking up the Rees valley the next day 

can best be described, in the most eloquent of word 
choices, as wet. Mud and water above my knee-
high gaiters. Boots stuck in the mud. Glorious and 
beautiful wet river valley colours of vibrant green, 
brown and blue. The rain didn’t seem to bother the 
möhua and robins either. I saw one person that day, 
on his way out after bailing on Mt Earnslaw due to 
the weather. The wind picked up into a proper gale 
and I was relieved to be downwind of a barbed wire 
fence so I wasn’t cast into it. Oh, my laces also broke 
today, but I managed to tie them together fine.  I 
reached the hut to find only two others at the hut, 
a father and his teenage son. The father gave me a 
hard time about being female and tramping alone 
(it’s just not safe. What if my pack got too heavy 
or I got lost or hurt and there was no guy to save 
me?). Later that night I had to show him how to use 
the coal fire properly and completely horrified him 
when he found out I’m a scientist. Ahhh, this was 
the catch of choosing to go somewhere where there 
would be other people around.

The next day was a super chill one. I sat on the Rees 

FRIENDLY ROBINS & 
CAKE IN A BILLY
ASPIRING NP, REES - DART TRACK.
JENNIFER PALMER

Seasonal bridge before dart hut (JP)
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saddle for a couple of hours just enjoying the sun-
shine and taking some much needed time to reflect, 
to set goals for the year ahead, and watch a couple 
of pīwauwau playing around. Knowing that I was 
the only one headed this way Rees-Dart this day, I 
stopped for a skinny dip in the upper Dart river, be-
fore drying off on the soft moss in the sunshine and 
nearly falling asleep. A few minutes later I nearly 
jumped off the track in fright when I came across 
someone headed the other way. In my serenity I 
kind of forgot that people might be going the other 
way too.

Cascade saddle on Christmas eve was gorgeous. 
I’d highly recommend a beautiful deep tarn early 
along the route for swimming and diving. There 
was so much sunshine that the rivers rose about 
20 cm during the day from the snow melt, and I 
took some time watching avalanches cascade down 
across the valley. I was kept company in the scree 
by pīwauwau and a few very cheeky kea, and in the 
lower valley by a group of very friendly robins.

Late on Christmas eve, a different kind of Robin 
(but also incredibly friendly) wandered into Dart 
hut. Robin and Lisanne were doing the Rees-Dart 
the opposite way around and are carrying spare 
keys for their car! Perfect! I’ll drive their car back to 
the Rees dart end and save both of us the messing 
around at the road ends. Dinner that night was a 
very Christmassy red lentils and green peas in spin-
ach wraps, followed by Robin and Lisanne’s contri-
bution of Malteser loaf (ie very melted maltesers).

Waking bright and early on Christmas morning, 
I entertained my fellow hut companions by wear-
ing my bright red poly pro pants and bottle green 
jumper. An unwell and very cold looking Lisanne 
stumbled out of their tent. It appeared she had 
some mild hypothermia overnight, probably due 
to her bad sleeping bag getting wet and her warm 
layer being a cotton jumper. Grrr. But I can’t tell her 
off for cotton – it’s Christmas day after all! I made 
cake in a billy for Christmas breakfast, put Lisanne 
to sleep in the hut in my warm sleeping bag, and fi-

nally departed from Dart hut in the early afternoon 
once I was assured she was okay. I got a bit carried 
away trail running over some wet rocks and took a 
bit of a tumble. Hey, blood is red and just adds to 
the Christmas spirit, right?

I reached the last hut to find three companions: 
a middle aged husband and wife doctor pair who 
were sipping red goon and eating crackers and 
plastic cheese, watching Grey’s anatomy on an iPad 
(nope I’m not joking) and an older gentleman from 
England who spent most of the time lamenting 
about Brexit. The older gentleman was particular-
ly worried about getting out in time for his shuttle 
back to Glenorchy, as it was coming at 1 pm and 
he was generally walking at double track time so 
I said I’d leave late and give him a lift if he missed 
his shuttle. He accidentally woke me up at 4:30 am 
when he was trying to sweep his bunk before head-
ing off. I quickly assured him I’d give the hut a full 
clean before I left, and then he was off. I spent the 
morning enjoying the sunshine on the river and 
deep cleaning Daley’s flat hut, which was in desper-
ate need of some TLC.

My old grandpa friend had made his shuttle and 
I trotted off to find Robin’s car. This was a grave 
mistake. Honestly, I’d rather have run the 30 km 
gravel roads than drive Robin’s car. It turns out that 
the spare key unlocks the car and starts it, but the 
anti-theft alarm can’t be turned off while the car is 
unlocked. So I drove down the Dart and Rees road 
ends with the headlights flashing and horn honk-
ing. I was pulled over by a cop at the closest point to 
Glenorchy and had to explain that I was not steal-
ing the car.  I also had to apologise to some farmers 
after I freaked out a flock of their sheep and riled 
up some bulls in a paddock I drove through. Car 
alarms. Only a few days Conor and I tripped the 
OUSA alarm and I had major flashbacks. You could 
say it was an alarming return to society after some 
peaceful days of bliss. • 



39

INSERT TRIP OTAGO & SOUTHLAND

SPREADING XMAS CHEER WHILST DEEP CLEANING HT HUT (JP)

Rare selfie enjoying Cascade Saddle Sunshine (JP)

One of the friendly
(NONHUMAN) ROBINS THAT
KEPT ME COMPANY ON
CHristmas (JP)

The Dart Glacier (JP)

Cool rock patterns near saddle (JP)

Moss-couch for post-swim sunbathe (JP)

Snow on rees saddle even in late dec (JP)

Waterfalls on the rees (JP)
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Trip summary:
• We strolled along to the lovely Routeburn 

Flats Hut, then up the Routeburn north 
branch track and slept under a big rock we 
found in the dark.

• We made our rock house better, wandered up 
to North Col and Lake Nerine, then followed 
our steps back down and slept under the same 
big rock.

• We woke up, improved the rock house some 
more, then we drove to Glenorchy to crash at 
Tōrea’s and did a massage train in front of the 
fire.

• We never found the rock biv in the guide, I 
stood in a cold stream when my head torch 
died, and we delivered Tōrea vegetables.

Maddy, Sam V and I gathered to plan an exciting 
trip with the requirements of being snowy and hav-
ing a cool rock bivvy to sleep under. Soon we were 
scooting around New World buying Tōrea some 
veges, as she’d been surviving solely on flour and 

oats for a while. I decided not to go so hard on the 
coconut slabs for this trip. We met Cara-Lisa, who 
was heading off on a solo trip, at Tōrea’s new house 
in Glenorchy. That night we made a feast of roast 
pumpkin and chocolate cake, a great combination, 
and fell asleep on the floor in front of the fire.

We slept in and had a long breakfast, made Tōrea 
late for work and then headed off sometime 
mid-morning. On the way in we took a wrong turn 
and I almost hit a stag that jumped out in front of 
us, causing all party members to shriek. Finally, we 
arrived at a familiar carpark, I’d been there the year 
earlier to do the notorious five passes with Frances 
and Tessa. Except this time, it wasn’t raining, and 
the toilet was closed. We moseyed up the track, en-
joying the sparkly icy forest and trying not to slip 
over on the wooden boardwalks. We found some 
cool spots the sun hadn’t reached and wrote mes-
sages in the frost.

At the Routeburn Flats Hut we smashed down some 
humus with ciabatta. Then Sam and I tried to muti-
ny on Maddy and just stay the night at the hut, but 
she managed to drag us out of the sun, up the shady 
valley. Along the Routeburn North Branch Track 

SCORE OUR 
INDOOR DECOR
ASPIRING NP, LAKE NERINE
AIDAN BRAID

"You think this is the right way?" (MW)
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we went, towards the deceivingly far away fabled 
rock bivvy. I almost slipped down the hill, but Sam 
caught me, and we went straight through a boulder 
field we possibly could’ve gone around. Maddy and 
I kept taking guesses at which big rock it was until 
it got dark, then we kind of stumbled around until 
we found one that was alright. Sam and I made it a 
little comfier by throwing rocks down the hill while 
Maddy cooked us a delicious dinner.

The next morning the stream of our brew wafted 
out from under the roof, a few more rocks rolled 
down the hill, and then we were on our merry way. 
We followed hare footprints weaving through the 
spaniards and matagouri, and sidled round to the 
frozen stream with ice stalactites hanging down 
from above. At the top of North Col I forced the 
others to stop for some kai while we appreciated the 
view, by this time we were discussing the usual top-
ics of life aspirations, biggest fears, last suppers… I 
got us bluffed and then we got carried away chat-
ting about various driving accidents and we wan-
dered too far ending up a couple hundred meters 
above Lake Nerine. The view was beautiful; I felt 
like I could just jump off and land with a splash in 
the lake, except for the fact that it was frozen over. 
I just love being up so high, especially surrounded 
by mountains, ya feel free of all the claustrophobic 
walls in the way of the horizon. It’s a great place to 
think. I really want to come back here in the sum-
mer for a swim in the lake.

We watched a rescue chopper pick up some poor 
bugger off the ridge on the range opposite us and 
then decided what to do next! With the sun low 
in the sky we decided the original plan to climb 
around the lake and drop down into the Rockburn 
Valley wasn’t so sensible and we headed back the 
way we came. We were glad we made that decision, 
as after a beautiful sunset we found ourselves stum-
bling around in the dark trying to find the proper 
bivvy rock again. Once again it eluded us, and we 
had to track our footprints back to our homely big 
rock. Some more improvements were made, and a 
couple large boulders rolled down the hill. We set 

up camp and made dinner, now chatting about how 
phenomenal couscous is - did you know it is an ex-
cellent source of selenium and iron, and a climatic 
change tolerant crop!?

The next day we trudged down the valley, taking 
some nice photos in the snow featuring my notori-
ously messy hair and Maddy and Sam’s huge grins. 
Sam and I played around smashing any frozen 
ponds we walked past and skipping stones down 
the river; during which Maddy got some excellent 
videos with me loudly exclaiming about botany 
things and how beautiful sunsets are. We spotted 
some people down at the hut and Maddy ran off to 
talk to them, obviously sick of Sam and I’s company 
and looking forward to her lunch. But by the time 
we got there they’d disappeared, so we had a quick 
lunch and headed off to the car. Back at Tōrea’s 
house we sat in front of the fire while Cara-Lisa 
read us a hilarious excerpt from ‘The heart of the 
Antarctic’ by Ernest Shackleton, about food. On the 
trip they entertained themselves talking about what 
their perfect day would consist of, basically eating 
a ridiculous number of courses of rich meals. Some 
of the crew dreamt of tarts flying around their 
heads or feeding sandwiches to other people. I don’t 
like the idea of rationing that’s for sure! That night 
Sam had to get home, so he left with Cara, but I de-
cided to stay since the pigroot was closed due to ice.

A lovely trip with no troubles. Just joyful singing, a 
beautiful sunset, and a comfy rock to sleep under. 
What more could you ask for? •
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“Maddy can you take a photo of me & Nereus Peak?” (MW)

Walking up the shady Nth Branch (MW)

Walking up the shady Nth Branch (MW)

Includes rock feature wall (AB)

Ended up a bit above the lake woops (MW)Alpine Sunsets (MW)

Whose in charge of nav? (MW)

Three Amigos (SV)
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With the pre-meet for Paradise rolling around, 
I thought it would be fun to lead with Prina and 
George, something we had discussed doing a few 
weeks back. After much faffing about and switch-
ing of trips, we finally decided on Scott’s Creek with 
a possible added trip to point 1736. The pre-meet 
went smoothly enough, with me pointing in the 
completely wrong direction we intended on going 
and not having much of a clue. Of the 6 punters 
chosen, 5 were friends of mine, something every-
one clued onto, thinking I had rigged the selection 
process. If truth be told I was actively only trying to 
get one of them onto the trip.

The journey there was uneventful, aside from a 
classic moment from Luca ‘the badger’ Benjamin, 
on arriving into Alexandra, Luca asks Maddy Whit-
taker “do you have milk powder for your group?”, 
Maddy W, “nah, I have a vegan so didn’t get it”, Luca 
“yea but it’s milk powder so it’s fine”. Maddy W, Oli 
and myself went very quiet not understanding how 
Luca couldn’t get this. But shot Luca, glad you could 
learn something educational from this trip. Arriv-
ing to Lake Sylvan after midnight and organising 
punters and setting up tent flies is never exciting, 
after much faffing, we managed to get many of the 
things set up before the bus arrived and was able to 
get a few hours rest before our 5am wake up.

Prina, George and I cooked up some banging por-
ridge and didn’t have time to heat some water for 
hot drinks, due to being held to a tight drop-off 
schedule by Charlotte - something one particular 
punter was not happy about, which resulted in him 
being salty all day.

The hike started with a banger everyone jumping 
out of the van fizzing and rearing to go, we man-
aged to get about 20 metres before I had no idea 
where to go. In the pitch blackness of our early start, 
we couldn’t see where the track marker went. In a 
vain attempt to not lose face in front of the punters 
I quietly scour the area and whisper to Oli “where 
the hell is the track?”. He kindly repeats this for the 

group to hear - we all start looking for the mark-
er and thankfully find it after 5 minutes, we walk 
happily for 10 minutes before the same thing hap-
pens again. Another 10 minutes later of searching 
we find the marker up on a hill - which would have 
been easy to see had we been in daylight. Slightly 
embarrassed after yet another balls up, we head on 
our merry way. 

The punters were fortunate enough to come across 
a Kea on our way up, with one of the Norwegians, 
Thea, saying “that’s the national bird of New Zea-
land isn’t it?!”. This resulted in Oli and I giving her 
shit for the rest of the semester for that one. After 
a few brisk hours of uphill we made it to the end of 
Scott’s creek track where we started on some food 
Joao ‘salty boi’ Carvalho announced to the group 
how he had vegan sandwiches because of a girl he 
was trying to get into (must have taken some point-
ers from Dan Larkin on that one), before pulling 
out milk chocolate. It seems his vegan knowledge is 
as accurate as Luca’s.

Post-snack we headed up from the Creek off track, 
finding a nice ridgeline to follow up through tus-
sock, before finding some nice boulders, ena-
bling a faster pace to gain elevation. By this point 
we noticed that many punters were tiring - Prina 
who had been sick for the week leading up to the 
trip and still battling this, was also a bit gone by 
this point. We decided to stop and assess who was 
game to continue to pt 1736, and who was keen to 
stay behind and possibly chill by one of the tarns 
- knowing that at our current pace we wouldn’t 
have time to make it to the top and be back for van 
pick up. Oli, Mads, Nathan and myself ended up 
continuing on, while George and Prina stayed be-
hind with Thea, American Maddy and Joao (Salty 
Boi). With the stragglers behind, we managed a fast 
pace up the valley and then up the west aspect of 
the peak, getting to the top in pretty good time. We 
were blessed with some spectacular views of Lake 
Wakatipu and the surrounding mountains. We 
even saw the Bus still parked at the campsite. After 
lunch with a view, we started our descent the way 
we had come. Oli got a bit excited and slipped on 

HOW TO BE A VEGAN
ASPIRING NP, SCOTTS CREEK
LACHIE WATSON
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rock smashing his leg and back onto a rather jagged 
rock. After assessing he was where he was ok or not 
we headed off at a slightly slower pace. We had seen 
the others head off toward the tarns from the peak, 
so we headed that way meeting up with them. The 
4 of us happily plunged into the freezing water, hav-
ing become sweaty from our trek to the top. Mads 
out performed us all, managing to stay far longer 
than our quick dips, showing what Norwegians are 
truly made of. 

Following a slight nap and sun bath we start-
ed our journey back toward the track, with some 
steep and slippery tussock, perfect for the points 
game: 1 point for an uncontrolled hand touching 
the ground, 5 for a knee and 10 for a bum. It turns 
out Thea is overly competitive and has to win at 
everything, insisting everytime she fell that it fact 
never touched it - we all know you were lying. A 
couple of the other punters were clearly quite un-
comfortable with the off-track - so this made for 
some slow going heading back to the creek. Any 
chances of picking up pace once on track were 
quickly dashed, with one particular punter, clear-
ly quite beaten by the hike. Despite this she was a 
trooper and kept a smile on her face the whole way 
down - quite far behind the rest of us. One choice 
comment from Thea in waiting for over 10 minutes 
“why can’t she just hurry up, I don’t want to have to 
wait for her” - please don’t be a group leader any 
time soon Thea.

Finally back at the track start sometime later, we 
had time to spare so grabbed another swim in the 
river while waiting for the van. On being picked up, 
we informed Charlotte of the slight issue we had 
finding the track in the dark, “oh yea, I thought you 
might have a problem with that”, cheers Charlotte, 
hindsight is a beautiful thing. All in all what a trip, 
the fun didn’t stop there however, with George, Pri-
na and I cooking up a storm for dinner and Prina 
supplying some choice vegan brownies - we didn’t 
win cause about 4 other groups decided to copy us 
making nachos and brownie - not very original. Af-
ter this we had some good group banter and a few 
drinks with every other group (notably Ruby and 
Alex’s group) wanting to join in on our game cause 
we were so much fun. Massive shoutout to Char-
lotte for organising a successful weekend. •

cheese

Up Scotts creek

Glenorchy

It was this big
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It had been two days since I’d finished my 1400km 
walk of the South Island. I’d been back in civilsation 
for what I decided was two days too many. It started 
as a casual conversation with Liam. 
Liam: “Want to go climb something?”
Me: “Most definitely....what about Aspiring?”
Liam: “Yeah sounds good.”

Somewhere in the two days between that conversa-
tion happening and us driving to Rowan’s in Wana-
ka, the trip changed from a two-person climb to a 
full-scale OUTC cluster. Lottie and Imogen were 
driving from Christchurch and Erin, Cara, Lucas 
and Olivia materialised from somewhere. We got 
up early to drive out to Raspberry Flat in order 
to avoid the road blocks that we’d been notified 
would be going up at 6am for the Wanaka Chal-
lenge. However, they were up at 4am! We politely 
removed the road cones and headed for the hills. 
We were not going to be stopped!

As we started up the Matukituki, Rowan was quick 
to lay down the ground rules. “If anyone has to stop 

to tie a bootlace or something, we’re leaving them 
behind.” And so began the journey of getting 10 
people up the waterfall slabs and to Colin Todd. It 
was a wonderful time, catching up with everyone 
after a summer of separate adventures.

Halfway up towards Bevan Col, Lottie and Rowan 
had a slight disagreement about route choice. Row-
an was determind that his way was the way, while 
Lottie stubbornly insisted hers was better. And so 
Rowan and Liam took off one way and the rest of us 
the other. We arrived at Bevan Col hot and sweaty 
and miles ahead of the boys. With a pool of beauti-
ful snowmelt water and an iceberg to swim laps of, 
the mass skinny dipping began. Rowan’s expression 
upon arriving to find seven girls sans clothes was 
something I won’t forget for a while.

Upon arriving at Colin Todd we were delighted to 
be welcome by Jane Morris and a client. We spun 
some good yarns about her good ol OUTC days, 
admired the 80 year old client who’d given the NW 
Ridge a solid crack and headed to bed. I slept won-
derfully.

We’d split into two teams for the climb - Lottie, 
Tōrea, Rowan, Imogn, Liam and myself were get-
ting up at 2am to climb so we could walk out the 

THE GREAT OUTC 
ASPIRING TAKEOVER
ASPIRING NP, NW RIDGE MT ASPIRING
MADDY WHITTAKER

LOTTIE LEADS THE CHARGE UP THE BONAR (RC)
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same day. Cara, Olivia, Lucas and Erin were getting 
up later and were going to walk out the following 
day.

To be honest my memories of the NW Ridge are 
that it was pure type one fun. People say the But-
tress is the crux, but I didn’t even notice navigating 
around it in the dark. It all flowed into one delight-
ful scramble.

We summitted just after first light. It was atrocious-
ly windy. Any exposed piece of skin stung. Buffs 
were pulled down quickly for a photo and then 
back down we headed, clag closing in just as we ran 
into team 2 on our way down and their way up.

We arrived back at the hut to find two blocks of 
Whittaker’s from Jane Morris and a note!  It read  
“OUTC Crew: Good to see the club is going strong. 
Here’s a little something to keep you going! Jane M.” 
Liam decided to stay and walk out with the crew 
the following day (since they were driving back to 
Dunedin too). We demolished one, left the second 
for team 2, got out the compass and set off in the 
clag following a bearing towards Bevan Col.

The walkout blurs into one. It got dark sometime 
between Aspiring Hut and the carpark. A huge 
moon rose over the Sharks Tooth and we plodded 
onwards. 21 hours after leaving Colin Todd that 
morning we got to the car.

Rowan drove for about 15 minutes and then 
swapped out. Within about 30 seconds of tapping 
out he was asleep. Tōrea was also asleep in the back-
seat. I drove slowly back to Wanaka, so smashed 
that I could only drive at 60 km/h in a 100km/h 
zone. Back at Wanaka, Tōrea and I crashed on Row-
an’s floor. No sleeping mat, just straight on the floor. 
It was one of the best sleeps I have ever had. •

UP BEVAN COL WATERFALL SLABS (IVP)

TOrea on an iceberg on bevan col (IVP)

BONAR GLACIER FROM COLIN TODD (IVP)

THE BUTTRESS, NW RIDGE (RC)

TOrea, MADDY, LIAM, LOTTIE & ROWAN on SUMMIT (IVP)

Aspiring in all her beauty (LZ)
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Intended on climbing Dark Peak with Tōrea and 
Jamie. Felt unmotivated and ended up making 
bread, reading, knitting and eating food in front 
of the fire. Did manage to go for a short stroll up 
the Judah track towards Mt McIntosh where we 
pretended to drive the tractor and investigated the 
other historical stuff. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - JAN
GLENORCHY

Went for a stroll with Jamie. Initially thought we 
might feel more ambitious. Ended up just walking 
to Boundary Creek Hut. Saw a pair of falcons along 
the way. The next day we went up from the West 
Branch of the Manuherikia and over to the East 
Branch where I found lots of cool rare plants. It’s a 
hot and dusty place. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - FEB
MANUHERIKIA

Had never met Alex but we were both keen to lead a trip over 
Gillespie Pass. Drove to Pleasant Flat on Friday night. I claimed the 
drivers seat as it reclined fully, other leaders took over the rest of the 
van and the punters were left to sleep on the picnic tables under the 
shelter [Note: Just a few months later one of these shelters had been 
completely demolished after a huge Beech tree crushed it]. Alex was 
having a bad dream so I woke him up by hitting the horn in the early 
hours of the morning while trying to reposition my feet. Dropped 
off another group and drove to the track start. I decided to take 
off my boots, the others followed suit, blaming me afterwards for 
suggesting it (I said no such thing and I had new boots!). Decided 
to keep the boots off as there was another crossing. Bad call. About 
one kilometre of frozen grassy river flat later I was in agonising pain. 
It was not worth it. Crossed the Young river and put socks and boots 
back on. Lovely walk. Super cool cascades after the swingbridge. 
Realised we weren’t hussing it enough so decided to just stay at 
Young Basin. Went for a pretty icy dip just before reaching the 
basin in a nice pool. Were informed a huge group of school children 
should be coming down any time. No sign of the children. Woke up 
to iced tents. Went for a solo walk up the basin and saw a falcon at 
close proximity. School children finally emerged as we were packing 
up. I got told off by the teacher for going into Young Hut in my boots 
just to sign the hut book. Almost died crossing the Makarora at the 
big orange DOC marker so we decided to play it safe and went back 
to where we crossed on the way in where it was nicely braided and 
shallow. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - APR
MAKARORA (YOUNG BASIN)
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Once upon a time (towards the end of September 
2019) there were five ladies, aiming to get lost in 
the Southern Alps. We failed our mission due to the 
fact that we made it back to tell the tale, but no wor-
ries, we had other hiccups. Our multinational crew 
(you can call it multi if there are more than two, 
right?) consisted of two Slovaks, two Norwegians, 
one Kiwi (nocturnal, flightless bird) and packs 
stuffed with mosquito repellent and wanderlust. 
Our destination was Shelter Rock Hut in Mount 
Aspiring National Park, a 4-6 hour walk one way. 
We started our adventure in Queenstown at the 
shittiest hostel we could conjure up. After a night 
of less than 8 hours sleep, we packed up and head-
ed towards the wilderness. Our low budget rental 
car got its fair share of rock hitting on the narrow, 
steep roads peppered with fords to Muddy Creek. 
The track started nicely with a broad gravel road 
in the Rees Valley towards Arthur’s Creek. Per-
sonally, having no experience carrying a multiday 
pack with multiday weight on my back, I started 
to realize this was going to be tougher than expect-

ed. Being a natural hoarder I unfortunately hadn´t 
managed to pack my newly purchased backpack 
lightly. We walked alongside the river and could 
already marvel at the incredible sight of the South-
ern Alps. Justiva got better acquainted with the 
Rees river, as she went head first into it at the first 
crossing. Nothing like a morning shower in glacier 
water, right? The track started to incline a bit, and 
the backpacks felt heavier than ever. I started eat-
ing while walking in a desperate attempt to reduce 
the weight on my back. Grateful to start descend-
ing again, we soon discovered a new challenge: the 
flatter areas along the river were covered in marsh. 
Justiva took one for the team and slipped in the 
mud. We ventured a little further and encountered 
a suspension bridge – exciting! A little photo shoot 
later we made it along the very flat and very unad-
venturous part of the track alongside a long fence. 
It was time to eat lunch and get eaten by sandflies. 
Our lunch spot turned out to be just a hundred me-
ters from the national park boundary. We entered 
the forest and it suddenly felt like a totally different 
track. The shade from the trees and the soft path 
into the luscious forest was a joy to walk. However, 
the complaints among some of us increased in fre-
quency for every time we had to descend what we 

A MEMOIR OF A 
TRAMPING NEWBIE
ASPIRING NP, SHELTER ROCK HUT.
INGVILD MARIE FREDWALL 

Strolling up the DART
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had climbed.  We took turns being in front, setting 
the pace. A sign said we were entering fragile and 
dangerous avalanche risk areas. Having watched 
the avalanche risk advisory stating moderate risk 
earlier that month, we were cautious and stuck to 
the track as the good trampers we are. There were 
remnants of former avalanches in the avalanche 
paths. For every gully we passed, we got our hopes 
up, but the Shelter Rock hut played hard to get, and 
wouldn’t show itself until the sun had gone down 
behind the ranges, creating a magnificent colour-
ing of the mountainside. We finally made it to the 
hut, and having made it this far, Andrea and Ina 
were keen on reaching the Saddle to see more of 
the track. They left their backpacks at the hut and 
went further, while the less avid trampers stayed in 
the hut to try to find ways to survive the cold night 
to come. Since I belonged to the latter group, it´s 
the only part I can report from. We soon discov-
ered that the toilets were closed for the season, and 
there was no toilet paper provided in the outhouse. 
Luckily for the crew, I had brought two rolls of toi-
let paper, which were used down to the very last 
tissue. We also realized that the people visiting the 
hut last, had kindly used all the firewood. We lo-
cated an axe and started looking for dead and dry 
branches, which proved difficult. Justiva, being a 
former scout, got the job of chopping the wood, 
while Ludmila and I went collecting branches. 
After finding a full skeleton of an unrecognisable 
animal, I got the creeps and suggested we had col-
lected enough wood. We went inside and tried to 
light a fire, which resulted in filling the whole hut 
in heavy smoke from the less than dry wood and 
setting off the fire alarm. Andrea and Ina returned 
to find us a bit low on morale. We gradually gave 
up, opened the windows and did a towel dance to 
get some of the smoke out of the hut. We made tea 
and started preparing dinner. There was time for 
another challenge. We had only bought cans that 
required a can opener. Justiva came to our rescue 
as the scout she is. To our slight concern she used 
the axe to open the cans, but it did the trick. We 
made lovely Mexican fajitas, sat in the bright light 
from our head torches and played “Never have I 

ever” until the exhaustion hit us and we retired to 
our bunks. Andrea was in charge of boiling 7 litres 
of water for everyone to drink on the way home 
and stayed up until it was finished. Since we weren’t 
able to keep the fire going through the night, those 
of us sleeping in summer sleeping bags woke our-
selves up by our clattering teeth as the temperature 
ventured below zero. The next morning Andrea 
was grumpy because it was morning. We made tea, 
ate our breakfast, had a hut photo shoot and put 
the packs on our sore hips and backs. Day two of 
a multiday tramp is, not surprisingly, tougher than 
day one. Because the track was about retracing our 
steps, we early on started dreading the up-and-
down parts to come After descending to the grassy 
plains, we couldn’t be bothered to ascend anymore, 
so we decided to do river crossings instead. Icy gla-
cier water filled our boots as we crossed the Rees 
river eight or so times. At some point we started 
talking about Ferg Burgers, which became my only 
motivation for the last two hours. The river cross-
ings made the second day much shorter than day 
one, and we made it safely back with everyone still 
being friends. Everyone agreed it had been a lovely 
tramp. And so, we lived more or less happily ever 
after. •

Naruto run?
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After three years, my degree was done and dusted. 
I had a month to kill before graduation and leaving 
the hearty city of Dunedin. I was dividing my time 
between the mountains and climbing at Long beach 
when a friend mentioned the development of a new 
crag hidden away. Quite literally called the Hidden 
Wall. The following day, three of us went scaveng-
ing around the beach and were drawn to the sounds 
of hammering and brushing behind the trees. We 
stumbled upon the classic site of Dave Brash, Mur-
ray Judge and Steve Carr effortlessly working away, 
including a lone lost sheep hiding in the bushes. We 
were the first to visit and try the newly established 
routes (The Custodian, grade 20, among one of the 
finest). After a couple hours when neither climbing 
nor belaying, I casually walked around staring at 
the wall imagining all the potential routes. Out of 
sheer interest I grabbed a brush, ascended a fixed 
line, and got myself above an undeveloped route 
next to the anchor. I sporadically brushed the top 
of a slightly overhung section for about 10 minutes 
then hear Murray say, “I’ll send the drill up”. Next 
thing I know, I’ve got a hammer, drill and bolts 
dangling from my harness followed by instructions 

and advice. An hour later, I was standing at the base 
of this dirty, mixed route, ready to climb. 
A couple good cam placements was enough to get 
me to the line of bolts. Chalk was unfortunately 
highly redundant as I was still scraping bags of dust 
on my belayer. In classic fashion, the crux is right 
at the end requiring a far rockover to a bulging 
crack. Several falls and hangdogging later yielded 
no send. As we headed out, I was contemplating a 
grade around the mid/lower 23s. Some days later I 
was back rope soloing, cleaning, and figuring out 
the sequence. Steve was ironically doing the same, 
adding another great route to his collection (Tem-
pest 22), and gave me a red ribbon to tie to my first 
bolt indicating a closed project. Another couple 
days later with Phoebe kindly belaying, and a farm-
er looking for his lost sheep, I figured out the crux. 
Still bloody dusty though. Then finally, on my next 
return, I cruised the rockover and sent my project. 
I wasn’t sure what to call my first route but want-
ed something fitting for the features in the climb. 
I ended up with “Pumpy relaxation”, reminding 
me of the rest below the crux which uses a force-
ful undercling to provide a relatively decent shake 
out while also looking super cool. That or I’m just a 
young punk conjuring up a goofy name. It’s funny. 
Once you know how to do it, your perception of the 
difficulty changes. I was debating between a difficult 
22 or easier 23. In the end I gave it the lesser, partly 
out of not wanting to over-grade it, though shortly 
afterwards, with the comments from friends and 
other climbers, the grade was bumped up.
From three years in Dunedin and learning how 
to climb from scratch with the help of the OUTC, 
this route was like a graduation present to myself 
and one of the proudest things I’ve done in giving 
something back to Long beach and the Dunedin 
climbing community. It was also fantastic hanging 
out with Steve, Murray, Dave, and Sam who intro-
duced me to the wonderful art of drilling bolts. 
And learning it takes a DAMN long time to clean 
rock and make it look pretty.

“Future climbers of the OUTC, please give her a 
crack for me. I’m biased, but she’s a good send.” •

PUMPY RELAXATION
- AN OUTC CLIMB -

DUNEDIN, LONGBEACH.
LUCA “BADGER” KARJALAINEN
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Being the very generous man he is, our lecturer 
cancelled the only lecture we had on Tuesday. Ap-
parently, this was so we could have a bit of a rest the 
day after handing in our assignment on Monday. 
For John, Marshy, Pat Mantis and myself, that 
meant an entire day to walk the Routeburn – not 
exactly what our lecturer has in mind. The plan was 
to swap keys with Charlotte and Scott who were do-
ing it from the opposite direction. 
Our law assignments were due at 9:00 Monday. By 
2:00 we were eventually packed, in a car (which 
only had one wing mirror) and on our way. A 
cheeky stop at Wye Creek to leverage off the cook-
ing facilities of a few relatives and we arrived in 
Paradise Campsite.
Tuesday started early and was exactly the day we 
were hoping for – an absolute ripper. After force 
feeding ourselves far too much muesli in the car-
park, we started at a blinding pace. Marsh, who 

didn’t have a torch, was finding it much harder than 
the rest of us in the dark but we soon made it to 
Routeburn Flats Hut. 
The climb to Routeburn Falls hut was next, and 
after a very quick walk up the incline we made it 
to the hut just as the sun was starting to come up. 
We said g-day to the tourists who were having their 
breakfast and were just about to get on our way 
again when the hut warden came out to say hello. 
Lovely man, but he gave us a big old fright by telling 
us stories of all the groups who had missed each 
other on the track and arrived at their cars without 
a key!
With that pleasant thought in mind, we continued 
up towards Harris Saddle. The day went from good 
to great as the weather just kept getting better and 
better and there was no one else on the track. We 
spotted a few kea and some of our group even did 
their best to become kea – clearly the early start was 
starting to show. 
By the time we had lunch, the words of the hut 
warden were echoing in our minds just a little too 
loudly. Surely we should have met the other party 
by now? It would be a much longer day than we had 

NO LECTURE ONE 
DAY ROUTEBURN
ASPIRING NP/FIORDLAND NP, ROUTEBURN TRACK.
CAMERON WRIGHT

ABOVE ROUTEBURN FALLS HUT (JC)
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anticipated if we had to do the track twice!! 
Just as we were seriously beginning to believe we 
had completely missed the other group, we round-
ed a bend to see Lake MacKenzie – and our car 
swapping group! Very relieved to have swapped 
keys, we continued on enjoying the rest of the day.
After the obligatory swim in the very cold Earland 
Falls, we quickly found ourselves at Lake Howden 
Hut and soon after that we were at the Divide and 
the awaiting car. Charlotte and I had agreed a few 
days earlier to leave food for the other group in 
our car. When we opened the car we found Char-
lotte had, among other tasty snacks, left us a can of 
chickpeas. Cheers Charlotte. 
We made up for the chickpeas with a visit to Ris-
torante Pizzeria Paradiso in Te Anua who served 
up an unreal meal to end an unreal day. Sitting in 
our lecture at 9:00am the next day, we couldn’t help 
but feel that we hadn’t really taken the rest day as 
instructed. 
[Ed. He got an A on the assignment, can't have been 
out in the hills enough.] •

MARSH TRYING HIS BEST TO BE A KEA (JC)

JC, THE MAN, THE MYTH, THE LEGEND

The fellas (SORRY JC)(JC)

OBLIGATORY SWIM in EARLAND FALLS

BETTER THAN A CAN OF CHICKPEAS (JC)
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As the cliché goes, my exams were coming to an 
end and I needed to blow off some steam tramping 
before jumping headlong into the world of summer 
work. This was meant to be a trip to George Sound, 
but the giant wet puddle that is Lake Te Anau posed 
too many problems, so instead I opted for the logis-
tically easier, and classic, Five Passes. I think the tag 
‘classic’ lulled me into a bit of a false sense of secu-
rity, little did I know what the days to come would 
bear.

The forecast was good for the first two days, then 
devolving into overcast before bringing rain to-
wards the end. The initial plan was to do the classic 
five pass circuit but include Lake Nerine and North 
Col because otherwise it might be too easy (?). To 
accompany me was Jakob, who had come with me 
on various other missions to Mt Titiroa and Lake 
Wilson, and Julian, who was an unknown quantity. 
This wasn’t for lack of trying, every trip he tried to 
come on just didn’t quite eventuate for him. I awoke 

at around 4am on our scheduled date of departure, 
the 2nd of November. I’d like to say this was due to 
a planned alarm and early departure. The truth was 
I was feeling the effects of a BYO the day before and 
my hangover was starting to kick in. Not to let the 
situation defeat me, I decided that a little research 
into our route would be handy, and so screenshot-
ted a couple of blog posts and a marked map on my 
phone, just in case.

I arranged to pick the boys up from OUSA at half-
past 8. While we were there I decided to grab ice 
axes and crampons for everyone just in case we 
needed them. We stopped in Alexandra to stock 
up on supplies and to grab a bit to eat. The drive 
across the rest of the island was uneventful, oth-
er than the usual car-jams, road-rage and hate on 
the touristy nature of Queenstown. The sun was 
scorching when we pulled up at the Lake Sylvan 
carpark. Everything was loaded into packs, food, 
ice axes, tents etc etc. We only just managed to 
convince Julian to leave his UP&GO’s behind. Then 
we were off down the track in the direction of Lake 
Sylvan on a well formed trail. Soon we were sweat-
ing our arses off climbing around the folds of the 

FOUR SEASONS, 
FIVE PASSES
ASPIRING NP, FIVE PASSES LOOP.
SAM HARRISON

Jakob (front) and Julian stomp up Fiery Col (SH)
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lake. It was here that I learnt that my water bottle 
had the water holding capacity of a sieve, so from 
there on out, I drank straight from the streams. Af-
ter a march through the wetlands we arrived at a 
sign marking the juncture between the track to the 
Beansburn Shelter and the bridge over the Beans-
burn Chasm. We decided to down packs and go for 
a walk to investigate the shelter. It was only a few 
minutes down the track, down by the confluence 
of the Rockburn and the Dart. On such an exceed-
ingly hot day it would have been rude not to have 
a dip, but this had to be kept short as we had to 
get up the Beansburn before the creeping darkness 
overtook us.

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

Any effort of cleaning off sweat was in vain, as we 
were soon sweating once again back up to the packs 
and then across the chasm. Here the track officially 
ended, according to the sign. This did little to stop 
us, we crashed our way through the undergrowth 
back down to the Dart River flats. It did occur to 
me with the benefit of hindsight that this 15 min-
utes of bushbashing could have been avoided by 
simply crossing at the shelter, but where would the 
fun be? The river flats were well… flat. This made 
for easy going as the sun set below the valley walls. 
We cut intermittently into the bush, where there 
was a well defined track used for setting traps.

Our main obstacle on this leg of the trip was cross-
ing the unbridged Beansburn to join the track on 
the other side. The easiest spot to do this is the 
confluence with the Dart. The others were reluctant 
as to which path to take. This being so, I took one 
for the team and waded out into the subdued riv-
er to assess our options. I mused that there would 
be no way of getting across with dry boots anyway, 
that was until I spotted the jetboat moored around 
the corner. Thankfully(?) there was no life on the 
other side of the river, so the others were forced to 
join me. Linking up we crossed, choosing careful-
ly to avoid the balls deep section of swirling water 
downstream. From here a marked track cut up the 

Beansburn and we made good progress. Despite 
this we were losing a battle with the fading light, 
partly attributable to weary limbs that had been 
roasted under the hot sun. The track bridges the 
Beansburn about a kilometre up before traveling 
through forested boulder fields depositing us into a 
grassy river clearing (why did we cross earlier? read 
Five Passes in Antics 2018). Jakob was a bit slower 
so had dropped off the back at the end, so I waited 
for him whilst sending Julian further up the clear-
ing to scope out camping in the seriously faded 
light. After what felt like an eternity Jakob emerged 
from the bush and we walked in Julian’s footsteps. 
He was standing by a patch of tall grass, confidently 
asserting that this ‘sea of grass’ could stretch all the 
way to the forest on the other side. I was skepti-
cal and marched onward, and within 10 metres I 
spotted a tent nested between two grooves of trees. 
So much for a sea of grass. Giving our neighbours 
some space we set up our tents before grabbing out 
our torches to make dinner. Julian really struggled 
to get the three legged cooker to stand upright, this 
confused me as it was the sturdiest cooker you can 
imagine. Looking at what he was doing, I put for-
ward the proposition that it might be helpful if he 
folded the legs out. You may be familiar with the 
concept of a blond moment. Tramping with Julian 
was like one, prolonged blond moment that nev-
er seemed to end. To this day I am still not sure if 
he was being sarcastic and messing with me or if 
he just… required special help. Anyway, after this 
blond moment I took over the cooker duties and 
we soon had water boiling up for couscous with 
feta and tons of cucumber. While we ate our resi-
dent neighbours came over for a chat, a father and a 
young son. They were relieved to hear their jetboat 
was still where they left it! Once our food was de-
voured it was unanimously announced that it was 
bedtime, so we hit the hay, ready for another big 
day the next day.

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

We started getting up around 7am. Porridge was 
set cooking as we got our sleeping areas packed 
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up. Breakfast was duly inhaled and with porridge 
covered pots (courtesy of Julian’s cleaning effort) 
we set off. I was surprised to find the track con-
tinued further up the Beansburn, contrary to what 
was marked on the topomap, formed as part of a 
trapping line. Just into the bush from our campsite 
we encountered a rather friendly kea who was dis-
gruntled at our interference in his wood gnawing 
business.

Leaving him alone, we trundled up the valley in the 
warm weather, sweat pouring out of us. The track 
crosses several slips and creeks as it winds its way 
up the valley. The plan for the day was to get up 
to the Fohn Saddle so I cracked the whip, much to 
the ire of my companions. I did have to relent on 
the odd occasion, for fear of mutiny. A few of these 
snack/breathing breaks later we came down to the 
Beansburn, which we continued to do a couple of 
times as the track cut around huge river boulders 
and up into the scrub. Eventually we found our-
selves on the grassy plain, with a large pile of giant 
boulders perched far in the distance, this was to be 
our lunch stop. In the process of reaching this spot 
we had to climb through patches of dry creekbed 
and hop across the river but in time the rocks 
loomed large in front of me. I was rather confused 
as this was meant to be a rock bivvy but I couldn’t 
find the damned bivvy bit.

In my erratic exhausted state I stomped around like 
an angry toddler. Meanwhile Jakob sailed past and 
after a little river wade announced the entrance was 
around the corner. We collapsed here for lunch, 
or at least me and Jakob did whilst we waited for 
Julian. In his own sweet time Julian arrived and 
proudly announced he had dropped his ice axe in 
the creek and couldn’t reach it because it was ‘too 
dangerous’. I was already hot and bothered and 
this only escalated the situation to DEFCON 5. 
As Jakob put it “It is kind a dick move to lose your 
iceaxe right before we need it”. Anyway so I follow 
Julian in a miff to go retrieve the irretrievable ice 
axe whilst Jakob enjoyed the sun. I crouched by the 
creek, firmly gripping my ice axe while Julian held 

the other end splashing around in a knee deep pool. 
The axe was easily retrieved, and so it was back to 
the biv.

The hot day had us all buggered. Jakob made the 
good point that the snow was probably buggered. 
Given all that buggery, I decided to call it a day 
here. I also decided that Lake Nerine was probably 
out of the question giving the snow and delay in 
our schedule. This was welcome news to the other 
two, and soon we were all stretched out in the sun 
eating our well deserved lunch. The afternoon was 
spent like this, reading books, sleeping and eating. 
Even managed a quick dip. As the sun sank below 
the mountains Jakob and I retreated to the rock 
bivvy (I have since learnt it is actually called Split 
Rock Bivvy). Here we cleared away the animal shit 
from our desired sleeping area and settled down 
for the night. Except we didn’t as we had to battle 
sandflies for at least another hour, until they finally 
pissed off and let us sleep.

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

My alarm blared to life at 5:15am and I duly 
snoozed it till 5:20 till I finally roused from my 
slumber. Hitting my head multiple times on the 
roof of the bivvy I eventually had my stuff packed 
up and went down to wake up Julian. Light was just 
beginning to curl around the edges of the horizon 
as I got the water on the boil for our porridge. Om-
inously cloud began to roll over the Fohn Saddle 
and I worried that this would make the nav shit, 
I would just have to wait and see. We were out of 
there in good time, making our way up the TR 
of the river following a loosely trodden trapping 
line. Stumbling upon some cairns crossing a dry 
river bed further up we pondered whether this 
was a sign to start climbing. After a quick consul-
tation with the map our suspicion was confirmed 
and so we began pulling ourselves up towards 
the Fohn Saddle, making maximum use of the 
tussock. The navigation was more or less straight 
forward, we just followed one spur onto another, 
crossing a creek before stopping short of the pla-
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teau at 1320m to have a well deserved breather. 

Once on the plateau we met our first taste of snow, 
so crampons were put on and those ice axes final-
ly came in handy. The climb up to saddle was a 
straightforward northbound plod, nevertheless it 
was a sweaty affair. We regrouped on the saddle, 
happy at the lack of low cloud, although dark black 
clouds loomed over the other side of the pass.
 
From the saddle we chose to continue the upward 
slog, following the ridge to the NW before drop-
ping down a bit of a gut to Fohn Lake. Whilst Julian 
was happy to walk straight out onto the ice I was a 
little more cautious, following the edge around. Ac-
cording to the blog I had been reading we could fol-
low a spur down beside the outlet, taking us safely 
onto the Olivine Ledge. The problem was this blog 
kept mentioning bloody cairned routes, but cairns 
are quite hard to follow if they are covered in snow. 
Opting not to cross the lake ice we gingerly crossed 
the outlet and climbed up onto the spur.
 
This spur took us to the ledge as planned, and we 
were greeted by a cairn and some loose tracks at the 
bottom. We followed these traipsing through some 
boggy sections, avoiding the deep canyon cut by the 
river before swinging around to the left and cross-
ing to the TL. Before crossing we had our lunch, 
enjoying the sunshine that was peeping through 
the clouds, this was around 1:30pm. Crossing the 
river was not difficult, and the going across the 
ledge was easy enough. This being said, it is a mira-
cle that no one rolled an ankle, as the tall grass hid 
many a hole. The ledge makes a gradual climb up 
to the 1200m contour, from there it wound its way 
through a boulder field. The route through was well 
cairned so we had little difficulty.
 
Our route then took us down to cross one of the 
branches of Fiery Creek, right above where it de-
scended into a roaring canyon of foaming water. 
Our feet trod the well worn path up towards the 
Col, slowly but steadily. At the snowline we once 
again brought out the snow gear and made tracks 

Jakob Walking down the DART (SH)

The BeansBurn & Split Rock Bivvy (SH)

Climbing to the Fohn Saddle (SH)

Sam Relaxing above the Olivine Ledge (JS)



57

OTAGO & SOUTHLANDFOUR SEASONS, FIVE PASSES

upward. What had looked like a gentle climb from 
the bottom was causing a significant amount of 
sweat. I could see some evidence of past avalanches 
to our left, so I was in no mood to stop. The oth-
ers enjoyed my steps but still struggled to keep up. 
At one point a Kea came down to investigate the 
strange visitors to its territory, before getting preoc-
cupied by something tasty in the snow.
 
It was a real push to get to the top of the Col. 
However what ever dreams I had of a flat sanctu-
ary were quickly shattered by strong winds, the 
discovery of a cornice and a rather steep drop 
down the other side. Bugger. I perched myself on 
a rock waiting for the others, holding on for dear 
life, not that I let the others know that. We re-
grouped at the top and I told the others the news: 
“I have some good news and some bad news, good 
news, this is the top! Bad news, there is a cornice and 
a LOT of snow on the other side.”
 
I was pretty keen to have a break from leading 
however this desire came up against an unforeseen 
problem. The others were practically snow-blind 
as they hadn’t brought sunglasses like I had. Even 
I was having serious trouble with my depth per-
ception. We walked to the right side of the Col to 
cross the cornice, over some worrying cracks be-
fore hurriedly front pointing down the other side. 
It was here that Julian really proved his worth, he 
overtook me and with his long legs ploughed a path 
down the slope which Jakob and I could follow.
 
Photos don’t really do justice to the steepness 
and snowiness of the slope. 100 metres down we 
stopped for a break and it became apparent the 
others were pretty zonked, feeling the pain, it was 
around 6pm. We went down the TL of the large gut 
which was obvious both in person and on the map. 
After leaving the majority of the snow behind and a 
little bit of rock climbing we picked up some cairns 
that took us all the way down to Cow Saddle. There 
was still a fair amount of light, but progress had re-
ally slowed with the others feeling the effects of the 
long day.

I tried my best to keep everyone motivated and to-
gether, with promises of a nice campsite and a hot 
meal. The blog that I had read had talked about 
Hidden Falls Creek running underground till the 
750m contour or thereabouts. This was certain-
ly not the case for us, with plenty of water filling 
the creekbed. We followed down the TR of the 
creek, climbing up and crossing a number of scree 
slopes before negotiating a rocky descent back to 
the creek. We pushed on in the failing light across 
some grassy flats to what I thought would be a nicer 
campground on the TR, on the creek between ‘Falls’ 
and ‘Creek’ on the map. However this turned out to 
be a hillside of shitty rock and scrub. We continued 
down the TR somewhat confused. Jakob was seri-
ously buggered at this point, so I took a moment 
to reread the blog post and discovered they had 
camped 500m back up the hill on the grassy flats. 
It was about 8:30pm by this point and I realized the 
situation was less than ideal. I also realized it was my 
fault. The forecast was for rain overnight, so ideally 
I wanted to camp on the TL to avoid being stuck on 
the wrong side of the river. Everything I had read 
suggested that there was a well defined track down 
the TL through the bush, however we had seen no 
trace of it. After some indecision I chose that we 
should push on to the nice campground 1km fur-
ther down. Going off the marked map I had on my 
phone we went back up to the scrubby creek before 
climbing into the bush. It was dark by this point 
so any navigation relied solely on torches and my 
phone GPS. This should ring warning bells for you 
and looking back it did for me, but my brain was 
foggy with tiredness. The buzzing adrenaline didn’t 
help either. Giving up on finding the track we cut 
through the bush roughly where it was marked on 
the map. What followed was a purely reckless de-
termined bushbash through the dark. At points I 
would push through some scrub and be faced by 
a black void, a bank dropping down to god knows 
what. We all clung onto what ever we could get our 
hands on to get through these sections. I was about 
50m every 10 minutes. I couldn’t let Jakob sit down 
as everytime he did his body almost capitulated. At 
one point he suggested we just bivvy on a the slope 
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and continue in the light. I was not keen with the 
rain forecast and a campsite oh so close. My GPS 
jumped at one point scaring the shit out of me by 
putting us perilously close to an even more serious 
cliff. As a result I took a more diagonal tack down 
toward the river. We gave up all pretenses of civili-
ty as we slid down the hillside cutting ourselves to 
pieces on the greenery. And then, all at once, there 
was a swamp, and then, flat land. Thank FUCK. It 
was 11pm. My relief was overflowing. We found 
a nice grassy spot under the trees and set up our 
tents. Dinner was a weird combination of food that 
could loosely be described as Mexican, but really 
was salsa mixed with beans and dehydrated peas 
with a bit of tortilla to accompany. We were in no 
mood to complain.

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

During the night the rain came and we were hap-
py to be in our tents. Everyone had a bit of a sleep 
in, so we weren’t out of camp until 10ish in the 
morning. We laughed as we crossed a large grass 
clearing some 50m away with established camping 
spots. We rejoiced as we followed a well defined 
track down the river. What a change this was from 
the night before. It still took some care in the open 
sections to find the next cairn but overall it wasn’t 
hard to follow. The route was dotted with numer-
ous little campsites, to add insult to injury. It didn’t 
take long before we were climbing steeply on our 
hands and feet up root ladders towards Park Pass. 
Our route (pun intended) took us up the ridge and 
we were feeling rooted (pun intended) by the time 
we broke out of the bushline. We were faced with a 
conundrum, cairns seemed to lead to our right, but 
according to where I thought we were we should go 
straight. We couldn’t debate for long as Jakob was 
frozen to the bone so we opted to cut through the 
bush to our right for a bit and see where it led us. 
Nowhere really as it turned out. Some of the cloud 
had cleared which presented us with a better view 
of the situation, or so we thought. Given that to our 
SW (straight) was a sharp incline we couldn’t see 
the pass, but to our S we could see another saddle, 

which we nearly mistook for Park Pass. Thankfully 
we choose to cut up to the ridge and from there the 
route became clear with cairns. Narrowly avoided 
another fuck up there. Soon we were descending 
down the otherside into the magnificent Rockburn 
Valley, framed by cascading waterfalls sourced 
from the Park Pass Glacier.
 
The rain was on and off by this point, but the 
ground was still soaked, making dropping into the 
valley a risky business. About a kilometre from the 
pass, just above where two streams meet is a sub-
stantial rock bivvy. Rather than soldier on I decided 
we could all do with a lunch stop. Sitting under the 
rock we watched the rain come down around us, 
accompanied by a friendly rock wren.
 
Julian really wanted to stay there in the dry but I 
pulled rank and forced him down the valley with 
the rest of us. Crossing the Rockburn took some 
care as there was plenty of water in it. In the end 
we crossed individually for mobility whilst using 
ice axes and poles for stability. There was a loosely 
cairned track across the grassland. One had to be 
careful not fall waist deep in clear blue pools and 
streams that ran across the grassy bog land. At one 
point Jakob went off to take a shit and we had the 
amusement of watching him fall multiple times 
into some such holes. At the end of the clearing we 
joined a trapping line and entered the bush. Despite 
the existence of a track, the going was still tough. 
There were plenty of obstacles to navigate and 
limbs were cold and weary. Julian was like a small 
child waiting for Christmas, asking if every clearing 
we entered was Theatre Flat. The track crossed mul-
tiple unbridged streams but most of these were eas-
ily negotiated despite the rain. The one exception 
was a creek that was running thigh high through 
one of the clearings. Crossing entailed linking to-
gether and carefully manoeuvring the rocky creek 
bed whilst battling the frigid water.
 
Just before Theatre Flats we had to climb over a 
short but not unsubstantial saddle beneath pt 908. 
Then, after a sharp descent we were finally at Thea-
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tre flats. Halfway across Jakob spotted a large rock 
bivvy and we decided to make for it. It provided a 
semi-dry and sheltered camping spot so it was an 
obvious choice. Tents were erected and the Julian 
got stuck into his second favourite thing other than 
pissing me off, making fire. Soon we were all hud-
dled around this fire trying to dry various articles 
of clothing in the vain hope of having something 
dry to put on tomorrow. The sandflies were cer-
tainly enjoying the company. Dinner was pasta and 
veges with a tomato sauce, we had to reject Julian’s 
idea of adding satay to the mix multiple times. Af-
ter dinner everyone was pretty tired, so soon the 
fire was left to die down and we hit our pits.

✴ ✴ ✴ ✴ ✴

The next day we rose at 7am with the motivation of 
getting out to the car and getting dry. We packed up 
camp, scoffed down our porridge and then set off 
down the Rockburn. The pace was surprisingly fast, 
I think it was Jakob digging into his last reserves of 
energy to get out to civilization. As he said “When 
your legs feel good, you just have to go for it”. Along 
our way down the river track we saw an entire spec-
trum of native bird life, from flocks of kea, to kaka, 
robins, tui and even a whio. We made surprisingly 
good time for the first 5km until the track started 
to climb towards Sugarloaf Pass. Things were look-
ing up, motivation was high and the sun was almost 
thinking of shining (contrary to the last forecast I 
had seen). We stopped for a break under a rock a 
100m into our vertical climb. I realized that I had 
been too efficient at rationing my chocolate. Giv-
en the packaging was disintegrating I decided to 
rectify the situation by eating a third of the block. 
This powered me up the hill and soon we were at 
the junction with the track down to the Rockburn 
Shelter. We left this behind and grinded our way up 
the hill. At one point we almost convinced Julian 
to cross what was probably a head deep swamp, 
turns our he must have something up there afterall. 
After the previous four passes, Sugarloaf was easily 
achieved with a bit of sweat.
 

On the saddle the sun was shining and we enjoyed 
a quick stop to rest the legs before carrying on. The 
descent seemed to go on forever. Everyone’s legs 
were hurting and I was seriously concerned for 
safety of one of my toenails. I demolished the rest 
of the block of chocolate when we stopped at Sugar-
loaf Stream. From there the descent becomes easier 
on the knees, with the gradient gradually lessening 
before the track spits you out onto the Routeburn 
highway. It was strange seeing other people beyond 
Jakob and Julian. People kept there distance, per-
haps the combined effect of our stench and Jakob 
exclaiming things like “My legs don’t hurt, it is my 
balls that are burning!”.
 
I left the boys at the Routeburn shelter to slow-
ly come to terms with the damage to their bodies 
whilst I continued down the road towards the Syl-
van carpark. No one picked me up, so I walked the 
entire 5km back to my car. This wasn’t so bad, the 
sun was shining after all. The whole experience did 
leave me wondering, what would the circuit be like 
in the summer? •
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The Beansburn (SH) KEA saying P.O (SH)

JULIAN climbing towards
the fohn saddle (SH)

Looking down The Beansburn from partway up the
Fohn Saddle (SH)

Fohn Lakes swim? (SH)

Descending from Fiery Col (SH)

ROCKburn Valley (SH)

Theatre Flats (SH)

Sugarloaf Pass (SH)
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CAMP 1

CAMP 2

CAMP 3

CAMP 4

Car Parked

Where we got lost...

FIVE PASSES
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The glaciers are melting. In a few years, there prob-
ably will be no glaciers left at all. I will be sad if 
there are no glaciers, because glaciers are cool (get 
it?). We thought we better have a look at the Bry-
ant before it melted away like the rest of the world’s 
glaciers.
We arrived at Paradise Campsite at about 12 on 
Friday night. After setting up a fly and explaining 
to a few punters that yes indeed this was our ac-
commodation for the night, that gave us approxi-
mately 3 and a half hours sleep before being rudely 
awoken on Saturday morning to start our trip. For 
some reason we were in the van with a group doing 
a hard trip, which explains the silly starting time.
After being dropped off we made good time up the 
Glacier Burn Track. So good in fact, that we were 
above the bush line before it was light. Surely we 
could have slept for at least an hour longer. In the 
morning glow we continued to make our way up 
the valley and eventually to the base of the glacier. 
A helmet would perhaps have been a good idea 
here, but given we didn’t have any with us our sun-
hats would have to do. One member of out trip, 
Miles, had a particularly impressive sun hat – it was 
bound to keep him safe from the rocks falling down 
from above us.  
After navigating the last of the flying rocks, we 
made it onto the glacier. It turns out that the Bry-
ant is already succumbing to climate change. While 
impressive, it was a lot smaller than the map might 
suggest. We took out time at the top, lying around 
in the sun trying to make back some of the sleep 
that we lost the night before! Eventually we dragged 
ourselves back down the hill and to the wating van. 
Back at the campsite and the annual cooking com-
petition had begun. We cooked by far and away the 
best meal, but because Katie won last year we had 
to settle for second. Perhaps next year we can re-
claim the top spot? The same can’t be said for the 
glaciers, which might not even be here next year. 
Enjoy them while they last. •

FADING GIANTS
ASPIRING NP, BRYANT GLACIER.
CAMERON WRIGHT

Note effective sun protection

'Supposed to be a glacier around here somewhere...'

Early bird gets the worm
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Our goal was to soak in the scenery, and that we 
did.

We ambled along the trail for a couple of hours, 
found a lovely swimming spot, looked at the water
for about half an hour, contemplated diving in for 
another ten minutes, then spent five minutes
deciding that we would swim on our way back. So 
we continued onwards. Our tramp was very
chill.

We then settled down for lunch outside Routeburn 
Flats Hut where we napped, took group photos
and spent ten minutes deciding whether or not we 
had time to continue walking further down the
track. We came to the conclusion that no, we did 
not. So we packed up our bags and merrily strolled
back the way we came. We stopped at the blissful 
waterhole and finally took the plunge. We then
spent about ten minutes drying off and soaking up 
the sun. The rest of the walk was a breeze and we
got back just before our allocated time.
What a success!

NB: we never actually made it to the start of the 
North Routeburn track. But did I tell you that was
our goal? Jokes on you. •

WALKING THE 
“NORTH ROUTEBURN"
ASPIRING NP, NORTH ROUTEBURN TRACK?
LUCY PATTERSON

Lake Sylvan Campsite

Flat group photo!

No, not the nth routeburn

Not the nth routeburn either
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Our mountains, how they bend and fold. Glaciers 
flowing from rock to ice to me. This past year I have 
been mesmerised by the scale, the shapes, the way 
light plays upon the ice and the patterns the wind 
whittles in the snow. I used to think it was a strange 
force that draws us upwards. But now I understand 
that this force is not so strange at all. 

Some moments seem to burn brighter than others. 
The first time I saw the Bonar glacier, clambering 
over the top of the Quarterdeck, the golden 
moonlight and pink rays of first light washing the 
snow in a magical glow. The first time I scrambled 
upon warm granite in the Darrans, impossibly 
steep rock expanses rising straight up out of the sea. 
My first New Years in the hills, running through 
golden tussock, my memories tinged with the 
overexposure of golden hour. My first trip deep in 
the bowels of the Landsborough. Water cascading 
everywhere in a wild joyous dance.

And then the Tasman. Dappled ice tunnels framing 
Aoraki. There is something so tremendously 
magnificent about feeling small. It’s almost as 
if being a witness to the wonder of a mountain 
morning somehow gives everything leading up to 
this moment meaning.

It’s 1:30am. Pattering quietly across the floor of 
Tasman Saddle Hut, out the half snow buried 
door. The rope to the toilet sways gently. The storm 
has quieted now, the sky is clear. The shadowy 
silhouettes of a million ancient peaks cradle more 

stars than I ever imagined possible. I will not leave 
this place unchanged. The joy of frolicking in these 
immense spaces will overflow into the mundane. 
The views from above will change how I see and 
move in the land below.

The Southern Alps teach us many things. On their 
snowy slopes we learn discernment and humility, 
on their icy faces we learn to stay calm, on their 
crevassed glaciers and avalanche terrain we learn 
caution, and metres from their summits, we 
relinquish control and realise that perhaps the 
greatest glory is knowing when to turn around. 
But the greatest lesson of all is that it is not the 
mountains we climb, but the people we climb with. 
We explore together and stand amazed at what we 
see, hours passing without needing to speak. In the 
spaces between civilisation and a summit, we find 
our family.

There have been times when it all doesn’t seem this 
simple. Wandering lost in a whiteout, our footsteps 
stolen into the mist and claustrophobic dark. Hours 
of abseiling down a cliff, being battered against the 
rock by bitter wind and rain. Moments perched 
precariously on verglassed rock, terrified. I’m sure 
there are more moments like this, but somehow 
they seem to have faded, overwhelmed by the 
euphoria of being vulnerable and of journeying in 
such a roaring land.

And so in light of all this, it is not so strange that we 
keep coming back. It is not so strange at all. •

DRAWN UPWARDS
MADDY WHITTAKER

THE VOLTA (RC)
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With exams just around the corner, we decided a 
trip to Silverpeaks was on the cards. This was to be 
an incredibly serious trip, to reflect how seriously 
we take University. 
All the key parts of a very serious tramping expedi-
tion were quickly assembled. 
• Hawaiian shirts for all members of the party
• Ill-fitting gear from various places across 

Mosgiel and Dunedin
• A pack of peanuts (honey roasted)
Many essential elements of tramping equipment 
were not assembled.
At 4:30 in the afternoon we found ourselves in 
New World, still deciding if we were actually going 
tramping. Having finally picked a dinner, we made 
our way to the start of the track and started walk-
ing much later than the Mountain Safety Council 
would be happy with.
The warmth and waterproofing of our Hawaiian 
shirts was quickly put to the test, as the tops became 
enveloped in a cold mist. Eventually we admitted 
defeat and the rain jackets came out, but spirits re-
mained high. We arrived at the hut in record time 
– being woefully underequipped means light packs. 
For dinner, we sampled some of New World’s fin-
est pre-cooked pasta. George, being the lightweight 
tramper that he is, elected not to bring anything to 
eat out of or eat with (he insists this was on pur-
pose). His makeshift plate and spoon, constructed 
from the pasta packet, really proved the lightweight 
tramping concept. 
The next morning the lightweight tramping philos-
ophy was once again put the to test. Again this was 
a great success, as both Tim and George success-
fully ate porridge off the end of a swiss army knife. 
The walk out was an absolute cracker, with not a 
cloud in the sky. Being ultra-lightweight we ran out 
of food almost immediately, but no harm was done. 
A very serious tramping expedition indeed. •

A VERY SERIOUS 
EXPEDITION TO THE 
SILVERPEAKS
SILVERPEAKS CA, JUBILEE HUT
CAMERON WRIGHT

STRIKING GOLD IN THE HUT (GE)

TIM & GEORGE PUT LIGHTWEIGHT
METHOD TO THE TEST (CW)

THE BOIZ AT JUBILEE
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Lots of planning trying to organise a trip to Bar-
ron Saddle with a bunch of people. Forecast wasn’t 
ideal. Bailed and decided to do an ambitious solo 
mish to Hunter Creek near Earnslaw, potentially 
up into the West or South branch. Got to Muddy 
Creek a little bit late. Felt lazy. Walked to Earnslaw 
hut instead. Explored Kea Basin and surrounds the 
second day. Looked down into the Hunter. Saw it 
receives no sun this time of the year and was quite 
pleased about my decision. Ate lots of icicles dipped 
in raspberry Raro. Made a mediocre fire. Sawed 
through a large log. Finished reading my book 
about Shackleton and Adélie penguins. Walked out 
the next day. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - JUNE
EARNSLAW HUT

A classic Silver Peaks trip with Laura, Ian, Coline, 
Megha and Frog Joe. Walked in to Jubilee Hut via 
ABC Cave where we spotted a rat scuttling away. 
The cave stank like rat urine and faeces. Wouldn’t 
recommend as accommodation. We were joined by 
a huge group of 20 ish American students at Jubilee 
hut but luckily we’d already claimed sleeping space. 
It was still pretty crowded. Everyone drank a bit of 
alcohol then went to bed. It started raining a little 
then someone spotted some headlights descending 
the Devils Staircase at quite a pace at about 11pm. 
They continued past the hut and up the other side 
towards ABC cave. Interesting. We made a quick 
detour the next day to follow vague directions to 
Dark Horse ‘Hut’. Managed to find it. It would be 
better than nothing if you needed shelter. A bit dark 
and dodgy looking. “Looks like a meth den” – Tay-
lor. It got really moody and a little drizzly, but final-
ly we made it to the cars and headed home. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - JULY
SILVERPEAKS

I’d been meaning to go up here for a long time. 
Jamie and Laura were keen to come along so we 
headed up in the afternoon. It was an intense climb 
with nice forest, the kowhai was flowering. The 
tussock was impressively tall and slippery and the 
views were pretty cool too. We made camp by a 
rock outcrop where we could hide from the wind 
while making dinner, enjoyed some fancy cheese 
and admired the lights of Dunedin once it got dark. 
I got up early to admire the sunrise and moody 
mist. Then we all headed along the ridge, among 
moody clouds that were hanging around the lower 
slopes. We were back in Dunedin that afternoon. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - SEPT
MAUNGATUA
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My first trip with the tramping club came out of the 
blue. During a workshop, my new friend Kevin was 
enthusiastically asking if anyone wanted to help 
him lead a trip for the tramping club. Meaning to 
join the club for so long already, I said sure why not, 
not really knowing what I was getting myself in to. 
Though having experience in the outdoors, I never 
actually led group of people. Being a Kiwi Host for 
the first time this year showed me how many in-
ternational students there really were at Otago. The 
tramping club solidified the impression that they 
were everywhere.  

Kevin and I presented our anti-clockwise route of 
the Sugarloaf pass at the pre-meet. Here, for the 
first time ever, I met someone with same name as 
me (another international of course). We were to 
do a moderate tramp with six people (more than 
80% of our group ended up being internationals). 
The whole experience of taking the bus was as new 
to me as all the punters coming on their first trip. 
We arrived late Friday night at the Paradise camp-

site being woken up by a song of the same name. 
Finding our way through the dark to a good spot to 
pitch the tent, keeping an eye out for the ditch we 
were warned about. 

The next morning, we got up in the dark to prepare 
some good old breakfast oats (which became my 
staple breakfast for the rest of the year). Our group 
started walking from the campsite before the sun 
truly rose. It was a crispy clear morning and an easy 
track to follow. Soon we came upon Lake Sylvan as 
the light hit the far mountaintops. Cool mist blan-
keted the still lake with the sun highlighting the far 
peaks. This was the first photo stop. 

Our next stop involved more photos and a Kea. 
This curious bird was soon to be joined by two 
friends. We spend 20 min just enjoying them hop-
ping around us and trying to get good pictures. Un-
fortunately, a third of our group had not realised we 
stopped, so were far ahead and assumed we gotten 
lost when we finally caught up again. With the day 
being so beautiful no one really minded taken it 
easy and having multiple stops. 

SUGARLOAF TEA PARTY
ASPIRING NP, SUGARLOAF PASS.
HANNE ROBERTI

That's one rowdy Tea Party! 
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Halfway up the climb to the pass we encountered 
the clockwise Sugarloaf Pass group right where a 
slip happened. It took some manoeuvring to get 
everyone over, under and through the tangle of 
trees but we passed the obstacle without incident. 
Finally, we reached Sugarloaf pass, giving us views 
over to the other side, which were expanded pano-
ramically when we climbed the small peak next to 
the pass. Having saved our food for this magnifi-
cent spot, we hungrily dug into our shared lunch. 
From brie and crackers to banana cake and choc-
olate, everyone brought something to enjoy. Some-
one even carried a teapot all the way up. Since we 
had plenty of time before we needed to be down 
again, some decided to take nap. Next Kevin or-
ganized us to recreate the OUTC letters with the 
most beautiful backdrop. Followed by a personal 
photoshoot with Kevin so that he could practise his 
photographer skills. Unsurprisingly, each punter 
wanted to take the modelling opportunity and get 
that perfect profile picture. Eventually, we headed 
onward, to keep to the time schedule. The walk 
down went smoothly, and we were at the start of 
the Routeburn track in no time at all. 

For dinner, Kevin and I thought we try something 
different. It was the biggest mission of the weekend 
and probably not very well thought through. The 
meal took roughly 3 hours to prep and make, chop-
ping and boiling potatoes, tomatoes, onions and 
roasting chickpeas, topped all with Greek yoghurt 
and special spices. Fortunately, dinner turned out 
great. Though, disappointingly, by the time we fin-
ished our meal, Charlotte was too full to properly 
try our meal for the competition. Note to self: po-
tatoes take forever to boil, for the next tramp bring 
something easier and lighter to cook. Happily, din-
ner concluded with chocolate and strawberries!
Overall, thanks to all the internationals on this trip, 
I learned to see the beauty of NZ through fresh 
eyes and special thanks to Kevin for renewing my 
passion of discovering new places. All in all, the 
trip was a perfect introduction to tramping with 
OUTC.  •

Lake Sylvan (KL)

KEA! (KL)

On the way to the little peak (KL)

Happy to be back on the highway (KL)
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You may have heard about the rare freshwater dol-
phins, Delphinus lacus, that inhabit Lake Wakatipu, 
but you’ve likely not seen them. Reclusive and re-
served, they only show off in front of the most pa-
tient photographers. Rumour had it that one of the 
Lake Wakatipu freshwater dolphins had also found 
its way somehow to Lake Harris, possibly upheaved 
in the atrociously high rainfall we had last winter. 
So, we decided to pay a visit to this lake to rescue 
the dolphin and do our part for conservation. 

You might be wondering how our poor dolphin 
has survived alone in Lake Harris for all this time? 
I wondered this too, until I learned that Lake Har-
ris had also become a refuge for the incredibly rare 
New Zealand alpine penguin, or Megadyptes an-
tipodes insipiens, a close relative of the yellow-eyed 
penguin. Armed with our cameras, we headed up 
to Lake Harris to pay this exquisite wildlife a visit 
and rescue the dolphin. 

Our important conservation mission and the an-
ticipation of seeing true New Zealand biodiversi-
ty kept our group in positive spirits as we walked 
past Routeburn falls hut and on to Lake Harris. 
It took some patience and lots of encouragement 
to inflate these animals egos to overcome their 
self-consciousness, but eventually, they were will-
ing to come and say hello. The whole experience 
really took my breath away! We frolicked with them 
in the crisp, clear waters for nearly two hours. But 
alas, the sun was lower in the sky and it was time 
to rescue the dolphin and one of the penguins, 
who couldn’t bear to be separated from his friend. 
Suspending them from my pack, we walked them 
down past Routeburn falls and released them into 
the Routeburn river, where they entered the Dart 
and returned home to Lake Wakatipu. 

Keep your eye out for Delphinus lacus and 
Megadyptes antipodes insipiens next time you are 
in the mountains. Rumour has it they’ve also been 
seen relaxing in the warm hot pools of Copland, 
and we suspect they have a bit more adventuring 
to do until they’re ready to settle down. They’re shy 
and take some coaxing, but when they come out to 
say hello, it really will take your breath away. •

THE WONDERFUL SPECIES 
OF LAKE HARRIS
ASPIRING NP, LAKE HARRIS.
JENNIFER PALMER

DELPHINUS & MEGADYPTES



70

INSERT TRIPOTAGO & SOUTHLAND

ROUTEBURN Not so flat

DOwn from Lake Harris

WILDlife haven

Routeburn Flats

Nacho delight

Carolie COmpensation
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INSERT TRIP CANTERBURY & TOP OF THE SOUTH

CANTERBURY

Drunkenly at Bushball I had promised Kerry that I 
would help out leading on the combined trip with 
CUTC to the Lake Ohau region. Hungover the next 
morning I realized I had to come up with some sort 
of plan before the premeet on Tuesday night. Aidan 
flaked on leading with me on Monday, luckily La-
chie got in touch with me and we made a very L O 
O S E plan to go up Ohau Skifield and play around 
on the tops.

Somehow we fluked our through the premeet, 
pointing vaguely at the map and trying to scare 
the room of punters to shake off the whiners. On 
Friday I met Jenni at the gearroom where she was 
working through a wishlist from Kerry longer than 
that santa has to put up with on Christmas. At half 
past five punters began rolling in and we loaded 
the vans to the gills with packs and pots. There was 
some slight confusion before our departure about 
the number of people we had, with a very worried 

punter standing on the kerb wondering if they 
would have a seat. One stressed call from Kevin to 
Kerry later and a proper headcount brought forth 
the conclusion that our counting was worse than 
that on my Maths160 assignment. With everyone 
seated we head out in convoy towards Lake Ohau. 
We stopped for a bit of kai in Oamaru, and with full 
bellies and greasy hands the vans rolled northward. 
Other than the sick crack of a possum against the 
van’s bumper our drive was uneventful, we cruised 
into the Round Bush campsite around 10:30pm. 
Soon, much to the horror of the existing camp-
ers, came two more OUTC vans followed by three 
CUTC vans and a car. Predictably what followed 
was a fantastic show of faffing as bumbling packs 
of punters fell over each other trying to put up their 
tents. I for myself parked up in the back of the van, 
sharing it with Tom who had an alarm set for me 
for 6am.

I rolled out of the boot at 6am and stumbled around 
trying to assemble my things. Our punters slowly 
came out of the woodwork in a stunned state look-

WHO INVITED CUTC?
RUATANIWHA CP, MT SUTTON & MAITLAND VALLEY.
SAM HARRISON

Always use protection (AF)

& TOP OF THE SOUTH
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ing for some tucker. Kerry was bouncing around 
setting up gas stoves as we served muesli to every-
one. By the time all the snow gear was allocated 
and the vans packed the other multitude of punters 
were rising from their hastily put up tents. Our first 
stop was Lake Ohau station to get permission to go 
into the Maitland. After a quick yarn we headed off 
up Ohau Skifield. How plans had somewhat solidi-
fied by this point, we would climb Mt Sutton before 
dropping down to Dumbbell Lake and following 
the outlet down to the Maitland valley which would 
lead us out to the main road.

Up at the skifield we got a few disgruntled looks 
as we attached our crampons. I think some of the 
skiers thought we were a bit crazy for walking up 
while they took the chairlift. The wind was brisk 
and there was a few signs of clouds but for the most 
part the weather was looking not too shabby. The 
climb up the skifield got us stripping off our outer 
layers as we worked up a sweat. We left our inten-
tions with the ski patrol at the top of the chairlift 
before exiting out of the patrolled area straight up 
the hill. It was here that a revelation was made that 
neither the CUTC leader and punter, Luke and Os-
car, had avo gear. Nor did Phoebe have a working 
transceiver. Thankfully Phoebe reassured us that 
not everyone needed one (we had to trust here, she 
had climbed Mt Aspiring before after all. Don’t ask 
me how we would find her, Luke or Oscar buried 
under a foot or two of snow). The last grunt up to 
the ridgeline was quite steep, but any sweat we had 
worked up was quickly cut off us by a biting wind 
that was swiftly flowing over the ridge. We followed 
this ridge fighting the wind as our party made its 
way towards Mt Sutton. I was a bit worried the girls 
would get blown off the mountain given their lack 
of ballast. After a brief blip in my navigation pre-
maturely announcing the summit of Mt Sutton we 
reached the actual summit. What lay before us on 
the other side was a large bowl, with steep drops 
down to the lake and its outlet. I called a meeting to 
come up with a plan for the descent. Nobody was 
particularly keen on my semi-suicidal suggestions 
of either climbing along the steep ridge on our left 

or front pointing down the terrifying slope to our 
right.

Instead we backtracked a few hundred metres 
and followed the ridge on the right down to a 
point where it formed a low saddle. From there 
we dropped over the small couloir in the direction 
of the lake. Lachie mooted shovel-sliding, which 
seemed suitably childish for us, so soon we were 
at least trying to hurtle down the mountain on top 
of our avy shovels. Ren definitely outclassed us in 
this by performing a complete somersault trying to 
emergency brake with her crampons as she came 
flying towards the spot I had been moments earlier.
Somehow we all came out of the occasion un-
scathed. We sidled around following some ski 
tracks towards Dumbbell Lake were we planned on 
having a snack and potentially a swim (I had been 
putting forward the idea ever since the first email, 
although enthusiasm had dropped relative to the 
temperature). The height of intelligence was such 
in our party that on reaching the lake the first ac-
tions of my compatriots was to stand on the ice by 
the outlet and hack at it with their ice axes to test 
the thickness. Perhaps hypothermia was setting in? 
In line with that hypothesis Phoebe began getting 
undressed ready for a swim. I reckoned if you can’t 
bet ‘em, join ’em, so I followed suit. I can reassure 
you that the water was as cold as you might expect. 
The rest of the party, bar Aksel the Norwegian (we 
forgot to pack the sauna), began getting undressed 
ready for fittingly idiotic nude group photo on the 
ice. Some lightyears later Lachie finally managed 
to take his clothes off and there we were standing 
starkers on the ice, our feet (and bums in some cas-
es) turning purple.

When I got back to my clothes Aksel paused to ask 
me if he could “zoom in”, retorted that “it was just a 
little small” whilst making a pinching motion with 
his fingers. I was in stitches as I tried to explain how 
to get the camera into the full screen photo preview 
mode.

From the lake we began a quick descent down 
through the snowy, slippery and spiky spaniard 
covered landscape towards the Maitland Valley. We 
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had pissed around so much on the tops that it was 
necessary to turn the walk into one long semi-con-
trolled fall. The air was punctuated by the variety of 
different noises emanating from Ren’s mouth every 
time she found a new hole or a friendly bush. On 
our way down we stumbled into a rather impres-
sive semi-frozen waterfall which was cool! It took 
an hour or so to leave the snow behind and join the 
Maitland Valley proper.

About a k’ from the bushline we halted our rapid 
advance for a bit of lunch, well deserved consid-
ering the time was about 2:30 in the afternoon. I 
was glad as it meant I could finally pull out the 3kg 
of leftover kumara/pineapple/chilli salad that had 
been weighing me down thus far. The wind and the 
fading light cut short any notion of being lazy, so 
we were off by 3.

We made short work of the walk to the bushline 
and then to Maitland Hut. Perhaps it was my at-
tempt at singing that hurried everyone along. The 
international punters were quite amazed at the 
standard 60’s Forest Service hut, not a bad first hut 
for a few of them. Resisting the inertia we started 
back down the track. To say that we flew wouldn’t 
be an exaggeration. I cursed those damn kumara 
for weighing me down as the others steamed off 
in front of me. Ren managed to find a nice deep 
mud puddle to fill her boots up with mud. Not to 
be out done, I managed to get myself face down in 
the river after slipping on a rock. I roared out of the 
water like an injured stag, pulling myself to shore to 
assess the damage. Rather than ask me if I was okay, 
the others were just worried about my camera. I 
waved them on as I licked my wounds. Much to my 
relief my camera was alright, it was only my dignity 
that I had shattered. To add insult to injury this was 
the last time we had to negotiate the river, as from 
that point the track cut steeply upward towards the 
bushline. We were all going a bit batty with the pace 
(or maybe it was just me) and banter was flying 
back and forth. I think I managed to suitable offend 
most of the party except for Oscar, he didn’t really 
give me that much material to go on.
We reached the 4WD track just as darkness real-

ly began to fall. From there we stumbled down the 
road, singing songs and trying not to total ourselves 
on the odd gate. At the bottom of the road we had a 
slight navigational hiccup due to the darkness, but 
sanity won over and in the torchlit we followed the 
road to where it was hiding around the corner. At 
7pm three leaders and five punters all marched into 
the carpark to the welcome sight of a van, not a bad 
effort all round I’d say.

I stopped off at the station to leave a note that 
we were out before driving the van on to Temple 
campsite. After a very interesting section of van 
four-wheel driving we finally made it to camp, 
where Kerry and the kitchen crew had a steaming 
hot dinner waiting for us. We spent the evening eat-
ing and enjoying a well-deserved beer (or bottle of 
wine) by the campfire.

A few beers later and another night in the van and 
it was time to get up for breakfast. This was quite 
a feast, a testament to all the hard work that had 
been put in by Kerry and others behind the scenes 
(big thanks to Jenni too!). At 10am we rolled out 
of camp in the direction of a place Lachie tried to 
convince Kerry was called Lake Bukkake (some-
thing very different). A quick storming of the Twizel 
township toilets later we were at the Lake Pukaki 
Kettle-hole, admiring the view of Mt Cook and the 
festering water at the bottom of the kettle-hole. Re-
pelled by the smell of the punters (and leaders) in 
the van I made us stop by the visitor’s center for a 
cheeky dip. This was much to the shock of a group 
of Asian tourists who caught sight of a flock of quiv-
ering bums standing on rocks by the water. Suitably 
refreshed we jumped back in the van, pumped up 
the music and began the drive home. •
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SAM and Lil’REN (PF)

TRYING NOT TO GET BLOWN OFF (SH)

THE DUMBBELL-MAITLAND CREW (SH)

3, 2, 1, jump... (SH)

Lachie & Aksel going down the ridge (SH)

Always use protection (AF)

Lachie leading down to Dumbbell (SH)
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PHOEBE Enjoying the N’ice View (SH)

A silly trek up a ski slope,
They call it tramping here
But there’s a perfectly good ski lift?
Well, we gotta earn our beer!

Couple punters forgot beacons,
Pheobe assures us its alright.
It Mount Sutton collapses,
They’ll be seeing their last light!

Did you travel to Sweden? Climb Mt. Aspiring? 
Mt. Whitoun…Mt. Whitney?

The wind had some muscles,
It bit hard on the ridge.
So we sat on our shovels,
And lost control just a smidge.

We did some dumb things 
When we arrived at Dumbell Lake.
Like taking nude helmet photos 
Until our bums started to shake!

Did you travel to Sweden? Climb Mt. Aspiring? 
Mt. Whitoun…Mt. Whitney?

Aksel the Norwegian asked,
“Can I zoom in at all?”
And he wasn’t talking about the screen
When he said “but it’s so small!

We trudged through the lovely Spaniards;
When they poked me I’d yelp.
Pink and purple polka dots my legs,
Guess my gaiters were no help!

Did you travel to Sweden? Climb Mt. Aspiring? 
Mt. Whitoun…Mt. Whitney?

Nearly ten hours of tramping
Through scree fields and tree trails,
Mud submersions and river crossings,
With this song left to tell the tale.

A SUTTON SONG
RUATANIWHA CP, MT SUTTON & MAITLAND VALLEY.
REN KNOTT

Ren negiotiating the rocks (SH)

Plodding down the Maitland (SH)
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A CUTC’ER IN OUTC ON THE CUTC-OUTC TRIP

A SUTTON SONG
RUATANIWHA CP, MT SUTTON & MAITLAND VALLEY.
REN KNOTT

FIRSTLY A HUGE THANKS to all the trip leaders 
for making the weekend amazing: Kevin Lee, Sam 
Harrison, Hanne Roberti, Ella Boyd, Ruby Kent-
Royds, Alex Wootton, Lachie Watson, Tom Hadley, 
Hanne Haver, Ben Clarkson, Ruth McKie, Jessica 
Gosling, Luke Whitehead, Maxime Savoie, Shawn 
Richards, Helena Douglas-Thomson, Leon Batten, 
Stefan Warnaar and Luke Sutton. Finally thanks to 
Jenni Palmer, Charlotte Patterson and Jarren Beckett 

for your incredible assistance with the trip logistics.

On the first weekend of the second semester some-
thing EPIC happened. We partnered up with the 
CUTC to hold the first joint tramping trip in over 
a decade. With 36 OUTCers and 42 CUTCers the 
trip was buzzing with 78 enthusiastic trampers.

In typical OUTC style we held the first lot of sign 
ups Tuesday at the Burns. It was a very swift organ-
ised meeting to Jenni and Charlotte’s credit. That 
night I headed up to the CUTC’ers for their meet-
ing which took place on Wednesday night. After 
what one might describe as a stressful [mid]night 
we ended up successfully committing  42/36 people 
from CUTC,  bumping the total trip number up to 
72. The most enthusiastic email (opposite) of the 
trip award goes to an OUTC punter who’s dedica-
tion managed to win a spot on the trip after topping 
the waitlist.

Friday night we bundled into vans at the UCSA 
carpark and headed south to meet the OUTC crew 
at the Round Bush Campsite. Early on Saturday 
morning everyone spit up into seven sic trips: trail 
running to Brodrick, a Maitland adventure, Greta 
track, Quailburn, Lake Dumbell, Red Tarns and the 
Hopkins Valley. Each group comprised of a roughly 
equal number of OUTC to CUTCers. The terrain 
varied from snow travel across the wicked tops be-
hind Ohau skifield right through to scenic valley 
travel. After a fantastic day everyone descended 
back to the temple campsite for a much deserved 
feast around the fire. The banter flowed as freely as 
the beer as everyone discussed their days venture.

On Sunday we had another shared breakfast and 
decided the most popular activity idea was the a 
walk around the Pukaki Kettle holes before parting 
our separate ways back to Christchurch (and Dune-
din). The trip to the kettle holes was not without its 
antics as it soon turned into a swimming mission 
also.
Overall it was a fantastic weekend and everyone left 
buzzing. •

A CUTC'ER IN OUTC ON 
THE CUTC-OUTC 
OHAU TRIP
KERRY CLAPHAM

Kerry doing what kerry does (SH)
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Easy Crews enjoy a sleep iN (IF)

Trooping up the Maitland (SW)
MT Cook’ers at sealy tarns

Punters in the wild (IF)

Are we there yet? (BC)

Beautiful view (AS) The rag tag collection of trampers (KL)

Robin needs no introduction (CH)
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I mean, the title is pretty self explanatory. But if 
your interest is piqued, you might want to know 
why.
So it’s another semester break, aka the best time 
to go tramping. Myself, my sister, and our friend 
Emma were going to do some interesting trip in 
Arthur’s pass over Easter, and I spent a wee while 
looking at fun routes. Unfortunately, the weather 
had other plans. While it didn’t look completely 
dangerous, it was supposed to be windy, cold and 
rainy enough to make an epic several day trip not 
very fun. So plans were scaled down and re-made, 
and we settled on walking up to Bealey Spur hut 
and out through the Avoca valley if the weather 
looked good enough.
Because safety in the mountains is a good thing, like 
a responsible wee tramper I got a PLB for whatever 
we were going to do, and registered it. My parents 
don’t live in the country, so I figured my grandma 
would be a great emergency contact.
I phoned her, told her we had very chill and non-ex-
treme plans, that she’d get an email about all the de-
tails but we’d be out on Sunday and it was basically 
a formality. My aunt, who was with her for Easter, 
was also interested in our plans, which in retrospect 
was our first mistake.
Anyway, we ended up going for a chill tramp, ate 
HEAPS of food, stayed the night at Bealey spur 
hut, walked along the ridge for a bit on Saturday 
morning but decided it was really just windy and 
cold enough to not really be worth continuing, so 
tramped back down to Emma’s family’s house at 
Bealey and spent the afternoon curled up by the 
fire reading books while it rained. Not the most ex-
citing tramp, but still nice, and we were on holiday 
after all.
On Sunday morning after a Easter egg hunt, we 
decided to drive in to Arthur’s pass to have a look 
around, go for a stroll and see the sights of Arthur’s 
Pass on a public holiday. As soon as we got into 

phone reception, my sister found she had a lot of 
panicked texts from our aunt and grandmother 
inquiring about whether we were alive. (As well 
as messages from other people they had like ‘what 
colour is your car’ which I might add was all on the 
PLB form they hadn’t read). We told them some-
thing along the lines of ‘we’re totally fine, and were 
in Bealey yesterday but didn’t have reception’, and 
after they called us to verify our vitality, continued 
on our merry way drinking hot chocolates and 
reading books in a café. 
Before we decided to drive back to Bealey, we 
popped into the i-Site to have a look at the maps, 
and had a talk with the DoC staff person who was 
there. Everything was normal, but then he asked 
“Are you the 3 missing girls?”. 
“Um, I guess so except we weren’t missing and lit-
erally stuck to our plans and were still within our 
panic date.” we told him.
“Oh, I guess we can call off the alert then”.
It was very embarrassing, needless to say. Later, my 
grandma admitted that she had not seen the email 
sent by the PLB site with all the details (‘it went 
into the wrong folder’, so, OK). I told her she would 
never be our emergency contact person again (in 
the nicest way possible, because it is good to have a 
grandmother who cares).

If you get nothing else out of this article, take this:
• Grandmothers are prone to concern, especial-

ly when egged on by anxious aunts. The com-
bination of the two figures can lead to an over-
dose of panic where you are searched for when 
you literally have stuck to your exact plan. 

• PLBs are still things I would recommend tak-
ing tramping.

• Choose your emergency contact more wisely 
than I did. •

WHY YOU SHOULD NEVER 
MAKE YOUR GRANDMA 
YOUR EMERGENCY PLB 
CONTACT
ARTHURS PASS NP, BEALEY SPUR HUT.
SHAR MATHIAS

RAIN DANCE ON THE SPUR
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Ignorance is bliss huh? Day one was frosty even 
in the glorious sun. Frozen Hooker Lake, frozen 
streams, frosty tussock, waterfalls turned into ici-
cles. A wonderfully dynamic land - the awe inspir-
ing Hooker glacier creeping into view, Aoraki rear-
ing up in all its majesty, massive moraine collapses 
gradually stealing the Ball Pass route away. Pranc-
ing joyfully through it all, up to the most incredible 
campsite up on the Playing Fields. Digging out a 
pit for our tent beneath the stars, oh so many stars.

We had no idea that in 12 hours time we would be 
activating a PLB. I’ve tried a few times to try and 
describe what happened but nothing really seems 
to convey it properly. In short, we were nearing the 
top of the zig zag and conditions were super icy - I 
was getting my new sharp front points and sum tec 
pick in about a cm - can’t imagine how blunt club 
crampons and walking axes felt. Not everyone in 
the group felt comfortable going up in these con-
ditions. Not everyone in the group felt comforta-
ble going down either. We got to somewhere saf-
er, got warm, made tea, had some sugar. Thought 
things through. Even after some time to breathe, 
some people in group still shaking, pale, wanting 
to throw up. Conditions weren’t warming up. In 
fact as weather was going to be coming in later, the 
temps weren’t due to rise. The decision was not tak-
en lightly - if all of us felt we could have walked out 
safely then we would have done that in a heartbeat. 
Pulling a PLB isn’t fun. 

First ever helicopter ride. The team giving us break-
fast, briefings and chats at the base. The feedback 
was that we’d made a good decision. It was sobering 
to hear. “You know why we flew under the cliffs be-
low you first before coming up to where you were? 
Cause usually this kind of thing is a body recovery. 
We’re stoked you guys are all okay.”

“Also you should check your PLB battery - did you 
guys know your PLB has been activated before? In 
Milford Sound in 2015? (when Max, Peter and Tiff 
also got stuck - kind of fitting isn’t it?).

Things like this stick in your mind for a long time. 
Running over 100,000 scenarios of what could 
have happened. Over analysing every decision in 
the lead up - if I’d done that differently would this 
or that have been different? I learned some people 
are incredibly helpful following a situation like this 
(thank you so so much), and some people are not. 
So perhaps the biggest lesson I’ve taken away from 
this whole thing is that if you weren’t there, a lot of 
care should be taken if you are going to make judg-
ments about what happened. •

PLB’S & 
PERSPECTIVE CHANGES
AORAKI/MT COOK NP, BALL PASS.
MADDY WHITTAKER

The hooker Valley

Bother

CLIMBING TOWARDS THE PLAYING FIELDS
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Bike packing. It’s like tramping, just on wheels. And 
with mechanical breakdowns. And more injuries. 
And more admin. 

Our first foray into bike packing had been in the 
planning for months. New Years had been set aside 
for the trip, new gear purchased, and bikes ser-
viced. The hard work of finding an interesting bike 
packing route had been many hours of preparation, 
and we had a great route – cycling from Glenorchy 
to Walter Peak via the Mavora Lakes. We would fin-
ish our trip with a cruise back across Lake Wakitpu, 
arriving with bikes and packs in Queenstown for 
New Years eve. Many phone calls to farmers nego-
tiating permission to cross their land later and we 
had the ideal route planned. Nothing could stop us 
now… 

… nothing except the boat across Lake Wakatipu 
deciding not carrying bikes for the 5-day window 
we had to do our trip. Every water-taxi company in 
Queenstown was called as we desperately tried to 
salvage our trip, but it was to no avail. 
Best laid plans out the window, we rushed to find a 
back-up. Eventually the Ahuriri Valley was settled 
on. We loaded up the truck and myself, Harry Ma-
son and Dylan Thomas and set out. 2 hours later 
we put the reached the turn off and put the Nissan 

Safari into action. The road is fairly washed out in 
many places and having a bit of ground clearance 
was very helpful.  After a few km’s we realised that 
the bikes on the back were not getting on so well 
with ground clearance, so we deconstructed them 
and chucked them in the back. 

With an hour before dark we arrived at Ahuriri 
Base Hut. Ahuriri Base Hut is a 6 man, but when 
we arrived the fella in the hut politely told us that 
all six bunks had been filled up by his wife and him-
self. We tried to tell him that we were only planning 
on staying the night, but he was not having a bar of 
it. So, despite the hut sitting right there with four 
empty bunks in it, out came the tents and bivvy 
bags. 

The next morning we awoke to a ripper of a day. It 
was time to saddle up and bike up the valley. We 
made very quick progress over the first 30 mins, 
cruising up the 4WD track. At the first river cross-
ing of the day Dyl and I made the mistake of trying 
to keep our feet dry, which turned out be a huge 
waste of time given that we ended up cycling up 
the riverbed for quite a few km’s! Harry was even 
worse off though, falling short on a heroic leap and 
taking a swim.

Progress up the valley was quick on the bikes. We 
cruised up past Shamrock and then Hagens Hut. 
The track is generally good for biking apart from 
the odd wheel catching rock hidden in the grass. 

AHURIRI BIKE PACKING
AHURIRI CP, TOP HUT.
CAMERON WRIGHT

SUns out guns out
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Dyl discovered that an important part of having 
your bike in a rideable condition is the back wheel 
being attached. Unfortunately for Dyl, his back 
wheel decided it would rather not be part of the 
bike. A few on the fly engineering solutions and 
regular checks avoided any disasters, but it had us 
nervous none the less. The track past Hagens starts 
to deteriorate for cycling, and we soon found our-
selves pushing and carrying our bikes up the riv-
er-bed for the final few kilometres to Top Hut. I can 
safely say after that experience that bikes are much 
better suited for riding than for carrying!

Top Hut is perched up on the side of the valley with 
outstanding views. We were glad to find that there 
was no one else in the Hut, given it only has two 
bunks. We made the most of some mountain water-
falls nearby and had a very refreshing swim. A par-
ticular highlight of Top Hut is the toilet. It consists 
of a large hole in the ground and some very careful-
ly placed logs, which form a sort of seat. Extreme 
care needs to be taken in the area to make sure you 
do not inadvertently step in the wrong place.   

The next morning dawned as another great day. We 
were soon saddled up and ready to roll on down 
the hill. On the way back Dyl lost a very unfortu-
nate game of odds and had a very aerodynamic ride 
down the rest of the valley. Any party coming the 
other way would have been in for the shock of their 
lives.

On arriving back the Base Hut, the fella at the hut 
was much more friendly. He made us up a spot of 
cordial and wouldn’t let us go until we had at least 
a few cups. A New Zealand legend. All that was left 
was to pack up the truck, disassemble all the bikes 
(again) and negotiate the access road. Much more 
admin than tramping, but you cannot beat two 
wheels in the wilderness. 

Unfortunately for me, the unforeseen part of my 
bike packing experience was a slipped disc, diag-
nosed some weeks afterwards. Stay tuned for An-
tics 2020 to see if I make a return to bike packing. • 

Excess Admin

The perks of bikes

Top HUT

THE BOYS SHOWING OF THEIR WET FEET
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“There are a few cracker descriptions floating “There are a few cracker descriptions floating 
around on the internet”around on the internet”
“The stuff you walk on [to get up the narrow gut to 
the top of the pass] is like porridge…” — si-dog on 
an NZ Tramper thread.

“We’ll leave the dregs of uni at 6pm sharp on Friday 
evening, then drive 3.5hrs up to the Temple Conser-
vation Campsite.”
This is probably the only part that does not go to 
plan. We leave somewhat later than 6pm due to the 
addition of a new team member. We decide to stop 
in Oamaru for Subway. I order a vege sub and am 
informed it includes avocado for no extra cost. Ker-
ry orders some sort of sub specifically without to-
matoes as “they are out of season.” We make sure to 
interrogate him about whether he has considered 
that the tomatoes (and other vegetables) are likely 
grown year-round in a glasshouse and whether this 
means he now has to forgo all non-outdoor grown 

vegetables. The debate was inconclusive. We make 
it to the campsite, set up our tents and go to sleep. 
Dani and I sleep in my new Exped Gemini II.
The Exped Gemini II is a fairly light (~2.4kg), ap-
parently robust tent that sleeps two (very long) 
people. It has a green fly and an orange canopy and 
pegs (although you can get new pegs in a different 
colour if you want). Unfortunately the green is not 
particularly photogenic, and merges into the land-
scape, so if you’re after aesthetic camp photos keep 
looking. It has two doors and big vestibules, lots of 
storage pockets and is generally very spacious. The 
pole set up is numbered so you cannot screw it up 
provided you can count to four, however you can-
not set the tent up with the fly on when it is pour-
ing with rain which is a serious disadvantage. I now 
have a footprint too, which is rather niggly to use 
with the entire tent (rather than just the fly, which 
it clips into), and does take a while to get good at 
setting up effectively.

“On Saturday bounce up the North Temple and as-
cend up to Gunsight Pass via a bit of a gut.”
We depart at 8:00. I can’t say we were quite bounc-
ing. But we were moving fairly quickly. The beech 

FACT CHECKING 
KERRY'S EMAILS
RUATANIWHA CP, GUNSIGHT PASS.
CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

The Porridge Slope (CS)
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forest at the start of the track has buckets of red 
mistletoe (Peraxilla tetrapetala), as well as falcons 
(Falco novaeseelandiae), riflemen (Acanthisitta 
chloris) and tomtits (Petroica macrocephala). After 
about two minutes of walking through flat beech 
forest we encounter our first river crossing. Some of 
us choose to follow the river bed rather than risking 
wet boots, which probably ends up being the easier 
way. It does not, however, guarantee you will have 
dry boots after you eventually have to cross the riv-
er to get onto the track that leads up a short incline 
before you reach the big basin at the head of the 
valley. To the relief of many, there is a toilet at the 
bushline, and as we set off after the toilet break we 
encounter a kind-of-Australian couple who have 
opted out of the pass. To be fair, it has started to 
drizzle, there is a bit of cloud creeping in, and they 
don’t have snow gear.

Peraxilla tetrapetala. Red Mistletoe. Pikirangi. 
Pirirangi. Pikiraki. Pirita. Roeroe. Rorerore. Pirinoa. 
New Zealand has a number of incredibly cool and 
rare mistletoes, and P. tetrapetala is one of them. The 
flowers are bright red, and typically pollinated by 
birds. Flowers remain closed until a bird comes and 
tweaks the tip with its beak, upon which the flower 
springs open, showering the birds face with pollen. 
This is termed ‘explosive flowering’. Unfortunately 
possums find them absolutely delicious, and they are 
classified as At Risk — Declining.

We deliberate briefly and decide to cautiously at-
tempt the pass. We follow the stream up, then the 
small branch that leads up to the left and Gunsight 
Pass. Gunsight Pass is not actually that bad. There 
is a lot of loose rock, some horrendously deep snow 
patches which I volunteer to lead the way through, 
and the porridge near the top of the pass which is 
probably some of the steepest terrain of the trip, 
consisting of gravel and small rocks which you sink 
and slide into; imagining that you are walking up a 
mound of extremely cold porridge is a surprisingly 
apt analogy. The pass would be bad if avalanche risk 
was high or if there was any rockfall happening, 
neither of which was the case. Helmets are definite-

ly still a good idea, and caution is advised to avoid 
knocking loose rocks onto those below you.

“Then scream with joy as we supposedly slide down 
a scree slope into South Temple.”
Kendall is almost screaming with joy. She’s never 
used an ice axe before but is an absolute natural and 
loving it. Dani is cautious and careful, Luca is care-
fully watching the two newbies and bringing up the 
rear, Kerry is sticking with the pack, and I am rac-
ing ahead as it has started to rain and I just want to 
get off the average soft snow slope to a large boulder 
where I am planning on layering up and waiting for 
the others to catch up. A bit of scree running and a 
little bit of low scrub later we have a great view into 
the South Temple, and it is about 14:00 when we 
decide to dig into the wagon wheel that Kerry has 
brought along for lunch. For some reason it nev-
er occurs to me to bring actual bread on a tramp. 
The rain is light, we have a crumbly eroding stream 
bank to sit on that gives the illusion of protecting us 
from the rain, a huge wagon wheel, a bag of buns, 
falafel that Dani brought, salami and slightly damp 
cheese.

“Can either camp in the head of the South Temple or 
crank up the fire box at South Temple Hut.”
We continue on our way, scratch through a tiny bit 
of scrub in order to find some sort of trail and even-
tually this merges into the actual track. From here 
the going is super easy with interesting scrub, pret-
ty river flats, a bit of forest and some river crossings 
where I finally end up getting first one, then both 
boots wet. We make it to the hut, collect masses of 
firewood to crank up the fire box and are settled in 
by 18:00 with the lovely pair of kind-of-Australians 
we met earlier that morning as company. Dinner is 
devilled sausages (A Kerry specialty), followed by 
Edmonds Cafe Style Cheesecake (Another Kerry 
specialty), followed by boysenberry lamingtons (a 
Pic’s recipe) which I managed to make successfully 
in an oven lacking a bottom element.
No one goes hungry tonight. Not even Kendall, 
who we discover, eats enough for two people her 
size, and was holding back at lunch time. Dinner 
is followed by some classic banter until eventually 
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people crawl into their sleeping bags and fall asleep.
“Australians are the best kind of New Zealanders 
aren’t they?” — Luca
Questionable at best.
“[Kerry] he’s a cracker lad. Cracker” — Luca
Less questionable.

“On Sunday it will be a relatively straightforward 
plod back down South Temple back to the car.”
We take our time getting ready on Sunday. I go for 
a quick, extremely refreshing dip in the stream and 
suddenly it is 10:00 and we had better get moving. 
It is a delightfully easy walk out, and we reach the 
car by lunchtime. I am honestly not motivated for 
more and just want to go home, but the rest of the 
group appears enthusiastic about an energetic side 
trip, so we play backpack tetris and head towards 
Ohau skifield.

“If people are more enthusiastic, and conditions al-
low it may be feasible to do an energetic side trip.”
We drive to the start of the road to Ohau Skifield 
which is locked. From there, we ring up Lake Ohau 
Lodge to enquire about access. While Kerry is on 
the phone we tackle the question of the day; “Fin-
ger toes or toe hands?” — Dani. Finger toes seems 
to be a significantly more popular option. Anyway, 
it’s a thumbs up for skifield access so we drive the 
30 seconds down the road to the office, lay down a 
bond, pay like $2 each, grab the key and head off up 
the steep, winding, very narrow, and exposed ski-

field road. We park at the top and open the doors 
to the whooshing noise of a tire deflating slowly but 
steadily. While the rest of us unpack, repack and 
devour the remaining food, Kerry changes the tyre, 
muttering about how he just bought new ones that 
week.
We head off up one of the ski pistes, to the top of 
one of the lifts, then straight up onto the ridge. The 
views are spectacular, and there is a lengthy photo 
break before we finally get moving again and head 
towards our goal; Mt Sutton (2007 m). We have a 
second photo break on a small peak where there is 
some snow and an obligatory fight ensues, then we 
get back to the task at hand, climbing up an easy 
ridge to emerge onto a huge plateau that leads us 
to the summit of Mt Sutton. There is a short break, 
we admire Dumb-bell Lake and the small partial-
ly frozen tarn just above it, then head down to the 
car via two variations of the direct route. Kerry et 
al. head right to some bluffs, then down somewhat 
stable slopes, while I head down some loose scree 
slopes which I had been eyeing on the way up. We 
arrive on the road at almost the same time, pack the 
car, and hit the road for Dunedin.

“… aiming to be back in Dunedin at a relatively pal-
atable time on Sunday.”

Success.
Note: All headings/quotes taken directly from Ker-
ry’s incredibly accurate email advertising the trip. •
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Everyone “screaming with joy” on the descent into the 

(L & R) Mt MAITLAND & PAKEKE PEAK (CS) South Temple (CS)

Heading down Temple Stream South Branch

A very straightforward plod (CS)

The Barrier Range with Ohau Forest below (CS)

Approaching Mt Sutton (CS)
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Day 1. a slog up the Hopkins with very heavy packs. Low cloud inversion most of the day. Blue cloud. Oc-
casional clearing revealing distant sunny snowy peaks, incredible. Maddy, Josh, Becca, Jono. At one point 
got caught in some Matagouri. Decided to stop at Elcho Hut. Collecting driftwood from braided riverbed. 
Chopping wood with sharp ax - effective. Good fire, perfect for cooking on. This hut has happy rafters. Had 
a massage chain. Orange sunset mountains. Looking forward to the tops. Heavy packs are hard.

Day 2. On Chloe col - camping. 
This is a beautiful place of mountains and sun and stars and cloud and scrambling!

I don’t like feeling rushed. I get stressed when I feel rushed. I’m not good at stress.

I have no poetry great enough to capture this.

Ko Aoraki te mauka. Tautoko

Soft snow over frozen ice. Crevasses. I just don’t really get scared anymore. Walking upwards my pack felt 
less heavy. Crossing the river in the middle of so much shallow rushing water and deep pools my mind did 
loops. Standing among steep tussock and rock watching a rock wren I had a moment of vertigo. But I just 
feel so safe here. Each step is secure. 

There is cellphone coverage on Welch Peak! Cara made contact and we got a weather update. As a result 
we’ve changed our plans and are going to head down and out the Landy onto Haast highway.

Golden moon rises over tops, below scorpio. This night is a night for stories.

Day 3.
Arrival in the Landy was in darkness
 - stars above the great river bed - 

Piwakawaka
Visits from the canopy
Flutters leaf-like down

Deer trails through ledges ridges spurs
Coming to flat in the dark, no idea

Yesterday awaken to bright, cold dawn
Cold wind, the sound of wind on mountain tops... dropping into shelter changes everything
Went along the ridge. Some intense feeling scrambling at one point, though physically fine. Sitting in the 
sun at the base of it was sublime.
Sun-snack by the tarn at 1500m
A long scree traverse, tussock descent, bush descent
I had a good  day.
I like to walk at night. Stopped and camped before it got miserable.

OUT OF THE NOTEBOOK AND INTO THE LANDY
HOPKINS TO LANDSBOROUGH VIA CHLOE COL.
TOREA SCOTT-FYFE
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Day 4.
Thank you world for working out so well! Staying at this QRCL camp, Cara brought magically out of the 
forest. 
This morning looking up-river at glimpses of mountains through the clouds. This huge landscape - huge 
gravel riverbeds, huge mountain spurs, huge forest, cloud mist bands. Country of mind adventures. I feel 
snufkin-ish today. Boulder hopping is a happy state of mind. I wrote poetry in my thoughts word play and 
let it float away in the biiig rapids. Paradise duck omens proved inconsequential. Found a DOC trapline 
oh my happy place. Rain on these huge canvas tents we shelter in. What better way//to spend a day//than 
walking down the Landy.
One day I will walk the whole length of the landy. One day I will learn to sing. One day I will write a story, 
about wandering with beautiful people. Washed clean in this water. This life is a good life for me.

Day 5.
Hello world
I am rather tired.
The lower Landsborough is the taste of perfect wild apples, picked from high up in the tree. Smells like this 
mixed beech and kahikatea. 
30 Kereru fly out of the trees as we approach. 
The mist bands on forested mountains
streams of sun into valleys
Occasional glimpses of snow
Big river flats

I feel the call of the Westcoast in a storm
We sit in the historic hut, with fruit trees and a hollow middle, framed against the cliff behind

We decide to go home.
I walk and feel like I could walk forever, or at least, do this every day.
I thought, I need to describe this feeling
But already I’ve lost it
Just remember it’s worth it. •

REST BREAK?

A coming night for stories

Chloe col

Squad

To welch peak Above the landy
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Aimee had put her hand up to drive despite not 
actually knowing where we were going for the 
weekend. In Oamaru Kerry had a passive-aggres-
sive impasse with Pita-Pit employee. One might 
think that all things considered the weekend was 
off to a bad start. However our luck turned on ar-
rival to the carpark at the end of the Ohau road. 
A truck came barreling down the gravel road at a 
rate of knots, prompting Aimee to quickly move 
Roger (her prized gold Toyota Aurion) for fear of 
being crunched under a 4WD. Kerry, quick think-
ing as he is, whipped out to open the gate for the 
new-comers before engaging them in fierce nego-
tiation. The fruit of this was our packs and all the 
other assorted ‘may be useful’ things got crammed 
into the back of the truck, bound for Monument 
Hut. Sadly there was not enough room for us, so we 
placed our trust in these hunter boys and trotted 
off packless after them. It was past 1am by the time 
we got to the hut. Our trust wasn’t misplaced, as 
our gear was ready for collection out of the back of 
the truck. There were two bunks left in the hut and 
we were a party of four, no bother though, as Kerry 

and Aimee decided it would be a nice night to sleep 
under the stars. I don’t say no to a free bunk!
I was woken in the morning by a different hunter 
boy (Aimee really was in heaven) musing in a con-
fused fashion over the conundrum of there being 
four helmets on the floor but only two newcomers 
in the bunks. His confusion was resolved (or some-
how magnified) when he went out for a durry and 
found Aimee and Kerry curled up beside a beech 
tree. I was in no real rush to get up, as I knew Kerry 
couldn’t resist starting on making breakfast. When 
I eventually did rise I went down to the gear ex-
plosion around which the others were getting ready 
to eat. I suggested Aimee, forever a lover of hunter 
boys, ask the confused hunter and his mate for a 
lift up the valley. In an unusually shy fashion she 
walked over to their truck before chickening out 
and coming back to her porridge. Not willing to 
give up the prospect of a lift, I mosied over to them 
and started with some small talk.
The trick is to start with some small talk and then 
just be direct. The conversation went as follows:

“What are you boys up to today?”.
“Might head up the valley aye”.
“Can you give us a lift? We’re going up to Dasler”.
“Sure”.

HOW TO HITCH WITH 
HUNTERS & OTHER TIPS
RUATANIWHA CP, DASLER BIV.
SAM HARRISON

Kate and Aimee Heading in the direction of the pinnacles (SH)
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Simple as that. As their truck warmed up we herd-
ed our explosion of gear together before loading 
it into the tray on the ute. Once that was achieved 
we squeezed all four of us into the back seat, it was 
cosy. We discovered from our small talk that the 
hunters were from Twizel and come up Ohau way 
often. Bit further than Central Otago aye Aimee? 
Too bad as the Hilux was bloody nice. They were 
originally going to drop us at Red Hut so there was 
still a bit of valley to walk. No matter, we were just 
happy to have dry boots. Before setting off we had 
some yarns to the horse trekking group that were 
staying at the hut. An American lady mused over 
going up to Dasler 25 years prior, “She’s big coun-
try up there!”. Sadly we waved the horses and the 
ute goodbye, making our way on foot up the val-
ley. However it didn’t take long for the hunter boys 
to catch up, apparently someone had seen tahr up 
the valley and could give us a lift to the start of the 
track. The others hesitated, but the lazy ass I am I 
jumped on the opportunity to get a lift. Aimee was 
getting more confident by this point, shaking off 
her shyness by saying “there’s nothing quite like 
waking up to a stranger’s arse in your face”. I could 
see the boys in the front trying to process this infor-
mation. I’m not sure what was better, their expres-
sions or Aimee’s embarrassment trying to cover up 
what she just said. The lifts had saved us 2 hours of 
walking, so it was only 9:30am by the time we set 
off up the hill. Aimee comforted herself by saying 
they weren’t quite her type anyway.

The track up to Dasler Biv is a bloody steep affair. 
Hands and feet were the order of the day. At one 
point a chain provides a logical way up a rather ver-
tical rock face. Kerry the mountain goat had other 
ideas, scrambling up around the side in a display of 
dominance that would put an alpha goat to shame. 
Sweat was pouring off our faces by the time we 
reached a small icy stream. Looking across I’d be 
damned if I didn’t see the bloody hut sitting right 
there, it was only just past 10:30am. We plonked 
ourselves down outside and started on a prema-
ture lunch. I was rather dismayed to discover my 
beer had burst in my pack, resulting in half my gear 
reeking like a brewery. After some discussion we 
decided we should head up the pinnacles to make 
the most of the day. All heavy unessential items 
were ditched at the hut, no need to unduly burden 

ourselves. With full stomachs we set off.

Neither Kate nor Aimee had gaiters due to a minor 
gearroom fuck up, so they had a bit of a mare with 
snow getting into their boots. Meanwhile Alpha 
Goat and I ploughed ahead, somewhat safe from 
speargrass and snow. We stopped about 30 min-
utes into our expedition on a saddle to give a brief 
map reading tutorial and to soak in the sun. From 
there we sidled around onto a steep slope, covered 
in rather unfriendly spaniards and scree. What 
followed was a rather painful period of progress 
up around into the valley. That mare only ended 
when we entered into a zone of steep scree slopes 
and soon super slushy snow. Whilst ascending the 
scree Aimee saw it fit to let go of her camera bag 
and we all watched it bounce in slow motion down 
the scree. If she was that desperate for a break she 
could have just said. The bag, complete with camera 
stopped some 30m below, precariously perched on 
a rock. She scrambled down to retrieve it and gave 
out a shout of victory when her camera turned on. 
From that point we were climbing through wet af-
ternoon snow and exposed rock. Below us the val-
ley plateaued out as mountains encircled us. After 
putting on our crampons we had been eyeing up pt 
2262, however scenes on the opposite slopes raised 
our caution. The snow was cracked high on the 
slope, slipping and bundling where the gradient re-
laxed, as if it were some kind of rug. Further to our 
right there were the scars of wet release avalanches. 
The presence of these two phenomena called for 
more conservative decision making. According to 
the map if we climbed over the ridge to our right 
we would find ourselves on a plateau, which then 
dropped down to the East of the hut. It was agreed 
that this was the best course of action, and so I be-
gan cutting steps for the others.

It was hard going in the soft snow, some patches 
swallowed you up to the waist, not that this hin-
dered our intrepid party. Soon we were staring 
across the ridge at some rather disgruntled tahr. 
They soon scurried out of view, but not before 
knocking over some cornices resulting in snow 
slipping down the chute below and over the edge of 
a bluff. We just had to hope that they wouldn’t send 
us the same way. Kerry took the lead as we spread 
out, just in case those tahr did have nefarious inten-
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tions. After a bit of a sidle we found the promised 
plateau, making for easy going down to the slope in 
the direction of the hut. A few rocks were dislodged 
above us as we made our way down, a sign that we 
weren’t completely forgiven or forgotten?

Continuing down the ridge was easy enough, ex-
cept when it wasn’t. At times the snow quite liter-
ally swallowed half your body before setting solid. 
There were a few times where I was almost resigned 
to my fate as a human popsicle until summer. Sur-
prisingly we were relieved to make it back to the 
scrub, despite our experiences earlier in the after-
noon. Kerry went full goat at this point and thun-
dered down the hill at great speed. Were it not for 
his lime green shorts it would have been hard to 
spot him. Following the goat tracks we found our-
selves back on our path from earlier in the day. 
From there it wasn’t long until we reached the hut, 
just as the sun set behind the mountains across the 
valley. We were rather exhausted, making organisa-
tion of dinner a task and a half, not helped by trying 
to cram four people into a two bunk biv. Kerry real-
ly did impress, transforming from a mountain goat 
into chef in the space of minutes. Dinner that night 
was curried sausages, served in such portions that 
we were afraid we would no longer make it out the 
narrow door of the hut. The food only amplified the 
effect of our exhaustion, and it wasn’t long before 
we were in our various sleeping positions, and out 
to the world.

There was no sense of urgency in the morning. 
When we eventually did rise we found Kerry al-
ready well on his way preparing cheese cake and 
chocolate fondue for breakfast, all food from the 
day before we had been too tired to eat. My mother 
always told me chocolate wasn’t a good breakfast 
food, but she said nothing about fondue. I soon dis-
covered that there was some wisdom in her words, 
as I rolled around feeling ill from the sugar hit. 
Kerry, unsatisfied with my state, proceeded to feed 
me half a cheese cake, which only intensified my 
discomfort. Given my new incapacity we weren’t 
going to be going anywhere fast. Instead we busied 
ourselves playing lumberjack, cutting down trees 
around the hut so they wouldn’t grow too big.
It was late morning by the time we did leave. Kate 
had been proclaiming that it was a 21km walk out, 

she had read it online so it had to be right. Despite 
our misgivings we went along with this idea in our 
head. The track going down from Dasler was just 
as steep as the track coming up (funny, given it was 
the same track). Down in the valley we were with-
out horsepower (of neither the animal nor mechan-
ical variety). Instead we set our sights on a point far 
in the distance and began marching towards it. In 
an odd turn of events, Kerry indisputably the most 
eccentric in our party, was not a fan of our jovial 
singing. The rest of the day continued in much a 
similar fashion, walking point to point down the 
river bed, plodding in a straight line under the hot 
sun. We stopped at one bend in the river for lunch, 
more for the sake of it rather than actual eating. 
As we made our way down the last 6km stretch 
the wind began picking up, bringing with it clouds 
of dust. With chapped lips I cursed at the infernal 
swirling motions of the clouds, I felt as if I was in 
some sort of industrial drier. The sun was just dis-
appearing when we made it back to the car, it was 
only around 4pm. This made us suspicious of Kate’s 
figure, which was justified given it turned out to 
only be a 14km trudge, not 21km.

As we got ready to leave another car pulled through As we got ready to leave another car pulled through 
carrying someone donning an OUTC fleece. As it carrying someone donning an OUTC fleece. As it 
turns out Andrea had been up to Huxley with some turns out Andrea had been up to Huxley with some 
friends. OUTCer’s young and old do get around friends. OUTCer’s young and old do get around 
don’t they? •don’t they? •
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The hunter boys and HILUX (SH)

PROLONGED LUNCH BREAK at DASLER BIV (KW)

AIMEE Hauling ARSE UP THE TRACK (SH)

BEFORE THE SHITTY SCRUB SCABBLE (SH)
SHE’s BIG COUNTRY! (KW)

YOU THINK WE SHOULD GO WHERE?! (KW)

KERRY FROLICING (SH)

DIABETES ON A STICK (KW)

THE MARCH OUT WITH ACCOMPANYING DUSTSTORM (SH)
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Wow the weather looks poor this weekend, what Wow the weather looks poor this weekend, what 
shall we do? shall we do? 
A trip up the Godley? Let’s bike it, then go explore!A trip up the Godley? Let’s bike it, then go explore!
Small packs? Alright, what can we cut down on? Small packs? Alright, what can we cut down on? 
Sleeping bags, 3 between 5? Surely.Sleeping bags, 3 between 5? Surely.
Let’s get organised.Let’s get organised.
Does everyone have bikes? No Does everyone have bikes? No 
Does anyone have a car? NoDoes anyone have a car? No
Bike rack? NoBike rack? No
Welp…Welp…
Many chocolate bar trades later, we made our way Many chocolate bar trades later, we made our way 
Saturday morning; a cruisy start to the day. “Tom, Saturday morning; a cruisy start to the day. “Tom, 
where is your bike seat?” “Ah shit”. Scheming with where is your bike seat?” “Ah shit”. Scheming with 
what to do, we see an old decorative bike against a what to do, we see an old decorative bike against a 
house in Tekapo. Surely they won’t miss the seat for house in Tekapo. Surely they won’t miss the seat for 
a day. Conscience won out, on to Tekapo to look for a day. Conscience won out, on to Tekapo to look for 
bike hire. At Tekapo Holiday Park owner’s house: bike hire. At Tekapo Holiday Park owner’s house: 
“Do you guys do bike hire?” “Not in the off-season “Do you guys do bike hire?” “Not in the off-season 
sorry” “Well well, do I have an offer for you, how sorry” “Well well, do I have an offer for you, how 
about just the seat…?”. about just the seat…?”. 
Now merrily off on the lovely 4WD track up, beau-Now merrily off on the lovely 4WD track up, beau-
tiful scenery, on our way!tiful scenery, on our way!
“Ping!”“Ping!”
“Oh no”.“Oh no”.
Merely 50m from the startMerely 50m from the start
our trip plan starts to fall apart.our trip plan starts to fall apart.
“My bike chain has snapped”“My bike chain has snapped”
Well that’s this plan scrapped.Well that’s this plan scrapped.
“I’d like to run!”, onwards we go! Riding, running, “I’d like to run!”, onwards we go! Riding, running, 
riding, running.riding, running.
Piercing hail, frosty winds, gusty rain. Hypother-Piercing hail, frosty winds, gusty rain. Hypother-
mia. Falling down.mia. Falling down.
“Go on ahead, make a brew”. “Go on ahead, make a brew”. 
Refuge in Red Stag Hut, waiting out the weather. Refuge in Red Stag Hut, waiting out the weather. 
Clearer skies, we park our bikes and run to Godley. Clearer skies, we park our bikes and run to Godley. 
Massage chains and steaming food, the place all to Massage chains and steaming food, the place all to 
ourselves. ourselves. 
Five bodies, three sleeping bags. A night of spoon-Five bodies, three sleeping bags. A night of spoon-
ing off the cold and nice warm sleep ins.ing off the cold and nice warm sleep ins.
Cracker of a day, cake for breakfast! Exploring the Cracker of a day, cake for breakfast! Exploring the 
head of the valley in the sunshine. Rock hopping, head of the valley in the sunshine. Rock hopping, 
swimming, cheek tanning, and running free.swimming, cheek tanning, and running free.
Biking back down our water-logged track, the first Biking back down our water-logged track, the first 
taste of summer is welcome. •taste of summer is welcome. •

OH GODLEY
MT COOK NP, GODLEY HUT.
CONOR VAESSEN

THE CREW

AFTER THE BIKE BROKE

THAT’S A NICE BOULDER

TOM LOOKING STOKED TO BE AT GODLEY HUT
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This trip had its logistical challenges. Ice climb-This trip had its logistical challenges. Ice climb-
ing at the head of Ailsa Stream involves a 30km ing at the head of Ailsa Stream involves a 30km 
approach, and we had seven people, 1 small 4WD approach, and we had seven people, 1 small 4WD 
(seats two) and only two days. We stacked the 4WD (seats two) and only two days. We stacked the 4WD 
with packs and Luca and Rowan drove, while Lot-with packs and Luca and Rowan drove, while Lot-
tie, Chris and I biked. Jamie and Tōrea stoically ran, tie, Chris and I biked. Jamie and Tōrea stoically ran, 
until all varied modes of transport were abandoned until all varied modes of transport were abandoned 
and the plugging began.and the plugging began.

Arriving at the ice with the whole afternoon ahead Arriving at the ice with the whole afternoon ahead 
of us, Jamie, Luca, Tōrea and I were stoked to give of us, Jamie, Luca, Tōrea and I were stoked to give 
ice climbing a go for the first time. The first few tries ice climbing a go for the first time. The first few tries 
were very uncoordinated but gradually we started were very uncoordinated but gradually we started 
to glimpse the rhythm. Oh man, this kind of climb-to glimpse the rhythm. Oh man, this kind of climb-
ing was something else - immensely satisfying.ing was something else - immensely satisfying.

Later that evening as we set up tents in the snow, Later that evening as we set up tents in the snow, 
logistical problem number 2 arose. We realised logistical problem number 2 arose. We realised 
through miscommunication we had left a tent in through miscommunication we had left a tent in 
Wanaka, and so had two two man tents for seven Wanaka, and so had two two man tents for seven 
people. And so that was how I ended up part of a people. And so that was how I ended up part of a 
four person sandwich in a macpac minaret, includ-four person sandwich in a macpac minaret, includ-
ing someone who’s at least six foot. The spooning ing someone who’s at least six foot. The spooning 
game was strong.game was strong.

Early the next morning, Jamie, Tōrea and I nipped Early the next morning, Jamie, Tōrea and I nipped 
up to Ailsa Pass to see sunrise over Aoraki and the up to Ailsa Pass to see sunrise over Aoraki and the 
Murchison. A morning of ice climbing followed. Murchison. A morning of ice climbing followed. 
Weather was due in that evening and so as the spin-Weather was due in that evening and so as the spin-
drift and wind rose and the temperatures fell, we drift and wind rose and the temperatures fell, we 
packed up and headed home, with a nice bike/run packed up and headed home, with a nice bike/run 
back down the Cass valley to cap off an awesome back down the Cass valley to cap off an awesome 
weekend. •weekend. •

ASSAILING AILSA
LIEBIG RANGE/UPPER JOLLIE/CASS CA, AILSA STREAM.
MADDY WHITTAKER

PLUGGING (JG)

Ice fishing (for water) (MW)

Lottie leading a pitch (MW)

Snow camping (JG)
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Having spent three nights of the last two weeks 
sleeping in the Mt Somers carpark, I thought it was 
time I write a review and share this secret little jew-
el of accommodation with you all. 
Located only three and a half hours from Dunedin, 
this location is well worth the trip. It has multiple 
on-track and off-track tramping and trail running 
options leaving right form the carpark, as well as 
climbing near Pinnacles hut and access to the Old 
Man Range and other alpine areas. It’s also only 30 
minutes drive from the newest and hottest climb-
ing location in OUTC, the Ashburton playground 
(don’t miss our feature length documentary debut-
ing in September 2020). As far as location goes, this 
is prime real estate. 
With many different rooms available, we chose the 
2004 Honda Civic and obtained the keys in ad-
vance because we would be arriving late. Talk about 
personalised service! The room even moved with 
us, including when we made a temporary decision 
to try a nearby camping ground, before realising 
our mistake and returning to the comfort of the Mt 
Somers Carpark motel. 
This room was comfortable for 2 and cosy for 3, al-
though the length of the bed was a bit short if you’re 
particularly tall. The amenities available are great: 
nice shelter to cook underneath and toilets with 
running water. If you’re into licking trees, Shar rec-
ommends the free breakfast service of honeydew 
on the bark, with the added fibre of tree fungi. The 
best drinking water is obtained a short skip down 
the Pinnacles hut track. This location also serves as 
the closest swimming pool, although the sun-based 
heating device takes some time to warm up, so the 
pool is best experienced as a refreshing wake up in 
the morning or a still refreshing splash in the af-
ternoon. More pools are available at the waterpark 
up the track, which also features the odd waterslide 
for those more adventurous and even an exclusive 
waterfall. However, with more and more people 
finding out about this little jewel of a location, it’s 
probably best to keep some level of decency and not 
go skinny dipping or try to add to the OUTC nude 
calendar, which of course are ideas that would nev-
er have crossed our minds. 

Regulars tips: go to sleep wearing a buff so that 
you’re prepared for the dawn sandflies, which fly 
around you with all the excitement and love of a 
litter of labrador puppies who can’t bear to part 
from you for even a second and are equally hungry. 
Sleeping in your car is also a great way to stop it be-
ing broken into, which has been a regular problem 
at this motel due to people who didn’t book in time 
and are jealous of our rooms. 

This review is the subjective opinion of a TripAdvisor 
member and not of TripAdvisor LLC.

TRUE KIWI LIVING
MT SOMERS CARPARK.
JenniPalmerJenniPalmer wrote a review Nov 2019

Top: Our 2004 Honda Civic room was comfortably cosy 
and snuggly for three. (Credit Shar Mathias).
Middle: The room even came with a free view. (Credit Shar 
Mathias).
Bottom: The main pool, complete with viewing platform. 
(Credit Shar Mathias).
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Doing vegetation plots in the Fyfe River with 
Gretchen and Esther, based at the DOC bivvy. Spent 
the first and last days lugging in all our gear (six 
packs for three people, mainly field equipment and 
food) to the bivvy amongst swarming wasps. Most 
terrifying week of my life. Lived in constant fear of 
wasps for the entire time. The open air toilet was 
not a safe zone. Walked within very close proximity 
to multiple nests every single day. Were also stalked 
by various robins for the duration of the trip. One 
tried to eat my shoe while I was wearing it. Went for 
daily swims in the swimming hole that we shared 
with a pair of Whio. 

CARA'S CALAMITIES - FEB
OUT OF THE FRYING PAN AND INTO THE FYFE (FIELD WORK)

CARA'S CALAMITIES - MAY
GUNSIGHT PASS & HIDEAWAY HUT.
Gunsight Pass - I could actually be bothered to 
write a full article for this one, see page 83.
Hideaway Hut - Actually emailed the outc list for 
once. Ended up with a solid team of Kerry (trip bak-
er), Ben and myself. Made it to the campsite despite 
Kerry hitting a surprise pothole at speed and taking 
on a ford in his corolla in the dark (a creek ford, 
not a car ford). Headed off in o.k. weather. Kerry 
took multiple detours to saw off rogue P Rads* (Pi-
nus radiata) while Ben and I napped on tussocks. 
Popped in to a small hut so Ben and I could ‘bag’ 
it in an attempt to make some headway on Kerry’s 
500** bagged huts. Decided to go over Stony Peak. 
Walked around a cool lake. Walked along the ridge 
and realised we had already gone up and over the 
peak. Descended very quickly, stopping only to 
pick up flat pizza stones and to take Lord of the 
Ring-esque photos of Ben on an impressive rock. 
Went into a firewood frenzy upon arriving at the 
hut (the hut is very cool and historic). Kerry made 
pizza which was damn good. Walked out via Green 
Lagoon where we found a lime green DOC marker 
and arrow which precisely matched Kerry’s shorts. 
There is an image of Kerry in a compromising pose 
in relation to this marker in existence somewhere.
*a legitimate common name for a pine tree of this 
species.
**exaggeration cos I can’t remember the actual 
number but it was impressive.

CARA'S CALAMITIES - JUNE
COACH STREAM ‘TRAMPING TRIP’.

Planned a trip to Bobs Camp Bivouac with Joe and 
Jamie. Considered going to Benmore Hut. Stayed 
in Christchurch with relatives instead. Planned to 
do a day trip including the Coach Stream Route 
near Porters Pass with just Jamie. There was lots of 
snow. Took the unmarked route which ends up at 
the highway again then tried to bash up to rejoin 
the track on the top of the ridge. Probably got about 
100 m up the hill before turning around due to hip 
deep snow and spikey scrub including but not lim-
ited to speargrass and matagouri. There was a lot 
of pain.

Hideaway Hut Pizzaria (CS)

Coach stream snowman (CS)

Fyfe, Morning light on mT Owen (CS)
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Like any other trip you’d do:
• Research
• Read trip reports
• Plan
• Execute

On some trips things happen:
• Timing of trip plan fails…

On the rare occasion during a trip:
• Continuous failure of trip timing…

On our trip:
• Timing went absolutely out the window

Butterfly Buttress, 500m of grade 14 climbing, a day 
of fun! After a lot of debating whether to pursue 
Butterfly Buttress or Weta Prowl, Butterfly seemed 
like a good first alpine rock route for both Scott 
and myself, potentially having a slightly shorter 
approach. It’d be a solid choice but our ambitious 
planning was a little off for first timers. 
After I’d sent only a dozen or so trad routes but 

practising trad anchors all the time whilst social-
ising at Long Beach we decided to pull the trigger 
on Butterfly Buttress just before Easter. Waiting for 
a good weather window, we polished up on rescue 
techniques and sorted the more detailed aspects of 
what gear to bring and how to go about the adven-
ture. Many trip reports use the biv site on the map, 
but after talking with a few people that have done 
it - they all said they’d be able to send Butterfly car 
to car as a day trip and so this is what we tried…

3:30am Saturday we wake up in the Temple Basin 
shelter, leaving promptly at 4am along the North 
Temple track. Trad gear, rope, food, warm clothes 
and rain jacket in hand - enough to smash the trip 
out in a day. Making good time along the track, we 
head on up towards the col. just past the second 
stream.
 
At first we estimate starting to climb at 10am. How-
ever, hitting the bushline at sunrise we re-estimate 
this to be 11am if we’re fast (we are not fast). Our 
line up to the col. was interesting, crossing some 
fun terrain. We checked out the biv site and at this 
point are blissfully unaware of how much nicer it 
would’ve been to camp there. Filling up our drink 
bottles, we eventuated at the top at 10:30am, not 

BUTTERFLY BUTTRESS 
THE 33 HOUR EPIC
RUATANIWHA CP, BUTTERFLY BUTTRESS.
CONOR VAESSEN

Pit stop overlooking the Naumann and Ben Ohau Ranges
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too shabby. A bite of morning tea and a new esti-
mated start of climb time of 11:30am - sweet!
 
Our descent to the start of the climb takes a little 
longer than anticipated, arriving at 12:30pm. From 
here we have a quick lunch, rack up and I begin the 
first pitch of Butterfly Buttress. It takes quite a long 
while for me to get into the groove, spending an age 
setting up the first anchor. Things are not looking 
good time-wise if I don’t step it up. 

Thankfully, as I get used to the interesting rock of 
the area (read: chossy, thin flakes, fins of dubious 
rock to place gear between, teetering boulders the 
size of microwaves) my climbing and placements 
become far more fluid and our pace increases dra-
matically. Things become thoroughly enjoyable and 
we start simuling a few pitches - although this is 
hard with 70m rope drag…

We estimate we’re more than ¾ of the way up when 
it starts to get dark. Unbeknownst to us, our pace 
would dramatically decrease under nightfall. Each 
belay I carried out I got progressively colder and 
slowly realised moving was the only way I was to 
keep warm. We arrive at the bottom of what prob-
ably would’ve been the last pitch only to decide it 
was quite committing. Instead, I see what I think to 
be a sidle around to a ridge through a scree covered 
chute and pursue this line (bad idea). 

The chute is hard going so I try scramble up the 
side to an adjacent peak. I set up a belay here and 
I shiver. I try to bring my knees to my chest and 
put my legs under my jacket to keep the wind off, it 
brings only slight relief. Scott approaches and sees 
I’m in a miserable way, he too is mentally drained 
after following the somewhat committing moves 
I led up the side of the chute. We sit together and 
share homemade vegan donuts (the best I’ve ever 
had) and contemplate our situation. I appreciate 
Scott’s level headedness and our objective decision 
making, there’s really only one choice - to keep go-
ing, to keep moving, to keep warm. 

Out of my first aid kit we both pop a no-doze. Not 
just a study aid, this is exactly what I need to lead 
the next and final pitch. We decide my route choice 
was marginal and hence I down climb  the side of 

the chossy chute and continue up its gun barrel. 
The going gets steeper and less like scree, I look up 
and nervously see the route I have to take. I needed 
not be nervous; this lead utterly surprised me. My 
renewed energy aside, I climb what must’ve been 
the most enjoyable pitch! Popping drop knees, 
bridging, and palming down off of every surface, I 
start to have a bit of type I fun again!

12:30am. We top out of Butterfly Buttress. We are 
now buffeted by wind and very light showers. We 
do not know the difficultly of the scramble off the 
ridgeline or the consequence of a fall. We decide to 
stay roped up and move along to Bruce peak, si-
dle it, and head for its north-east ridge. Our plan 
was to follow the route from a previous trip (red on 
the map) to get off the tops, however, route finding 
proves extremely difficult in the dark forcing us to 
turn around many times. 

We stop at a miniature saddle on the north-east 
ridge of Bruce Peak. It is here we unrope and re-
alise how much time has passed since the top of 
Butterfly, ~ 5.5 hours (roping up isn’t always good 
kids). Contemplating what to do, I shiver again. We 
realise we can not stay here - maintaining warmth 
in the buffeting winds and miserable drizzle would 
be futile. I keep moving, following a path, turning 
around at a dead end, and making my way back 
to Scott. Repeat. Repeat. Always moving. Coming 
back to our miniature saddle we spot a very steep 
scree slope but can’t see its destination. We chance 
it and follow our noses, irrespective of knowing 
there are many dead end bluffs ahead. The likeli-
ness of having to turn back is high; But the path 
goes. Each turn we make seems to result in another 
directional decision. But it goes. Each new scree 
slope we encounter, or down climb we come across 
is slightly more daunting. But still it goes.
Dawn. We meet the path of our yesterdays ap-
proach. Relief. We watch the sunrise and are 
warmed by its sight. 

All is not over, but mentally the job is finished. Our 
descent to North Temple track is slow and laboured 
but we’re happy that it’s daylight. Scott bum shuf-
fles down the hill, his legs exhausted, ripping his 
favourite pants. We’re happy though: but we’ll nev-
er do this again. 
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We split before we hit North Temple track, choos-
ing different paths that will be easier for each of us; 
meeting back at the stream crossing we continue. 
We’re exhausted and more up-spirited: but still, we 
might not do this again. 

Time goes quickly but no longer is there urgency in 
our step. We reach the car at 1pm Sunday. 33 hours 
after we left it at 4am the previous day. We unload. 
Our packs off, we feel light with the relief of finish-
ing. I’m thankful to my past self for leaving por-
ridge to cold soak. I cut the corner off the ziplock 
bag and pipe into me the most nourishing oats I’ve 
ever tasted. Tired, relieved, and happy; but still, we 
probably won’t do this again soon.

A half hour nap and we drive home. Scott takes 
the wheel first while I get another 20 minute nap. 
Scott starts seeing illusions: a boulder on the road 
shoulder takes the form of an oncoming car.  He 
knows what he’s seeing isn’t real… we swap drivers. 
Multiple stops for dinner later we arrive in Dune-
din. 12 hours sleep and work the next day - what a 
weekend; but still, we might do this again?

Post trip:
• Scott lost 2.6 kg over the weekend. After talk-

ing we realise I don’t eat enough in general 
and not nearly enough protein.

• We come to appreciate what we can put our 
bodies through; good knowledge to have that 
one can stay functional for so long.

• We would change a few things next time 
but do not regret the choices we made while 
climbing, learning a lot from our experience.

• Looking back at the trip, this was the epito-
me of type II fun, we’re relieved; but still, we 
think… 

This was a great time 
and would definitely do 
it again!

Scott & Conor

Sunrise at the bushline on the way up to the col

Scott approaching the col

Scott at the belay getting 
a lay of the land.

Scott seconding 
the first pitch.
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Last view before dark looking down into the top of South Temple.

First light on the tops of the Naumann Range.

A happy and relieved Scott on starting the 

descent to North Temple Track.

REFUEL
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It was a cold December morning
when my father and I 
Set off up the Otira.

Pink: sunrise reflecting off fresh snow
on the flanks of Rolleston
and our goal Philistine. 

White: Mt. Cook lily
Ranunculus lyalli
persisting around our feet.

And pale blue: the freshly melted
post-glacier water
roaring dully on the right.

Gold: the sun wrestling through clouds
promised weather window 
magnified by the bowl of ice at the head of the valley.

Dappled: fresh snow
coating the rocky route
we had been planning on.

Instead, we climbed to Goldney ridge
(steel grey; four crampons,
two ice axes)

Thunder: fresh snow
avalanching, settling 
off Rolleston’s face.

Green: hebe, 
so perfectly symmetrical,
smooth.

And brown: Our boots
the rocky path
and muddy carpark. 

We didn’t get up Philistine.
Sometimes that’s the way of the hills.
They’re hiding smaller details. •

OTIRA (AN ATTEMPT AT 
WHIMSICALITY)
ARTHURS PASS NP, MT PHILLISTINE.
SHAR MATHIAS

stripy stratus clouds over rolleston (SM)

moi & blue sky (SM)

Dappled fresh snow (SM)

green plants (SM)
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Day 1. Dunedin — Mingha Bivvy.
I have an incredible run of luck hitching to Arthurs 
Pass from Dunedin. It takes a mere six hours to get 
to the track start, and that includes some sight see-
ing at the Moeraki Boulders and a banana smooth-
ie in Timaru. There looks to be more snow and 
more water around than would be ideal, and rather 
than risk a snowy pass or flooded river I decide to 
change my plans and start at the Mingha river. I am 
already starting a day late because I couldn’t moti-
vate myself to get packed and leave.
I put on my gaiters which have certainly seen bet-
ter days, hoist my 25kg pack onto my back, tuck 
todays map under my hip strap, sling my camera 
bag across my chest, grab my faithful silver beech 
(Lophozonia menziesii) walking pole and cross the 
first river of the trip, the Bealey.
My pack is obviously too heavy for me, so the easy 
walk over river flats and through beech forest is 
interspersed with many, many breaks. I stop to 
watch a pair of robins (Petroica australis) chatter 
loudly, eat a snack, fill my bottle, photograph na-

tive orchids and sundews, watch a weka (Gallirallus 
australis) which gifts me a pair of Oakleys, briefly 
chat to some trail runners, and finally to watch a 
Whio family with two young ones just starting to 
get good at navigating the rapids downstream of 
the bivvy.

Whio (Hymenolaimus malacorhynchos) are an en-
demic species of duck inhabiting fast flowing rivers 
in New Zealand. Their survival and breeding success 
is threatened by a number of introduced mammals 
such as stoats, cats, dogs and ferrets. As such they are 
considered to be Nationally Vulnerable and there are 
significant conservation efforts underway to ensure 
their survival and success. Spotting Whio in the wild 
is rather difficult if you’re looking for them — they 
typically spot you first and the male will begin his 
distinctive calls. “Males whistle and females growl. 
What’s new?” — Random DOC Whio manual that I 
found in a bivvy. 

PASS TO PASS
ARTHURS PASS - LEWIS PASS
CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

It really can snow at any time of the year (DEC 19) (CS)
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Day 2. Mingha Bivvy — Otehake Hut.
It is a bit gloomy when I get up. The mountains 
look about as inviting as I feel enthusiastic. I pack 
up and head off along the track, grateful for the flat 
track, and less grateful for the icy river crossing 
just before the short climb to Goat Pass. It feels like 
very slow progress, but it is a pretty walk and the 
cloud even starts to clear a little, giving me views 
up to Temple Col; one of the routes I had initially 
[optimistically] considered. I glance up at where I 
imagine the route to Lake Mavis goes as I cross the 
long flat swampy pass on boardwalk. Suddenly two 
colourful dots appear out of the mist and I notice 
a very obvious zig zagging route which I presume 
must lead to Lake Mavis. This means that I no 
longer have a good excuse not to go up. I decide 
to drop down to Goat Pass Hut and have a snack 
while I read through the trip intentions of the many 
groups that have gone to Lake Mavis [it is a very 
popular weekend trip] and try to convince myself to 
at least attempt to get into the Otehake Valley.
The climb drags on, and the lake is farther away 
than I anticipated. But I am now in the mountains 
and the clouds have almost cleared, so despite my 
physical exhaustion I am able to admire the spec-
tacular landscapes surrounding me. I have lunch 
overlooking Lake Mavis, surrounded by deliciously 
scented Caltha obtusa (White Caltha) flowers that 
carpet the seepages recently exposed by snowmelt. 
From the lake it is continuous almost bare scree to 
the top of the ridge. I opt out of trying to climb Mt 
Oates (2041 m) on account of the heat and my un-
willingness to keep going uphill. I hear Kea (Nestor 
notabilis) calling on the tops somewhere. I start the 
rather steep descent to Taruahuna Pass, traversing 
snow slopes for about half an hour in the burning 
sun. That also happens to be how long it takes for 
my thighs and the backs of my knees to burn, al-
though I don’t notice until the next day. Luckily the 
snow is soft enough in the baking hot sun that I can 
traverse it comfortably.

I spot a Chamois (Rupicapra rupicapra) as I reach 
the bottom of the snow slope but it ducks down be-
low some bluffs. There is a small gorgeous tarn once 
I get down the steep bit, native buttercups (Ranun-
culus sericophyllus) with oversized flowers in pro-
portion to their tiny rosetted foliage are scattered 
amongst the stones. The cairns I had been following 

to the top of the ridge have now disappeared and I 
am on my own. I guess that sidling left will take me 
down towards Taruahuna Pass, and the route looks 
like it will go. I literally cross paths with the Cham-
ois again before it scampers up in the direction of 
Mt Franklin to the north.
I have sidled part way around the basin when ahead 
of me I see the terrain drop off. I tentatively walk 
to the edge to see if I can get down, but I can’t. I 
decide to head uphill and luckily I happen across a 
cairned route down through the bluffs. From there 
the navigation is easy, although the terrain certainly 
isn’t once you reach the huge boulderfield that is 
Taruahuna Pass — and the bones of Falling Moun-
tain (1901 m).

Falling Mountain is an incredibly impressive pile of 
rocks. It was first climbed in December 1930, just 
over a year after the 7.1 magnitude earthquake 
which caused about half of it to collapse and slide 
onto and over Taruahuna Pass and about 5 km down 
the West Otehake Valley. ClimbNZ says “Beware of 
major rockfall problems across the entire northwest 
face”, which is funny seeing as it does just look like a 
giant scree slope.

It is an incredible landscape. One of the most im-
pressive I have seen. And as I descend the never-
ending boulderfields leading me down into the 
Otehake there is another spectacular view unlike 
anything I have seen before.

I cross a tiny creek which bursts out of the boulders, 
then quickly transforms into a series of wild rapids 
that I am glad I do not have to cross. Cairns lead me 
onto the strange landslide that fills the middle of 
the valley but appears to flow upstream and has no 
obvious source — although it must have also come 
from Falling Mountain. I soon lose the vaguely 
cairned route, sprain my ankle fairly badly and 
end up on the edge of a tall gravel slip face with no 
choice but to turn around and head back upstream 
to find a route. Luckily I happen to walk a perfect 
diagonal back to where the official track restarts 
and heads up the hill to bypass the gorge. Hopeful-
ly this will be straight forward. The light seems to 
be fading a little and it has been a long day so I am 
definitely worried that I won’t make it to the hut.
After a bit of sidling I enter some of the mossiest 



104

CANTERBURY & TOP OF THE SOUTH PASS TO PASS

beech forest I have ever seen in my life. As I be-
gin the descent back into the Otehake the forest 
changes with celery pine (Phylloclades alpinus) and 
Pokaka (Elaeocarpus hookerianus) juveniles mixed 
in to the beech and more variable and dense under-
growth. A pair of riflemen squeak [very] loudly at 
me while a have a short break and when I continue 
onwards I pop out onto a sloping river terrace scat-
tered with beech trees. From here it is less than two 
kilometers to the hut. I am going to make it!
Upon arrival at the hut I realise that the Otehake 
Valley is actually quite remote. The hut book is old-
er than me and no one else has been to the hut in 
about a month. The place reminds me of Bobs Hut 
in the Matakitaki. Remote and a bit lonely but gor-
geous and peaceful.

Day 3. Otehake Hut— Kiwi Hut.
The next morning I head off early, hoping to get to 
Kiwi Hut and the Te Araroa trail, and maybe to pop 
into the Otehake hot pools on the way. I see many 
of the elegant slender forest orchids (Adenochilus 
gracilis) along the path, but it takes a nice patch of 
good light to convince me to drop my pack and go 
get some photos.

The track drags on forever. Endless beech forest un-
til finally I am spat out onto a river bank. I check my 
map, confused about where I am as the track tech-
nically does not go any where near the river until 
the hot pools. And I know I am definitely not at the 
hot pools yet. I wander up Whaiti stream thinking 
I might intersect the track but it soon turns into a 
very steep gorge, so I cross and find the track where 
it goes up a steep bank and back into the forest.

Again, I emerge onto the riverbank. This time I am 
close to the hot pools, but I cannot see any sign of 
a track or indication that there are hot pools. The 
river is also too fast and deep for me to cross on my 
own, so I reason that there must be a better crossing 
further downstream where the trail must also be. I 
seem to have missed the track while looking for any 
sign of the hot pool trail, but I figure that I can’t go 
wrong if I just pop up over the bluff and back down 
to the riverbank. That works out fine but my at-
tempt to cross the Otehake to the hot pools doesn’t. 
I brave about one third of the distance before turn-
ing around and heading back to the safety of the 

true left. I gaze sadly at the river for a little while 
but the hundreds of enthusiastic sandflies dispel 
any thoughts of a second attempt and encourage 
me to keep walking.

The Otehake hot pools are part of an ever-changing 
river system. Over the years the ratings vary from 
1/10 to 10/10, and descriptions vary accordingly 
from “a trickle” to “room for 6 people or more in two 
pools”. There is at least one shovel provided so you 
can customise your hot pool experience to be boiling 
hot or luke warm and there is camping on the island 
next to the trickle/pools. Care is definitely needed for 
river crossings but it is possible to follow the Otehake 
river gorge up to the hot pools and avoid the marked 
track or “blood route” [the one I missed completely] if 
the river is low enough.

I decide to just follow the riverbank as it looks 
passable, but when I reach the bluffs I realise I have 
missed the track turn off. So I go back a bit and fig-
ure I will intersect the track if I head straight up the 
hill. I don’t. So I go back down and head back up-
stream further, but still no luck. I am rather unhap-
py. So I turn back to my initial strategy. Perhaps I 
just didn’t go high enough to intersect the track, so 
I decide to head straight up to the top of the ridge 
in the knowledge that I will certainly intersect the 
track at some point along the way.
I do. I just don’t realise it.

Instead I crawl up the near vertical slopes, sinking 
into the rotten remains of old windfall while trying 
to navigate bluffs, occasionally following deer trails 
and trying to use handholds that are suboptimal as 
they also serve as a tasty snack for the usual breed 
of foot [hoof?] traffic. I eventually reach the top of 
the ridge, rather confused about the location of the 
track I must have crossed at some point during my 
climb. The ridge is glowing golden in the late af-
ternoon sunlight and the walk down is gorgeous 
and actually quite easy. Young stands of Rimu 
(Dacrydium cuppressinum) scatter its top, cutty 
grass (Gahnia sp.) appears sporadically in patches 
that cause me to alter my path slightly but finally 
I glimpse the inky Lake Kaurapataka through the 
trees. It looks like the kind of lake where a Taniwha 
would live.

INSERT TRIP
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I admire the lake for a very brief moment before 
I head off at a pace that even I am surprised I can 
muster after such a physical and mental ordeal. 
There is a sense of dread as I head down the track to 
the Otehake River, worried I will not be able to get 
across — again. When I reach the river it is indeed 
rushing by in a terrifying and impassable torrent, 
so I head upstream, simultaneously looking for a 
campsite. Luckily there is a shallow wide section 
that is actually quite manageable for me to cross on 
my own and after a snack I venture across the Ote-
hake for the first time.

I am immediately greeted by a chirpy robin before 
I tear myself away from many perfect campsites in 
a slightly desperate attempt to escape the 1080 zone 
of the Otehake and find shelter in a hut that night. 
Luckily the true right is relatively easy to get along 
and after pausing to watch a lone Whio feeding on 
some invisible snacks I finally reach the river flats 
of the Taramakau. I think to myself how lucky I am, 
how the worst is over and how I will actually make 
it to the hut.

I was mistaken. The hardest part of my day was still 
to come. Seeing as the Taramakau is crossed by the 
Te Araroa further downstream from my location I 
had assumed it would be easy to cross, especially 
further upstream. This was not so.

I walk towards the Taramakau with the intention 
to cross and join the Te Araroa, then walk to Kiwi 
Hut. I cannot cross the Taramakau when I reach it, 
but it looks like I have a good chance of finding a 
spot to cross in one of the braided sections further 
upstream, and the hut is in that direction anyway. 
Again and again I check potential crossing sites, 
but each one is too fast for me to get across safely 
on my own. Even the braided sections still have at 
least one impassable braid. Light is fading and af-
ter about 2 km of scanning the river for a spot the 
combination of frustration and desperation get to 
me and I decide to cross.

I follow exposed boulders trying to remain on their 
sheltered side, and once I pass this section I lean 
forward into my pole, slowly stepping into the cur-
rent to maintain my balance, checking my footing is 
bomber after every move. There are many moments 

where I feel my balance being thrown off and I have 
to push my whole weight forwards in an attempt to 
stop the water from just taking me along, my thighs 
straining against the weight of the water. Perhaps 
my heavy pack is an advantage for once. At halfway 
I am terrified but determined to make it and I dig 
in my heels quite literally to make it across. On the 
other side, slightly damp and still feeling the effects 
of being terrified for so long, I make my way back 
downstream to Kiwi Hut. I know I should not have 
crossed that river.

There is one hunter there. He offers me tea with ste-
via, “so it’s not bad for you”. He spots a hind (Cervus 
elaphus) out in the big clearing outside the hut, and 
we watch her graze peacefully in the dusk while we 
eat dinner.

Day 4. Kiwi Hut — Locke Stream Hut.
After yesterday I have a slow start. There are clouds 
hanging around the tops but there is a warm breeze 
and I don’t have a plan for the day. I will just walk 
until I feel like stopping. Walking up the Taram-
akau is basically your typical valley walk. Except 
better. There are no awkward bluffs to climb over 
and the forest is actually really interesting with 
many tall native cedars (Libocedrus bidwillii) and 
Kaikōmako (Pennantia corymbosa) in full flower 
making a nice change from the monotony of beech 
forest. There are hundreds of little cinnabar moths 
(Tyria jacobaeae) flitting about, and although they 
are introduced they are gorgeous with their black 
and red stripes. I encounter a Weka family with a 
young one who scatters in panic as I pass by, while 
the parents stand by idly; the young one will learn 
soon enough not to be so terrified of passers by.

I cross the Taramakau, now significantly smaller 
and no problem, and head through mature cedar 
stands, one more small clearing and patch of for-
est before I pop out in front of Locke Stream (№4) 
Hut, AKA “Rat Stream Nest” as the door proclaims. 
I sit down to enjoy the sun and have a snack. I look 
around, admiring the view and decide that this 
is the type of place I would like to wake up at on 
Christmas Day. So I stay. Luckily there is plenty to 
do. I go for a dip, eat lunch, chat to the Te Araroa 
walkers who pass through, and clean the hut.
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The latter is definitely the most time consuming. It 
is genuinely disgusting. The hut book is littered with 
notes and even the hut wall says “Warning, Rattus 
rattus in the hood”. While the recent 1080 drop has 
ensured there is no more Rattus rattus about, their 
mess is still there. There is poop all over the floor, 
in the furrows of the gorgeous original wood felled 
from the surrounding forest, on the bunks and the 
shelves. The smell has permeated everything and 
even half a sunny breezy day with the windows and 
doors open does little to alleviate the stench. I wash 
the benches and tables with hot water and soap, and 
do what I can in terms of sweeping — although the 
furrowed wood keeps capturing the poop pieces. It 
becomes almost habitable.

Locke Stream (№4) Hut was built as part of the Gov-
erments 1939 ‘Fitness Programme’ on the Taram-
akau-Harper Pass route. It was initially built using 
locally felled trees such as Libocedrus bidwillii (Pa-
hautea) and the floorboards and beams are still the 
original timber giving the hut a unique character. It 
has had serious rat problems in the past but a recent 
1080 drop (December 2019) has removed most rats, 
with just a few mice scampering about at night. It is 
still avoided by most Te Araroa walkers but a good 
clean would certainly make it much more attractive.

Day 5. Locke Stream Hut — Hurunui Hut.
After a rest day I am ready to put in a bit more effort. 
I actually feel like spending my entire day walking. 
I am not quite sure where I will go yet, with my 
options consisting of staying on the Te Araroa and 
crossing Harper Pass, or heading off track into the 
Trent or along the Nelson Tops. I decide to decide 
when I get to Harper Pass. I have been warned that 
there are a few slips along the track, but it really 
is not very bad at all. The weather isn’t excellent, 
but I’m glad because honestly I am looking for 
any excuse not to go off track. I enjoy the freedom 
to choose where I go each day and I do not mind 
choosing the easy option.

So I begin the ascent to Harper Pass. I feel rested and 
the climb feels good. I stop to admire the Taram-
akau, then walk through spectacular tall shrubland 
with Dr Seuss trees (Dracophyllum traversii), scent-
ed tree daisies/mountain holly (Olearia ilicifolia) 
and lancewood tree daisies (Olearia lacunosa). All 

often occur scattered but grow into a continuous 
canopy here. Suddenly the canopy ends and I pop 
out into a broad braided stream bed before climb-
ing up to the pass itself. I stop, slip, slop, slap, and 
snack. Decision time. The weather looks a little 
murky — so I keep to the track. The sun comes out.
I soon reach Harper Pass Bivvy, stop for a quick 
inspection then continue on my way. A young Ger-
man TA walker warns me about a slip coming up 
and as I round the corner after her I come across it. 
It’s a small chute of loose gravel and wouldn’t have 
caused me any issues going up, but down is a dif-
ferent story. Because there is nothing to hold on to 
or brace against, and the sharp drop at the top is 
too high for me to step down I end up having to 
just step off into the chute, scraping the backs of my 
thighs on the gravelly rock as I slide down.

I both intentionally and unintentionally skip sec-
tions of the track while following the river and fi-
nally arrive at Cameron Hut, my chosen lunch loca-
tion. I pull a stump outside to sit on while admiring 
the view and start eating. I look back towards the 
pass and see rain coming down. I feel pleased about 
my decision not to go over the tops. Although soon 
the rain hits me too. I drag my stump back inside 
and finish lunch while looking at the map. I decide 
to go to Hurunui Hut for the night.

I head off into the rain, skip the swingbridge by fol-
lowing the river and pop back up onto the track just 
in time to reach Hurunui №3 Hut. The rain has al-
ready started seeping through the sleeves of my free 
hand-me-down raincoat so I take it off and hang it 
up while having a rather long break in the hut. It is 
a gorgeous hut, dark but cosy, especially with the 
rain pattering on the roof. It takes me a long time 
to tear myself away, my only motivation being the 
hot pools.

I do enjoy walking in the rain. It is peaceful with 
my hood up, and the quiet interspersed only by the 
chirping of birds when the rain eases is a differ-
ent type of quiet to the dry type. The clouds have 
dropped down further and are snaking down into 
the valley. The track heads up and I follow it, hating 
every uphill step as I feel it is unnecessary, and as I 
have almost reached the river again I come across 
the hot pools. This is my first solo wilderness hot 
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pool experience. Millions of aggressive sandflies, 
rain, almost too hot water and some sort of dan-
gerous bacteria that might kill me if it gets into my 
nose. It is glorious.

Austrosimulion spp. (Sandflies). We have at least 18 
species of sandfly in New Zealand and no doubt you 
have encountered them. There is a general feeling 
of strong hate towards sandflies but we are actually 
much more of an intruder to New Zealand than they 
are. In fact Māori legend tells that Hine-nui-te-po 
(the goddess of the underworld) deemed fiordland 
too beautiful for human modification so she released 
copious quantities of sandflies as a deterrent.

I score myself hundreds of sandfly bites as I try to 
get my damp clothes onto my damp body but fi-
nally I am safely on my way to Hurunui Hut. From 
here the walk is uneventful bar a pair of falcons just 
before the hut who fly about and call loudly as I 
pass by. It is further that I expected to get to the 
hut, and after a never ending 4WD track through 
tall red beech (Fuscospora fusca) forest with a non 
existent understory I reach the hut. There is a Swiss 
fisherman leaning over the porch smoking, anoth-
er is stoking the fire. I hang up my damp gear and 
make food. They have large pieces of some uniden-
tifiable cut of beef that they skewer and cook in 
the fireplace, followed by espresso coffees made in 
some sort of fancy portable espresso maker. I offer 
them some of my Whittakers gingernut and cara-
melised white chocolate which we all agree is fitting 
for the occasion. It is Christmas day.

Day 6. Hurunui Hut — Hope Kiwi Lodge.
I head off after looking for my two remaining 
(somewhat stale) wraps, which it seems the Swiss 
fishermen have accidentally taken, and deciding to 
take an alternative route to the Te Araroa by visit-
ing Three Mile Hut. After crossing a swampy pad-
dock full of cows and creeks I pass a standing tree 
graveyard before being led through what feels like 
hours of even more barren red beech forest.

I reach the lake, moody with low clouds hanging 
around. From here on the trail is shared by hors-
eriders, and is in a bit of a state. My motivation 
begins to fade as the beech forest feels like it will 
never end, but I finally reach the intersection and 

turn off onto the Three Mile Route. I stop not long 
after turning onto it for a snack. While I sit there a 
small (and adorable) mouse ventures out right in 
front of me, sorting through leaf litter and almost 
capsizing multiple times as the twigs and leaves 
move beneath its rotund little body. Mice have 
been a constant theme of this trip. Every person 
(and I mean every single person) has mentioned 
the mouse plague.

I head uphill, the beech forest gradually becoming 
shorter and more stunted. Parakeets chatter loudly 
and I stop several times to try and spot the colour 
of their crowns with no luck. I navigate through 
several boggy clearings, poking my stick into any 
suspicious looking ground to test its stability. The 
walk feels much longer than I expected but luckily 
it is interesting. I finally descend through tall red 
beech and end up at Three Mile Stream. From there 
it is an easy walk along the stream, a few crossings 
and suddenly I spot an orange triangle pointing 
sideways. Soon enough I spot the hut and pop in 
to have lunch. It is a lovely hut, with three rooms 
including two separate bedrooms so the boys and 
girls can be kept apart. It seems to be visited almost 
exclusively by hunters and I am surprised that next 
to no Te Araroa walkers venture off the beaten path 
for a little detour.

The steep start to the track to Hope Kiwi Lodge is 
a shock to my system after the comfortable lunch 
sitting on the dining room bed mattress. I pass 
strange gravel stream beds which appear out of no-
where under the forest canopy, and disappear just 
as quickly. After reaching the top, I follow gently 
undulating terrain interspersed with bogs.

This leads me over to a small burbling creek and 
as I climb a small rise to reach the final descent to 
the lodge I glance back into one of the many small 
clearings and spot a pair of Wapiti (Cervus elaphus 
nelsoni). There is a moment of indecision before 
they scatter into the forest. The descent is fast, and 
followed by a long flat walk through tall red beech, 
a reoccurring theme of the trip. I probably still have 
time to keep going to St Jacobs Hut, but when I pop 
into the lodge I am convinced to stay. It is huge and 
there are friendly people. I have made it just in time 
to claim a prime bed before the hordes of Te Araroa 
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walkers turn up. The lawn could do with a trim

Day 7. Hope Kiwi Lodge — Lake Man Bivvy.
I leave early because why not. Perhaps I am already 
sick of so many people and all the chatter and bus-
tle of company. The walk up the Hope is lovely and 
I stop to have a snack at St Jacobs Hut. I read gen-
erally good comments about the route to Lake Man 
Bivvy, with the exception of one lady who had an 
absolute mare and advised people not to attempt it 
unless equipped with a map or GPS. I would hope 
that the majority of people carry some sort of nav-
igational tool… I cross the Hope easily and head 
across the flats to the start of the short trail through 
the beech to Pussy Stream. The terraces are covered 
in small holes that I suspect may be the result of 
some very busy kiwis. The rare kind.

After a short bit of flat forest I start heading up Pus-
sy Stream. It is a rather funny name. You’ll know 
what I mean if you get it. It is easy and I really 
just follow the stream until it splits into two very 
small creeks with a narrow ridge in between that 
has basically split in half. There is a very steep and 
somewhat slippery ascent before I reach the ridge 
that forms the rest of my path to the tops. The ridge 
is crazy narrow, one of the narrowest and steepest 
forested ridges I have traversed as part of an actu-
al track, or ever. Gradually the forest changes and 
more alpine species start appearing in the under-
growth just before I pop out above the bushline into 
scrub.

It starts off steep, dense and scratchy but soon turns 
into a slightly awkward traverse of tussock slopes 
until I reach the saddle, where red tussock (Chiono-
chloa rubra) dominates the rather soggy slopes and 
the odd tarn dots the landscape. I finally get a view 
of tomorrows maybe goal, Mt Lakeman and Lake 
Man. We’ll see what the weather does.

Chionochloa rubra is one of our most striking tussock 
grasses. It often covers huge swathes of land, giving 
it a red glow. It prefers damp or swampy areas and 
often gives a fair warning of what the ground will be 
like underfoot. Māori used to wrap the leaves around 
their legs to protect themselves from speargrass and 
stuff them into their sandals to keep their feet warm 
— the tussock, not the speargrass.

A short and steep descent through beech forest 
takes me to Lake Man Bivvy. It has recently been 
done up and looks very tidy. It even has a very fan-
cy seat that can be tilted up to make more space. 
Unfortunately the corner of the door is looking a 
bit worse for wear and even when I’ve propped the 
door shut because the inside lock is broken there is 
a still a fat mouse sized hole in the corner.

I go for a short wander to the creek, read my book 
and have an entree of plain mash with rock salt 
which seems like the most delicious thing ever. It 
starts to drizzle and the clouds sink lower. I read 
and have a nap on the top bunk but decide it is too 
small to sleep in so I move downstairs. Eventually 
I decide it must be about dinner time, so I make 
dinner and a cup of tea and sit in my sleeping bag, 
hat and gloves. I think about the names: Lake Man, 
Lake Man Bivvy and Mt Lakeman. To join or not to 
join them. It is rather cold, and I do wonder if it is 
just me or if I am just poorly equipped.

Day 8. Lake Man Bivvy — Doubtful Hut.
The answer is neither. I look out the window when 
I get up and see what looks like snow down to 
1300m. I wipe the condensation off the window 
and nothing changes. It has snowed!

I have rarely gotten ready so fast. I am out the door, 
dressed, daypacked and with two muesli bars for 
breakfast in my hand. I don’t need to motivate my-
self to get going today. I head off across the swamp 
behind the bivvy, through a bit of beech and up into 
some scrub which proves quite difficult and painful 
to get through and I can definitely see that there is a 
better way. I just can’t get there. So I bash upwards, 
eventually reaching tussock and from there I stead-
ily work my way up to Lake Man, enjoying the steep 
rocky section around the creek just before I pop up 
into the basin.

It is beautiful, and incredibly cold. There is a dust-
ing of snow covering everything and even more 
further up, which is where I am headed. I spot an 
enticing snow slope that could feasibly lead to the 
summit so I head straight up to it. It is fairly steep, 
but definitely doable with one ice axe, so I head up 
to the top of the ridge just as it starts snowing again. 
As soon as I reach the top I am buffeted by gusts of 
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wind so strong I immediately drop back down and 
crouch under some rocks. I check my map to see 
which direction to go in order to summit Mt Lake-
man then pop back up to the ridge to check out 
my route. I peer along it and am confronted with 
a fairly narrow ridge that would be fun on a typical 
summer day, just not today. As I’m crouched on the 
ridge a patch of blue sky blows over, illuminating 
the icy ridge and I quickly pull my camera out, snap 
a photo and tuck it away.

I decide I have to drop down and I find a steep and 
narrow route that takes me down and then back up 
onto the very relaxed ridge leading to the summit, 
over slippery icy snowgrass and rocks. The main 
ridge I reach is nice and broad, although the snow-
grass is still slippery. I reach the top, sit down and 
admire the view. I start to relax, already able to see 
that the route down will be much easier than my 
route up.

I wander back down, following fresh hare prints 
through the snow, impressed by their presence so 
soon after a snowfall. I stop to admire tiny yellow 
buttercups as the melted snow exposes their flow-
ers, pausing near the lake outlet, somewhat reluc-
tant to leave at this perfect moment in time. There 
is a feeling of content as I descend back to the bivvy. 
This time I find a less scratchy route into the beech 
forest and even come across some cairns.

I pack up my things, do my best to return the hut to 
the near pristine condition in which I found it and 
start heading down into the Doubtful River. I am 
only a few steps away from the bivvy when I step 
into a surprise knee deep pit of mud. Not a great 
start but luckily I can wash my leg in the stream 
straight away. The track is fairly steep but despite 
my pace I am still wearing a jumper by the time 
I reach the valley floor although I can feel the air 
gradually warming up.

I am relieved to reach the valley floor. The track 
winds along and through the beech forests on the 
terraces, although there are many different colour-
ed DOC markers that leave me rather confused. 
Lime green, orange, I don’t think it makes a differ-
ence which I choose and there are no signs. I bump 
into an older chap who is heading in to Doubtless 

Hut for a day trip. He must be in his 70’s at least 
and he is accordingly equipped. I am impressed 
and inspired.

I reach Doubtful Hut, it looks like it has recently 
been painted and I have high hopes — until I open 
the door. The floor has deteriorated and now has 
a large pothole that collects dirt and dust and is 
impossible to clean. The tiny corner bench is not 
that useful and there is no hut book. Additionally, 
someone has let their dog sleep on one of the mat-
tresses and it is now covered in muddy pawprints, 
and the door does not shut from the inside or seal, 
which is particularly bad at this particular location 
where there are millions of sandflies who have most 
certainly figured out that the closed door is no bar-
rier to their hunger.

Because there is still plenty of daylight I drag the 
filthy mattress outside, flip it over and lie down to 
read a Wilderness magazine and my book. I soon 
get sick of making multi kills and decide to set up 
my tent fly over the mattress, which turns out to be 
a most fantastic idea: ultimate comfort combined 
with ultimate protection. The old guy pops by on 
his way back out and we have a brief chat before he 
continues on. I finally find a summarised version of 
the Fun Scale.

The Fun Scale (From Wilderness Magazine Aug ‘19). 
TYPE 1: enjoyable at the time and pleasant to remi-
nisce about. e.g. fair weather tramping, a day on the 
slopes, beers at the swimming hole. TYPE 2: Awful 
at the time but AMAZING in retrospect. e.g. ultras, 
epics, the Dusky, nav fails. TYPE 3: PTSD-worthy 
misery that will give you flashbacks for decades. Of-
ten ends in a heli-evac or a mention on the 10 O’clock 
news. e.g. unplanned night out, polar expedition, 
‘127 hours’ type mishaps.

I consider sleeping outside on the mattress but 
there are slightly menacing clouds and at this point 
I have given up on the forecast I wrote down over 
a week ago. It hasn’t been very useful or accurate. 
I move inside but leave my tent fly set up on the 
single bed. This way I am able to eat dinner, read 
and sleep in peace.
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Day 9. Doubtful Hut — Nina Hut.
Today is the day. I have had The Devils Rampart on 
my bucket list since I first saw the name on a map. 
The name is just so enticing! I head off and battle 
my way up the never ending track on the true left 
of Devilskin Stream until I finally pop out into the 
Hoheria sp. (Ribbonwood) dotted tussockland. It is 
gorgeous, but marred by the large patches of rooted 
up speargrasses, patches up to three metres across 
reduced to dead vegetation and dirt, the chewed 
bases of plants barely visible below ground level.

I can see the bivvy and it is not far from the bush-
line. I drop my backpack inside and after lunch I 
head out of the very [VERY] mouldy interior to 
climb up The Devils Rampart. It is very windy but 
sunny and there is proof of the windy nature of the 
place as I pass the door-less toilet, just one plank 
remains, propped inside. I head up, sidling under 
the huge bluff system to navigate my way through 
a series of smaller bluffs and ledges before climbing 
up a steep slope to the summit. The views are pan-
oramic, and while not quite as exhilarating as those 
on Mt Lakeman the day before, they are much more 
expansive.

I head down the way I came up, keen to get to Nina 
Hut now that I have ticked off the final big thing 
on my trip list. I feel like I have accomplished what 
I set out to do and now I can relax and just enjoy 
the nature and peace. I pick up my pack and stomp 
down along the swampy, deeply incised trail to the 
forest. Here the trail steepens, taking me down 
some of the steepest sections of trail I have walked, 
before sidling along in the direction of Nina Hut. I 
lose the track a few times, but oddly enough only 
realise upon finding the track again.

Finally it drops down a small damp gut before flat-
tening out. I start seeing stoat traps and seed traps, 
the trees thin and I pop out at Nina Hut. I count 
nine pairs of shoes on the porch as I approach, 
knowing the hut has 10 bunks I am not hopeful of 
a spare mattress, especially once I see how packed 
the hut is. I pop my head in to enquire and find one 
spare mattress.

The Hurunui College Nina Valley Restoration Group 
is an amazing initiative taking place in the Nina Val-

ley since 2008. The college runs extensive trapping 
networks consisting of 240 stoat traps and 40 possum 
traps throughout the valley and has facilitated the re-
lease of additional Roroa/Great spotted kiwi (Apter-
yx haastii) in the area to bolster numbers and restore 
a viable breeding population. The students also mon-
itor kiwi and whio, and study the biology of the area. 
The project is a combination of efforts of DOC (De-
partment of Conservation), Lincoln University and 
the restoration group, and ties into further efforts by 
other community groups working nearby.

Day 10. Nina Hut — Nina Hut.
I hang about while the two families get ready and 
leave, most of them heading over Devilskin Saddle, 
but one Father and son heading back out to the car. 
I read, clean the hut and eat food. The day starts 
to get hot, a pair of people walk past but don’t pop 
in to the hut and just continue up to the saddle (I 
presume).

At about midday I pack my daybag and head off 
down the track on my way to Nina Bivvy. I run into 
a father and daughter also heading up to the saddle 
and we chat for a while before continuing on our 
way. It takes me another five minutes to realise I 
have actually gone the wrong way. For some reason 
I thought the turn off was further down river from 
the hut not at the hut. I check my map to assess my 
mistake then bushbash straight down into the river 
bed. I follow the river up, herding a large gaggle of 
Californian geese ahead of me until I find orange 
markers.

I pass the old Nina Hut site and continue along 
mossy and occasionally boggy beech forest. There 
are occasional swampy clearings with nice views 
and very treacherous terrain, pretty native orchids 
around the damp margins, a great thundering wa-
terfall I manage to glimpse through the trees and a 
gorgeous stream with moss covered rocks. I make 
my way over some unnecessary slips while staring 
down at the easily walkable river bed and after not 
encountering the walkwire on my map I reach the 
tiny bivvy. It has been done up about a year ago but 
still isn’t completed, it is still missing mattresses 
and edging around the fireplace. 

I head back after a short break, this time following 
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the river until the track leaves it for good — defi-
nitely a good decision. Then back through the bog-
gy clearings and mossy beech forest, and across the 
river to Nina Hut via the actual track, after a quick 
dip in the river.

When I emerge I can hear people in the hut, and 
one is Jamie. I am both excited to see him and very 
excited to see what food he has brought with him 
for our dinner. He does not disappoint. It is a pasta 
salad with smoked salmon, cherry tomatoes and a 
mayo based sauce. It is amazing. I eat almost twice 
as much as him. We chat with the other couple in 
the hut and eventually everyone heads to bed. It 
is dark and about 22:00 when we hear people ap-
proach, with loud voices and yelling. No one is im-
pressed. The door opens and a guy yells [and I really 
mean ‘YELLS’] “hello!!!”, then mumbles something 
about taking his boots off and shuts the door. No 
one enters the hut until much later when they have 
finished cooking dinner and drinking their wine 
outside.

Day 11. Nina Hut — SH7.
It is a relaxed morning, Jamie and I head off fairly 
early, eager to get on the road. We admire where 
the river has eroded the track on one of the terraces 
and go for a dip in one of the many enticing swim-
ming holes. It is fast and easy going and soon we 
can hear the highway. We cross the bridge and pop 
out onto the road, stuff the gear into the car and 
get in. I open the Wdom Chocolate milk [highly 
recommend — it is extra delicious] that I pre-emp-
tively stashed in the car and we are off, ready for the 
next adventure. •

THE TARAMAKAU VALLEY

CAMERONS HUT

DEAD BEECH STAND

THREE MILE STREAM HUT

THREE MILE TRACK/BOG
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DRACOPHYLLUM PRONUM MT LAKEMAN (CENTRE L.)

RIDGE TO MT LAKEMAN

LAKE MAN FROM MT LAKEMAN (ORIGINAL NAMES EH?)

DOUBTFUL HUT
DEVILSKIN STREAM

MT BOSCAWEN (CENTRE L.) FROM DEVILS RAMPART

NINA HUT VIEW

APOROSTYRIS BIFOLIA

NINA RIVER SWIMMING HOLE
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Once upon a time, in the sleepy city of Dunedin, 
there lived four Bears: Robin Bear, Lisanne Bear, 
Grandpa Bear and Claire Bear. They had all fin-
ished their exams and Robin Bear had organised a 
trip out to Aoraki to climb on the magical Sebas-
topol bluffs, a day that all the Bears had been look-
ing forward to for a very long time. They were all 
very excited, until the day before when Robin Bear 
announced that his friends the monkeys were una-
ble to come to the mountain with them. This made 
the Bears very sad, especially because without the 
monkeys they had no way to get to the magical 
bluffs. 

“Whatever shall we do?” exclaimed Robin Bear. 
“I don’t know?” replied Lisanne Bear. 
“This is terrible” chimed in Claire Bear. 
“I Know!” said Grandpa Bear. 
“I have an old friend who is driving north tomor-
row, we can pile in with her!”. 
“Yay!” said the Bears, who began packing - very 
much happy that they were still heading out. 

Now Grandpa Bears’ old friend was Hanne the 
platypus and she was very excited at squeezing in a 
day of climbing before she went home to the other 
platypuses for the summer. “I will pick you all up at 
5pm tomorrow” she said. “Don’t be late”. The Bears 
all promised that they wouldn’t and went to bed 
filled with excitement. 

When the next day dawned, the Bears awoke to bad 
news. The weather gods had been unpropitious, 
and the magical bluffs were miserably damp. “Oh 
no!” said the Bears, “whatever shall we do?”. After 
a quick forecast search the Bears decided instead to 
head to the wobbly-knobbly-rocky bits out at Mt 
Somers. “All we have to do is carry the gear in a few 
kilometres to the hut!” said Robin. 

Now 5pm rolled around quite quickly and Hanne 
arrived to collect the Bears. They piled their bags 
into the car and were ready to leave when Lisanne 
noticed that Grandpa Bear was missing. “Oh no!” 
she said. “Wherever has Grandpa Bear gotten to?”. 
Now Grandpa Bear had gone out with his buddies 
earlier that day to play chess and  have afternoon 
‘tea’ with his classical history professor. Remem-
bering this, Hanne drove out to St Leonards to see 

A NOVEL CLUSTER
HAKATERE CP, MT SOMERS.
GRANDPA BEAR (BEN CLARKSON)

Grandpa Bear drew the short straw and had to carry all the shit
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what he was up to. When they finally found him, 
Grandpa Bear was rather tippled and hadn’t yet had 
the chance to pack his bag. The other Bears were 
very disappointed with him, but still in high spirits 
from the whisky Grandpa Bear quickly packed his 
bag and they were soon on their way towards the 
wobbly-knobbly-rocky bits.

Now the Bears had organised to meet up with 
two other friends, Jenni the starfish and Kevin the 
Hamster, the day after they arrived at the wob-
bly-knobbly-rocky bits to go mountaineering in 
the Old man range. Jenni and Kevin had entrusted 
Grandpa Bear with the PLB and, somewhere near 
Oamaru as he was sobering up, Grandpa Bear be-
came wracked with visions of the PLB sitting on 
the end of his bed (which importantly, was not in 
located in his pack). After a panicked search in the 
supermarket carpark, Grandpa found the PLB in 
the bottom of his rucksack and the Bears continued 
on their way, arriving at the trail-head on the stroke 
of midnight.   

Waking to a thick cloud of sandflies the next morn-
ing they quickly ate a bowl of porridge each and got 
ready to set off. “golly, my pack is awfully heavy!” 
said Claire Bear. “mine too!” grumbled Grandpa 
Bear. “silly Bears, you shouldn’t have packed so 
much peanut butter” said Hanne. “but what else 
would we eat?” exclaimed Robin, his own pack jin-
gling with cams and hexes. Things however, were 
about to get worse. As the Bears went down to the 
woods that day they were in for a big surprise…

Shortly after setting off, Grandpa Bear, Hanne and 
Lisanne found themselves at the base of a large Hill. 
Firing up his walkie-talkie Grandpa Bear selected 
an appropriate callsign and contacted the leading 
Bears regarding this geographic anomaly. 

“50cent this is Tupac, come in 50cent” 
“Tupac this is 50cent, whatever seems to be the 
problem?” 
“Tis an awfully large hill Robin” said Grandpa Bear. 
“there’s no other way I’m afraid” said the leading 
Bears. 
“well we can’t go round it” said Lisanne. 
“we can’t go under it either” said Hanne. 
“we’ll have to go over it” said Grandpa with a 

disheartened look to his friends as he started 
plodding upwards.

This took a very long time and the sun was quite 
hot. Many hours later when the Bears finally 
reached the hut, they settled down for an afternoon 
nap while Robin headed up to check out the routes 
on the wobbly-knobbly rocky bits. Some hours later 
the other Bears wandered up in ones and twos to 
find Robin, dehydrated and shirtless, lounging on a 
spur of knobbly, but not wobbly, rock. 

“Yay!” he said when he saw his friends “now we can 
start climbing!”. Unfortunately, rigging and anchor 
point took a lot longer than the Bears had antici-
pated and it already being late in the afternoon after 
their nap, the Bears and Hanne only managed to 
get one climb in each, albeit on a satisfying crack 
system. “Oh well” said Hanne “It’s getting awfully 
late and I really must be going”. The Bears wished 
her a happy journey north and began packing up 
their kit while Hanne set of at a jog back to the car. 

“Oh dear” said Robin some minutes later “I can’t 
seem to find my camera”. 
“Well bother” said Grandpa and Claire in unison, 
(Lisanne having already retuned to the hut to see 
Hanne off). 
“We’ll just have to stay up here all night searching 
for it I suppose” said Claire Bear. 
“You’re probably right” said Grandpa, grumbling 
under his breath about how Robin had already lost 
it once this trip and how he’d also misplaced the ra-
dio earlier. 

The Bears searched high and low for very a long 
time. They turned over every rock and shook every 
shrub but try as they might they could not find the 
camera. 

“Oh well” said Robin, “it’s getting dark now and 
we’d better head down to the hut”. 
“Don’t worry” said Claire “I’m sure we’ll find it to-
morrow”. 
“Hopefully it doesn’t rain overnight” said Grandpa. 

As the Bears trudged back down the side of the 
wobbly-knobbly rocky bits Robin let out a cry 
“Ahah!” he exclaimed “there’s my camera sitting on 
a rock!”. Very much relieved the Bears hurried back 
to the hut and an early nights sleep.   



117

CANTERBURY & TOP OF THE SOUTHA NOVEL CLUSTER

Now the next morning dawned bright and early 
and Claire Bear and Robin went up to get the days 
climbing stared while Lisanne and Grandpa Bear 
had a leisurely breakfast and waited for Jenni and 
Kevin to arrive. This took quite some time and 
Grandpa and Lisanne amused themselves by mak-
ing up new call signs for robin on the walkie-talk-
ies:
 “crack whore this is Rehab, come in crack whore”
 “rehab this is crack whore… really guys?”

After finishing their 6th cup of tea and having run 
out of good names they gave up waiting and headed 
up to the climbing, Jeni and Kevin finally wander-
ing out of the bush around mid-day.
Things went smoothly until later that afternoon 
when Grandpa Bear was belaying Claire on a 36m 
route on the eastern wobbly-knobbly rock, while 
Kevin and Lisanne were multi-pitching somewhere 
on the central one. 

“Oh my!” exclaimed Claire from twenty metres 
above them, “I seem to have run out of quick draws”. 
“Jeepers” replied Grandpa. 
“Dear me” said Jenni, “what will you do?”.
“I’ll keep climbing” replied Claire, “the anchor 
shouldn’t be too far now”. 
Ten minutes later Claire chimed up again, “oh 
bother, I appear to have forgotten my safety”. 
“Well golly” said Jenni. 

(At this point the author got tired of constructing the 
trip as a bear based metaphor).

“Fuck, this has gone tits up” said Grandpa.
“Are you at the anchor?”.
“SHIT” yelled Claire.
“Ok, lowering!” (at this point the wind picked up 
substantially, rendering communication difficult). 
“Wait what? Ok, lowering”… “I said lowering”... “I’m 
trying, there’s a shit load of rope drag from all the 
draws”. 
“What? Start lowering me”. 
“What? shit, can you hear anything she’s saying?”. 
“What?”. 
“FUCK!”. 
“You’re going to have to pull it on your end”. 
“SHIT-FUCK”. etc etc. 

This went on for about 5 minutes until Claire was 

returned alive but somewhat shaken to terra firma. 
Shortly afterwards it was decided the climbing was 
done for the day (Kevin and Robin however, re-
mained behind to do some more climbing – Kevin 
trading his shorts for Grandpa’s pants as it was get-
ting cold. This resulted in Grandpa nearly loosing 
a testicle on the decent to the hut when he slipped 
on some scree. The best phrase to describe kelvins 
pants would be “form fitting”).

That evening it was decided to pull the plug on the 
mountaineering as the weather was supposed to 
pack in and Claire needed to be driven to Ashbur-
ton to hitchhike back to Dunners. So walking out 
the next morning they piled 6 people, along with 
enough gear to summit K2, into Jenni’s car and 
drove out - avoiding at least two police cars on the 
back roads. Having dropped Claire off the others 
wandered into the Ashburton Kathmandu and, 
having been mistaken for mystery shoppers, were 
given the run of the store. They ensconced them-
selves in camping chairs (there was even a rocking 
chair for Grandpa) and began to consider their op-
tions. It was quickly decided that they didn’t want 
to return to Dunedin three days into what was sup-
posed to have been a week-long trip. The weather 
having also packed in everywhere within driving 
distance, Grandpa made a couple of quick phone 
calls. 

“Well, the best option I’ve got is we can crash at an 
old mate of mines in Christchurch tonight and go 
to the new bouldering gym there tomorrow? ”... 
“We are obliged to join in on their board-games 
night tonight though and we can’t show up until 
after 7”. 

It was agreed that this was a good, if somewhat 
unorthodox solution to their hiking troubles and 
decided to kill a couple of hours at the Ashbur-
ton playground. The trad gear was broken out and 
several iconic first accents were recorded on the 
monkey bars and slidey zip-line thing as well as 
the worst injuries of the trip, which were sustained 
in a barrel shaped device known only as the wheel 
of death. The feature length documentary of the 
groups attempts and the final successful climbs is 
expected to air in September 2020. Given that lit-
tle children had started to arrive at the park and 
parents were beginning to look disapprovingly at 
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the group (who had been telling the parents that 
they were from the Canterbury University climbing 
club) the Bears packed up and blatted on towards 
Christchurch. Then blatted back to Ashburton 
when Robin realised that he had left his watch in 
the playground carpark. Finally arriving in the gar-
den city, Grandpa’s friend welcomed them with a 
spoonful of hot sauce each and a glass of Canadian 
whiskey. OUTC was then done proud as the five of 
them took the Cantabrians to town in a succession 
of boardgames before, jobs very well done, they re-
tired to bed.  

The next day was spent at Uprising, where perhaps 
the best climbing of the trip took place, second 
only to Ashburton. A five hour karaoke road-trip 
saw the Bears safely ensconced in their beds back in 
Dunedin, after a grand total of 17 changes to what 
had been the plan three days previously.  
Raaargh,
Love from Grandpa Bear.

In summary, for those that missed them the morals 
of this story are:
• It a long way to Mt Somers with 25kg+ packs.
• Bring extra quick draws and don’t forget your 

safety. Free soloing a route because you ran 
out of kit isn’t ideal, having to build an an-
chor out of solidified willpower is even less so. 
The route on the pinnacles climbed by Claire 
(perky nana) is variously quoted at between 8 
and 12 draws, it actually required 14.

• The Ashburton playground is awesome, but 
horrifically dangerous (like 1980’s playground 
dangerous) so get in quick before OSH child 
safety it up. Special mention to the washing 
machine wheel of death.

• The new bouldering gym in Christchurch (up-
rising) is the best thing since sliced bread, the 
holy city of bouldering in the south island. We 
will be initiating pilgrimages to worship at its 
walls. •

Cosy (RR)

At the coal face (RR)

Kids these days (BC)

Grandpa Bear (RR)
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A MINDBLOWING PLACE

Life feels a bit strange back on earth. 

Driving through rain, stars, excitement and New 
Zealand. 

Sitting in the van drinking tea with new friends, 
preparing for missions ahead. 

Driving through iced puddles, anticipation and 
clearance both high enough. Looking over the mo-
raine in the morning light, mountains carved by a 
turbulent yet sluggish river of ice. 

Onto the ice, flanked by tumbling ice falls and stag-
gering mountains, we felt small as we traced the 
path against the flow of the glacier. 

In the dark we plugged ahead, is it a star, is it a 
hut, I didn’t know. It was the hut, we moved past 
it, threading our way through dimples of snow. 
Waterbottles frozen, feeling light headed, feet and 
shoulders sore. Strange tracks in the snow guided 
us ever closer with each step. Finally a red box ma-
terialises out of darkness, sleep came easy. 

Up the snow, snowshoes carving up the hillside, 
we crested the soft saddle which opened up to bog-
gling views of endless peaks. 

Down the Tasman and up the Darwin we went, just 
as dawn was breaking, pink light flooded the peaks 
ahead. The Darwin was cold, intimate and swirled 
with spindrift. We pushed up the snow slope, steep 
and exciting before topping out into a tight saddle. 
Pushing up to the high point, we looked around, 
overwhelmed by mountains. 

And then we found ice caves, deep drippy cathe-
drals, moist and exciting, we walked through lab-
yrinths of blue. 

Arriving back at sunset, watching endless stars, 
painted across the inky sky. So much stoke. •

RECOLLECTIONS OF A 
MINDBLOWING PLACE
AORAKI/MT COOK NP, TASMAN SADDLE HUT.
TOM HADLEY

ANYONE HOME?

In front of ELLIE DE BEAUMONT

Aoraki alpine glow

High stoke levels
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After end of year exams, what better way to take 
a break from the books and go on an adventure, 
than Outward Bound? My last exam finished on 
the 23rd October and I quickly made my way up 
the country from Dunedin to Anakiwa to begin the 
classic 21-day Outward Bound (OB) Course from 
the 4th–24th November. Anakiwa is positioned in 
the Queen Charlotte Sound near Picton at the top 
of the South Island. It is honestly one of the most 
beautiful places I have ever been. The stunning 
clear blue waters, with bush-covered sounds, weave 
in and out of the sea creating a labyrinth of chan-
nels and bays. I chose Outward Bound because I 
wanted to experience more of New Zealand’s great 
outdoors but what I got from my 21 days at OB was 
so much more. 

At OB, everyone is organised into watches, which 
are groups of 14, roughly seven males and seven fe-
males. We eat, sleep, do all our activities, and spend 
every moment of the day with our watch. OB runs 
by the philosophy of ma te wa, which although 

recently used by Air New Zealand to say ‘see you 
later’, was originally translated to mean ‘live in 
the now’, or ‘live in the present moment’. Our in-
structors would only tell us the day’s activities that 
morning, or sometimes the night before if any 
packing and organisation were required. Because 
of this, we learnt not to worry about tomorrow, or 
what events were coming up in later weeks, but to 
enjoy the moment and make the most of the oppor-
tunities as they came. 

Activities ranged from kayaking rapids in beautiful 
rivers, sailing a cutter in the moana, to tramping in 
the diverse ngahere, and even spending three nights 
in the bush for our solo. Heights are a challenge for 
me and events such as the high ropes really pushed 
me out of my comfort zone. Rock climbing was also 
a lot of fun. You get to climb a real rockface, as op-
posed to another indoor rock wall. All activities are 
undertaken by all members of the watch, which is 
awesome as we all work together to help and sup-
port one another. For some, the ocean is where they 
feel alive or most comfortable. For others, the sea is 
a source of fear and loss of control. Doing all these 
events with each other, you are privileged to see 
people’s strengths, what they love and what makes 

COBHAM WATCH 659 
MARLBOROUGH, ANAKIWA.
SAM VERSCHAFFELT
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them tick. But you also see the kind and caring na-
ture of your watch-mates come to the surface, and 
the love and support shown to those who may need 
that extra hand or word of encouragement. 
Your watch is your family. Not only do you have 
to work together to achieve tangible goals to com-
plete the daily activities, but you also journey with 
them over the 21 days. OB is more than just an 
outdoor activities course; it is a personal develop-
ment course. Throughout our time, we were pre-
sented with opportunities for self-reflection, and 
to open up with our group and discuss our reasons 
for coming to OB, and whether we want to make 
any changes. These sessions were filled with many 
laughs and tears. Honesty and openness to the 
group about personal flaws and life struggles were 
met with nothing but empathy and support by the 
rest of the watch. Through the physical and men-
tal challenges of the day’s activities and the mental 
and emotional challenges of confronting one’s own 
demons, our watch forged a love and connection 
rarely seen in today’s world.  

Values underpin our behaviour and ultimately our 
way of life. By understanding one’s own values, 
you can better understand what motivates you and 
drives you. Living a life more in alignment with 
your values leads to a more satisfying and fulfilled 
life. On day five, we did a value session where we 
had 150 laminated cards, each with one value and 
corresponding explanation. We had to organise 
them into three categories: very important to me, 
important to me, less important to me. From the 
very important to me, we had to choose the 30 we 
thought were most important to us as an individual. 
Then 15, then 7 and finally the three we most iden-
tified with; the core of who we are. We then went 
around the group, each of us saying our top three 
values and justifying why these were the ones we 
chose. This was an awesome exercise, as it remind-
ed us what is actually important to us and why. It 
also gave us a huge insight into each other, and a 
better understanding of how other people may have 
different core values, and the way that influences 
the choices we make. 

I have many highlights from my 21 days, but first 
and foremost is the special connection and friend-
ships made on the course. Another was realis-

ing that I am more capable than I thought I was, 
both physically and mentally. In the words of Kurt 
Hahn, the founder of OB, “there is more in you”. 
There were so many special and exhilarating mo-
ments, but I will expand on three. The first was on 
the second day of the three-day sailing scheme. All 
14 of the watch were out in the sounds, sailing the 
cutter in 35 knot winds in a storm. We were told 
that we were only supposed to sail in up to 30 knot 
winds, and any higher than this we were supposed 
to drop sail and begin to row, or even be towed 
by the instructor’s support boat. However, we had 
things under control and the instructors seemed 
okay with it. We each had an important role to play 
on the boat and had to collectively work togeth-
er. The captain shouted commands over the wind 
and the rain, and each member played their part 
to help navigate the cutter out of the storm. Once 
we were through, the water was calm. There was a 
great sense of accomplishment and teamwork as we 
paused and took in this sudden peace, as the sun 
shone through the cloud and bathed the boat. A 
double rainbow then appeared with the lower one 
finishing into the water. At that moment, dolphins 
suddenly started swimming beside the boat. It was 
a magical moment. 

Our second day on our three-day tramping scheme 
was just awesome. We woke up at 5am to pack up 
camp, have breakfast, and gather water for the day 
ahead. This was a big day. We had to travel up a spur 
to 1300m elevation to the high point before going 
off-track and navigating with our compass and map 
along several ridges. This was so much fun. Having 
done a lot of orienteering in the past, I was in my el-
ement in the ngahere. It was awesome to see others 
start to get better at the map and campus, and gain 
more confidence in evaluating the surrounding 
terrain, and estimating where we were on the map. 
The views from the highpoint were breath-taking. 
But the best part was when we were in the bush on 
the ridgeline, watching the beauty of the sun’s rays 
and shade dance with one another on the trees and 
undergrowth as the canopy above rustled gently in 
the wind. The forest was so full of colours and life. 
The rich greens and browns, the stunning form and 
geometry of the ferns and relationships of the bush. 
This is why I tramp - for beautiful scenes like these. 
Another highlight was kayaking the Rye River. This 
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was our first time with the kayaks in the river and it 
was such a beautiful day. Sun beaming, water glis-
tening as we tackled the rapids one by one. Each 
time someone made it through, they would be met 
by the cheers and support of our watchmates at the 
pool at the bottom of the rapid. This was one of my 
favourite days. After dinner in a hut that evening, 
we got in a line and our instructors blindfolded us 
and lead us in silence down a track for what seemed 
like forever before we were arranged in a circle 
facing outwards. Still in silence, we took off our 
blindfolds and saw a dense arrangement of trees 
and vines forming a cave, lined with glow-worms. 
This was truly breath-taking. One of our instruc-
tors then began to tell us the Maori legend of how 
the glow worms came to be, and their place in the 
world. Standing there with respect and awe, taking 
in this magical moment with these special friends, 
all sharing this moment together. One particular 
tree formed the end of the cave with its intertwined 
intricate root system, mighty and tall while creating 
this home for thousands of these tinny glow worms.
OB was an incredible experience. It allowed me to 
look at myself and my current life. To think about 
how I choose to live it and how a lot of the mental 
barriers myself, and others, erect are often false. We 
are stronger than we think we are, and we have the 
potential to change and live a life we want to. OB 
reminded me of the thrill of adventure, and of the 
true wonder of our natural world, but also how the 
environment needs to be respected. New Zealand 
is a truly special place and has so much to offer. 
This beauty must be looked after and protected so 
it will remain beautiful and strong for generations 
to come. •
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While the classic style of kiwi backcountry tramp-
ing certainly has its appeals, not all are content with 
the normal way of doing things. First of all you in-
terrupt the wonders of moving through mountains 
by partaking in the unproductive, tedious and en-
tirely unnecessary activity of sleeping. Along with 
this activity comes the plethora of cumbersome 
accoutrement such as sleeping bags, sleeping mats 
and a bloody great tent, all of which must be load-
ed into huge packs and hauled through the wilder-
ness on your back. Ultimately, the pace of covering 
ground is drastically reduced to the speed of Tōrea 
editing an antics journal. In opposition to the lack-
adaisical pace of traditionalist trampers, the OUTC 
has an emerging crew who have found themselves 
swept up in the exciting world of trail running and 
fastpacking. Yeehoo.

On the Hopkins Valley trip, enthusiastically or-
ganised by Kerry: Oliver Linscott and I were keen 
for a big hit out, the mission being a 45km out and 
back up the Huxley Valley to Broderick pass. Half 
expecting to do it as a pair, we were both pretty 
surprised to score ourselves a magnificent looking 
Swiss punter called Grégory Demaurex (Pins). The 
defining feature of the man had to be two stun-
ning legs, so long and athletic, you had to question 
whether he had stilts on. “Pins”, Ollie and I started 
off at first light up the Hopkins valley, enjoying the 
fast moving four wheel drive track through the im-
mense plains of the Hopkins valley. Turning into 
the Huxley, we found ourselves weaving ourway 
through the fresh beech forest. The stoke meter 
was high as we flowed along technical trails, snowy 
peaks flanking either side of us. Making it to Brod-
erick hut, it became apparent that although Pins 
had packed his full size DSLR camera and a down 
jacket, food seemed to have been left off the list. 
Fortunately, Brodrick hut had a meagre amount 
of hut food comprising a congealed tube of honey 

which was quickly demolished. Refueled and ready, 
we began the run home, flowing back through the 
wonderful trails. Stoke was high (while energy lev-
els ran low). Pins put in an outstanding day and 
we were glad to have such a trooper of a punter 
along for the trip. We were all happy to get back to 
the campsite and demolish a bunch of Kerry’s top 
notch cooking. 

Not quite knowing what to do with our week-
end, Maddy and I did the classic “throw-gear-
for-everything-in-the-car-and-head-for-the-
mountains” and rolled up at Tōrea’s house around 
midnight. Turns out we were both tired and Tōrea 
was tipsy, so not knowing what to do, we went to 
sleep. We woke the next morning and after han-
dling a grade 5 faff situation, we embarked on the 
ambitious trip of fastpacking the whole Rees-Dart 
in one go (which Maddy had done before in 3 
days). We started off running up the Reece river at 
11am. We were all feeling light and speedy, moving 
consistently through the fresh Beech trees and pop-
ping out into the expansive Valley. Approaching 
the top of the Valley (4 hours in) we encountered a 
bit of an obstacle. Seeing as it was September, there 
was a lot of snow. The next hour or so saw us cover 
ground a lot slower through waist deep snow, get-
ting us pretty cold and knackered. At the top, the 
path up to the pass was a fairly steep face of firm 
snow. Luckily, we came prepared. We pulled out the 
old reliable OUTC steel crampons, strapped them 
onto our trail runners and we were ready to go. We 
made rapid work of the steeper snow and spent the 
next few hours, moving quickly through snowy val-
leys, crossing freezing streams and dropping below 
the snowline just as the sun set. Despite passing 
frequent huts, the grind continued. We knuckled 
down, put on a layer and started ticking off the k’s 
down the Dart river. After a long night on the feet 
we emerged at the road end. Me to Tōrea: “What 
time do you reckon it is? Maybe like 2am?” Maddy: 
“Guys it’s almost 5”. Ah well. After 17.5 hours on 
the feet we crashed on Tōrea’s floor as the sun rose. 
We only woke after Rowan came into the house and 
had finished making a cup of tea. Epic days. Wee-
hoo.  •

A SMALL SAMPLE OF 
OUTC TRAIL 
RUNNING ANTICS
TOM HADLEY
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MISC ARTICLES INSERT TRIP

Snow on the Rees Dart (MW)

Trail Nuts (MW)

BEFORE THE SHITTY SCRUB SCABBLE (SH)

SHE’s BIG COUNTRY! (KW)

NAP TIME (MW)

Stoke (MW)

Sneak-pons (MW)

MANBUN VS HOPKINS (PINS)



125 HCL #2: KEVIN LEE - Moon soaked

PHOTO COMPETITION
OUTC



PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIP

ABOVE THE BUSHLINE

HCL #3: BEN CLARKSON - HOP, SKIP & A JUMP

HCL #1: MATHEW DENYS - MT ARMSTRONG

SAM HARRISON

DAVE KELBE

ROBIN REIJERS

LIV CAPPELLO
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PHOTO COMPETITIONEDITORIAL

BBL #1: Sam harrison - UNMARKED NIPS 
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BELOW THE BUSHLINE

BBL #2: Sam harrison - WANDERER

BBL #3: DAVE KELBE - FRESH AFTER THE STORM

SCOTT FORREST KEVIN LEE

EUGENE YEO
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INSERT TRIP PHOTO COMPETITION

HCL #3: SAM HARRISON - Jacko jr.

CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

LIV CAPPELLO

DAVE KELBE
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PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIP

HUT & CAMP LIFE

HCL #2: MADDY WHITTAKER - LET THERE BE LIGHT

HCL #2: DAVE KELBE - WAITING OUT THE STORM
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INSERT TRIP PHOTO COMPETITIONNFF #1: Kevin LEe - Glittering Gold

NFF #2: Dave Kelbe - Arachnocampa_luminosa

NATIVE FLORA & FAUNA

NFF_Kenya_Ashcroft_Pollination.JPG



132

PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIP

CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

KENYA ASHCROFT

CONOR VAESSEN

DAVE KELBE

KEVIN LEE

SCOTT FORREST

NFF_Kenya_Ashcroft_Pollination.JPG

NFF #2: KENYA ASHCROFT - POLLINATION
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INSERT TRIP PHOTO COMPETITION

outc #2: SAM HARRISON - USE PROTECTION

outc #3: KEVIN LEE - OUTC FUNDAMENTALS

BEN CLARKSON

ROBIN REIJERS
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PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIPUniquely outc winner: Kevin LEe

Uniquely OUTC

ROBIN REIJERS ROWAN MCCOMISH
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INSERT TRIP PHOTO COMPETITION

OLS #1: HANNE BERIT LIDAL HAVER - ICY REFLECTIONS

NATURAL LANDSCAPE

OUTSTANDING

OLS #2: DAVE KELBE - LAST LIGHT



136

PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIP

Outstanding Natural landscape Runner-up: EUGENE YEO

OLS #3: EUGENE YEO - LAVA TUBES

SCOTT FORRESTPOPPY MITCHELL

MADDY WHITTAKER

SAM HARRISON POPPY MITCHELL
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INSERT TRIP PHOTO COMPETITION

RCP #1: EUGENE YEO - ROCK SMOOTHER THAN YOU 

ROCKCLIMBING

RCP #2: DAVE KELBE - THE DAWN WALL 
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PHOTO COMPETITION INSERT TRIP

KEVIN LEE

RCP #3: ROBIN REIJERS - CLIMBING IN STYLE

ROWAN MCCOMISH

ROBIN REIJERS
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INSERT TRIP OUTC AWARDS

Robin & Sam, The twins in Tweed

“Spead Freak” (RR)

Abbey college after-party (SH)

Chocolate makes happy trampers (RR)

Interesting interpretations of ‘trampers of the past’ (RR)

GAINING THE ATTENTION OF TRAMPERS WITH GROG IS TRICKY (RR)

KEvin roasting lachie (RR)
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OUTC AWARDS
DRIVING AWARD 
(FOR THE NOT SO GREAT DRIVING)
Lachie Watson 
For absolutely bottoming out a van and trailer at 
midnight in the last ford en-route to Raspberry 
Flat. Everyone had to get out the van for half an 
hour into the freezing cold water in a desperate at-
tempt to solve the issue. This invoved moving rocks 
out from under the van, disconnecting the trailer, 
before dragging the trailer separately through the 
ford. Some of the leaders in the van thought it was 
funny but a few of the internationals definitely wer-
en’t impressed. To add insult to injury they soon 
discovered they were only 100m metres away from 
their intended destination.
Adding to that Lachie has gotten 2 speeding tickets 
this year.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Conor Vaessen
For backing an OUTC van into a car in the Hol-
lyford carpark at the start of our Fiordland trip. 
Caused $500 of damages to the van. Shot Conor <3

TERRIFIC TRANSPORT 
(NOT SARCASTIC, FOR A DISPLAY OF SKILLED OR 
COURAGEOUS DRIVING)
Kerry Clapham 
Driving from Invercargill to do trips with the 
OUTC, and picking up/dropping off various hope-
less carless outsiders along the way (and out of his 
way). 

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Luca Karjalainen
Whilst driving at 100km/h in Fiordland managed 
to drive between two deer on the road.

Alex Wootton
For driving through the night to get the punters 
back from Fiordland after we had to wait up for the 
missing group. Drove from 3am until 7am without 
falling asleep and killing us all. Legend haha.
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SPEED FREAK
(FOR COMPLETING ANYTHING FAST)
Winnie The Pooh Where Are You?
Super speedy, won TWALK but then disqualified 
because Conor isn’t a student anymore.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Charlotte Patterson
For dropping off the first set of punters at Para-
dise at 4.30 am, then running half the Routeburn 
(which typically takes 1 1/2 days), climbing Conical 
Hill, running all the way back, and making it back 
in time to pick up the punters who climbed Mt Al-
fred around 4:30pm!

MOUNTAIN GOAT
(SOMEONE WHO ESSENTIALLY SPENDS TOO MUCH 
TIME ON THE MOUNTAINS)
Maddy Whittaker
From Te Araroa to Mt Aspiring to just spending 
every weekend in the mountains one way or anoth-
er. You will never get her to leave. [Ed. Spoke too 
soon *cough* Covid-19 *cough* no no please don’t 
take me away I’m not actually sick, those coughs 
were for dramatic effect! /. Antics has now been 
taken over by a sub-committee after Sam’s unfortu-
nate Covid-19 diagnosis. We can all breath a sigh of 
relief, there will be no more terrible jokes].

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Kerry Clapham
Once went tramping with a girl he met on Tinder, 
and said that he pretty much spent the whole time 
being so excited about the tramp and forgeot all 
about the date. Can’t say I’ve heard anything about 
her since.

DARK HORSE
(SOMEONE WHO LURKS IN THE SHADOWS)
Ben Clarkson
Ask him about his disco codpiece. Now that was a 
strange tramp.
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DRUNKEN STUPIDITY
Liam Pyott
Screwed his ankle while drunk. he’s not sure what 
happened as he can’t remember that night, but it’s 
been like 5 months and it’s still giving him trouble, 
what an idiot.

DRUNKEN ABILITY
Cam Jardell
Far from sober urban climbing. Also did he men-
tion he lived at Big Red?

GOLDEN SHOVEL FOR SPADE WORK
(PERSISTENTLY CHASING A GUY/GIRL)
Sam Harrison
For having impeccable taste, and for being irre-
sistable to women of culture.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Ruby Kent-Royds
For persistently chasing younger boys and interna-
tionals in the tramping club. The real reason she is 
in the club aye.

Aimee Pitcher
For spending the majority of a weekend in the hills 
talking about past hunting boys, future hunting 
boys, or trying to talk to hunting boys that were 
met along the way.

THE BLACK BRA
(ANYTHING SCANDALOUS OR PROMISCUOUS)
Tom Hadley
Accomplice? Torea. Where? Warden’s Quarters. 
When? Bushball.  Hopefully they used protection, 
don’t need a second generation Bushball baby eh 
Torea?

ROMEO & JULIET
(CUTEST COUPLE)
Tom Hadley & Torea Scott-Fyffe
Spoilers, they’re still together (2020).

CULINARY SKILL
Kerry Clapham
Adventurous in the kitchen. Perk of tramping with 
Kerry is you never know what he had in his bag of 
tricks. Chocolate fondue? Why not. Cheesecake for 
breakfast? Easy. Using his engineering skills to con-
truct a pizza oven in a hut? Legend. Other culinary 
delights have included: Calzone, paua scrolls, and 
not to forget his staple, deviled sausages. 

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Annie MacDonald
Rumor has it she fucking carved up in the Paradise 
cooking competition with those damn tasty veggie 
burgers. And to feed 80 punters full to the brim at 
Bushball, without giving anyone food poisoning, 
is a bloody stellar achievement if you ask me. That 
crumble for breakfast was UNREAL. 

Oli Linscott
Without a doubt one of the best. There’s the classic 
moroccan chickpeas / israeli couscous combo that 
you just cant beat. Also, up U-Pass we had nuts, 
chia seeds, banana and peanut butter on top of a 
very creamy oatmeal cooked up for us while we got 
to sleep-in. Choice.

GARBAGE DISPOSAL UNIT
Maddy Whittaker & Conor Vaessen
Creating an ‘amazing’ dessert concoction at the 
Lake Adelaide rock bivvy, consisting of melted 
chocolate, marshmellows and chocolate biscuits. 
Led to a very intensive sugar high and low key 
PTSD whenever anyone mentioned food or any-
thing remotely sweet in the following days.
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GEAR FREAK
Robin Reijers
Let’s begin: 1) Has a $600 Sleeping bag but has 
never slept anywhere where he would actually need 
a sleeping bag rated to such low temperatures. 
2) Bought a LOT of photography gear this year. 
A LOT. And spent AGM talking to Danilo about 
recommendations for MORE gear. 
3) Bought lots of tramping and mountaineering 
kit too. Not sure how much $$, but I’d say possibly 
somewhere around $100 per day of tramping he’s 
done this year? 

LIGHTWEIGHT TRAMPER
Tom Hadley
Left a PLB in the bush and an ice axe on a glacier 
overnight. Now I don’t know about you but that 
seems like a man desperately trying to make his 
pack light at all costs! His logic? A PLB is too heavy, 
leave it up the valley for someone else to pick up if 
they really need it. Ice axes are optional on glaciers 
why not just leave it there to collect the next day. 
Overnight gear is unnecessary, you just don’t stop 
to sleep. If all else fails, leave the stove on in your 
flat and go for a run to get rid of all that extra bag-
gage forever... (Except the soft shell. NEVER leave 
that behind).

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Kevin Lee
For deeming it necessary to carry a bag of under-
water camera equipment up the Copland valley just 
to get those perfect bikini shots for the gram. All 
stuffed into an ultra lightweight pack, so that evens 
out right?

ARMCHAIR TRAMPER
(DONE FUCK-ALL TRAMPING ALL YEAR)
Betty Orr-McFaull
Has she come on any trips this year?

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
John Kilpatrick
For withdrawing from a stupid number of trips at 
close to the last minute (Hopkins Valley, Paradise, 
our TWALK team) because he procrastinates like 
hell during the week and needs to get work done 
over the weekend. Also for coming to almost all the 
OUTC events but has probably only numbered 4 
tramps over two semesters.

Bradley Windybank
Used to be a very keen tramper, but has barely gone 
tramping since starting uni 3 years ago. Finds some 
assignment that’s due each time Jenni his girlfriend 
goes out. He’s gone ‘tramping’ only twice in the 12 
months: Once was just the Tongariro Crossing so 
doesn’t really count (easy day trip) and the other 
was supposed to be a short and sweet overnight in 
the Coromandel, except he got the shits on the way 
down so we just spent a miserable night in Jenni’s 
tent at the road end and drove back the next day 
stopping every half hour (~ 6-7 hours drive back to 
Whangaparaoa). 
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LUKE GARDENER BASTARD OF THE YEAR
Water Tank Shitter - Bushball
They took a shit right next to the water tap, where 
everyone needed to fill up their bottles and wash 
dishes and it stunk. Plus it wasn’t super solid so was 
really hard to move and clean up, please eat some 
fibre.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Charbot Patterson
Charlotte is actually an incredibly nice person. This 
nomination is for the frequent bots / scam artists 
who pretend to be Charlotte and hack her email - 
I’ve received exactly 17 this year from her. Anyone 
interested in $3000 worth of iTunes vouchers?

Sam Harrison
“Did I tell you I went to Sweden?” [Ed. You guys are 
just jealous, du kommer att upptäcka glädjen med 
att vara naken i en bastu med andra män en dag].

ROB DALY GOOD BUGGER
Jennifer Palmer
Could not find a better fit for this than Jenny. She is 
primo. Offers a helping hand in literally EVERY sit-
uation, always trying to make life easier for every-
one else, even if it makes her life harder. Honestly 
she deserves this award 5x over. Prove me wrong. 
[Ed. Have you ever seen her salty? I have and it is 
scary]

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Kerry Clapham
Always an excess of energy, will wake up at 6am to 
make breakfast because he enjoys waking people 
up. Always a laugh, will feed you until you explode.

Sam Verschaffelt
For sure bro. Yeah! I’d be down for that. I study med. 
Top notch bloke, top notch banter and all round 
good bugger. Never misses a Happy Hour.

Maddy Whittaker
Cleaned up vomit at Bushball, Legend.

PETER WILSON FLASHING RED LIGHT OF 
NAVIGATION
Maddy, Anna, Alex & Katherine
For pioneering the McPherson traverse, following 
footsteps in white-out conditions to discover they 
were their own, resulting in dodgy abseils in the 
rain to get back the way they had come.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Grace Cowley
Got lost in the SILVERPEAKS in decent weather 
despite the fact she had a map. Turned it into a day 
trip, did some weird loop off track, and ended up 
getting picked up by her boyfriend’s dad.
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QUOTE OF THE YEAR
Tom Hadley
“Sex is type 1 fun, marriage is type 2 fun. which es-
sentially makes sex like skiing and marriage like ski 
touring.”

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Luca Karjalainen
#1. Upon getting out of reception at Longbeach for 
climbing: “Yay we’re out of reception, we can play 
games on our phones without ads!”
#2. Luca - “Maddy did you bring milk powder for 
your group?”. 
Maddy - “Nah I have vegans so didn’t bother”.
Luca - “yea but it’s milk powder so it’s fine”.

Aimee Pitcher
“Cripples don’t get nipples”.

Maddy Whittaker
#1. Driving up the Rees, talking about tampons, 
she informed us that: “You can’t take a poo with a 
crampon in”.
#2. While a bit fatigued, late at night on the Tasman 
glacier: “Hey can someone pick up my ice axe, my 
pants might fall down if I try”.

STEPHEN R. FRANCE HELICOPTER RESCUE 
MEMORIAL AWARD
Dani Cooper & Nic Durkin
For helicopter extraction to the OUTC bus on 
Fiordland. They had both been relying on the oth-
er’s navigational experience, and when combined 
with shitty American punters had ended up in the 
bluffs adjacent to Earland Falls on the Routeburn, 
having tried to take a shortcut down from Lake 
Roberts. Read the full story on page 159.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Charlotte Patterson & Maddy Whittaker
Rescued attempting to do the Ball Pass crossing. 
After camping at the Playing Fields the party found 
that conditions were unexpectantly icey, less than 
ideal you could say. Relying on blunt club cram-
pons to bite into the ice proved impossible so there 
was no other option to pull the PLB. 

PITON OF ALMOST CERTAIN DEATH
Liam Pyott
Fell down a fat 15m crevasse, from which he was 
eventually rescued from sporting only a few bruises.

DRAMATIC INJURY OF THE YEAR
Florence Dean
For enjoying goon mixed with raro too much, the 
result being she fell into the source of the Copland 
Hotpools whilst “looking for a bathroom.” Thereby 
receiving burns which needed hospital attention. 
Bonus points for not realizing until the morning 
after and the fact that she refused any suggestion of 
a heli extraction.

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Torea Scott-Fyfe
Coming down from Lake Wilson on Paradise Torea 
did this dramatic fall and kind of half ran half som-
ersaulted down this waterfall until she managed 
to stop (just in time to avoid falling 100 metres to 
the valley below). The result was she smashed her 
foot weirdly and went into shock for a number of 
minutes. Walked 16km out on it and by the time 
we got to the trackhead Maddy had to piggy back 
her. Afterwards she went to the doctors and they 
ordered an x-ray cause it was super swollen. Turns 
out it wasn’t broken but she had to take time off 
work cause she couldn’t walk on it. 
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EPIC TRAMP OF THE YEAR
Torea, Maddy, Tom, James & Tanja
Shirked the idea of flying onto the Tasman Glacier. 
Rather adopting as a mantra that true OUTC 
trampers do not ‘fly’ into places (unless a PLB is 
activated). Instead they walked the 37km into 

Tasman Saddle Hut, including 6 hours on 
glacial morraine (shifting rocks on top 
of glacier) and then hours and hours 
snowshoeing roped up on the white ice 
(17.5hrs to get to the hut with packs over 

20kg ). Then they spent a week exploring 
the area, except for one day where a storm with 
more than 100kmph wind came through (So 
severe that they had to use a rope to get to 
toilet so not to blow away). 

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Climby People

That time some folk had a BBQ on top of the 
Tombstone climb in Wanaka.

COSTUME OF THE YEAR
Robin Reijers
This man needs no theme nor occasion to get 
dressed up. Has been known to sport outfits in-
cluding dashing tweed, Hawaiian poolside attire, a 
hobbit or nothing at all when it comes to the sauna 
at Abbey College!

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Aidan Braid
Embroidered the tree of Gondor by hand onto a 
second hand vestand fashioned his own cape to be 
Aragon for Bushball. He even acted the part, taking 
one for the fellowship and selflessly carried the keg  
in to the hut.

MOST RIDICULOUS PROP
Inflatable Orca
For the orca’s flamboyant display of its mating ritual 
in the Copland Hotpools.
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BEST TRIP LEADER
Kevin Lee
Knows that someone is doing a first tramp ever in 
the mountains, let’s him carry a tent, food and an 
industrial strobe light for photography (All good, 
really nice guy to have on tramps. Also whenev-
er you go on a tramp with him you can get some 
damn sweet action pics).

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Torea Scott-Fyfe
When Maddy was infectious with influenza and 
throwing up and coughing up blood and gener-
ally gross stuff - Torea made Maddy tea, sat with 
me, rubbed my back as I threw up even though she 
could hardly walk on her foot (from falling down a 
waterfall at Lake Wilson). 

PUNTER TO GRUNTER
Aimee Pitcher
“I met Aimee after returning to my flat after a tramp. 
She was on a Tinder date with my flatmate. Despite 
that she gleefully replied to my email about Mt Clare 
regardless of having no snow experience. She didn’t 
let that stop her. It took some rejigged motivational 
speeches to get her up the scree (“we will fight them 
on the scree slopes!”; “Inch by inch, metre by metre!”). 
Once on the tops she demonstrated perhaps the most 
important trait of a punter, blind (perhaps mis-
placed) trust in our leadership. So despite our unease 
as to the slushy snow and falling ice she soldiered on 
without complaint. It was only when the tiger balm 
and deep heat came out at Upper Princhester did she 
realize how much we were shitting ourselves. Since 
then she has helped on Copland and again (?!) blind-
ly trusted the my leadership up to the Dasler Pinna-
cles. Oh and she signed up to do Antics! Definitely 
one to watch.” 

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Tom Hadley
Dragged along to Makarora in first sem - his first 
OUTC trip. Second sem he really got involved - 
exec trip, Bushball, pretty much every weekend 
since including climbing Brewster and a week of 
climbing and snowshoeing up the Tasman glacier. 
Extreme enthusiasm, awesome patience, unreal 
determination and positivity - and now is our trail 
running officer. From punter to an integral mem-
ber of the OUTC family.

TRAMPER OF THE YEAR
(SOMEONE WHO’S REALLY PUSHED THEMSELF)
Robin Reijers
Has wholeheartedly embraced the spirit of the club 
throughout the year, not only in tramping but also 
climbing. Always up for the banter and never afraid 
of antics, definitely deserves this. Also he let us use 
the Abbey College sauna after the flat crawl. xx

HONOURABLE MENTIONS:
Ruby Kent-Royds
 She has knocked off a ridiculous number of tramps 
this year. While studying med?? Honestly don’t 
know how she’s done it. And she’s so passionate 
about it that she grams almost every one. 
#OUTCpride

MONICA LEWINSKY AWARD
Scott Forrest
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RUMMY
Basics: Aim is to build melds (sets of three or four cards 
of the same rank; or runs, three or more cards in sequence 
of the same suit). The player that can meld all their cards 
in their turn may declare Rummy and win the round. A 
standard deck of 52 cards is used. The cards rank from 
2 (lowest) to Ace (highest). Rummy can be played to a 
particular score, or a fixed number of deals. 
Dealing: Each player draws a card, the lowest card deals 
first, the next dealer will be the person sitting clockwise. 
The number of cards dealt depends on the number of 
players in the game: 2p - 10 cards, 3-4p - 7 cards, 5-6p 
- 6 cards. The cards are dealt clockwise, facedown one at 
time. The remaining deck gets placed face down in the 
middle.
Play: Play begins with the person on the dealer's left and 
proceeds clockwise. A player can either pick up one card 
from the deck (which is face down) or if they have a meld 
on the table, they may pick up the top card from the dis-
card pile (which is face up). 
• Melding: If a player has three cards of the same suit 

in a sequence (aka run), they may meld by laying 
these cards, face up, in front of them. If they have at 
least three cards of the same value, they may meld 
a group. Aces can be played as high or low or both. 
Melding is optional and a player may choose not to 
meld on their turn for strategic reasons.

• Laying off: A player may also choose to "lay off " 
some cards on an existing meld. This means that if 
a player can add to a sequence or a group that is in 
front of them or any of the other players, they may 
do so. Another variation is that they cannot "lay off " 
unless they have already played a meld.

At the end of their turn the player must discard one card 
onto the discard pile.
Scoring: When a player can meld or lay-off all of their 
cards, the round ends with this player being the winner. 
They are awarded points according to the cards remaining 
in the hands (but not melds) of the other players. Picture 
cards (K, Q, J) are worth 10 points each. Aces are worth 
1 point each. Number cards are worth their face value. 
These are summed up and added to the winner's score. 
If the winner manages to meld or lay-off ALL their cards 
in one turn their score for that round is doubled. Rounds 
continue until an agreed upon total score is reached (e.g 
150) or for a set number of rounds with the highest score 
winning.

MAO
The goal of Mao is to get rid of all your cards and lose all 
of your friends. The essence of the game is simple, there 
is a collection of base rules, which if broken result in a 
pick-up from the deck. The catch is that no one is allowed 
to talk or explain the rules to new players. In addition, 
when a player successfully exhausts their hand, they can 
add an additional rule, which they do not have to disclose. 
To begin, one player is chosen as the dealer and they deal 
each player seven cards, these may not be touched before 
the games begins, doing so results in a penalty. The dealer 
then names a player and a direction (CW or CCW), turns 
over the top card of the deck, and the game begins.
Each player must play a card that matches the suit or rank 
of the last card played. Any time a player breaks one of 
the rules, it is up to the other players to catch it. They 
must then say "penalty for", followed by an explanation 
of the action that broke the rule (but not necessarily the 
rule itself). The player must then take one card as their 
penalty and say 'thank you'. A player may call "point of 
order" at any point, in which case all play is stopped until 
"end of point of order" is called. To win a game of Mao, 
a player must play their last card without breaking any 
rules and say “Mao”, unless the last card is a Jack, in which 
case they must say “Mao Mao”. Failure to do so results in 
a penalty. The other starting rules are : 8 reverses order;  if 
you play a 7 you must say have a nice day (each stacking 7 
adds a ‘very’ e.g ‘have a very nice day for 2, very very nice 
day’ for three 7’s); must say “[rank of card]” spades when 
spade is played. Enjoy losing friends! (New rules can be 
ANYTHING). (More card games on last page of Antics). •

DEFINITIVE CARD GAME RULES
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INSERT TRIP FIORDLAND

The fun started when our punters lined up out-
side the van on Friday night. I had sent a classic 
comprehensive gear list email out to ensure a well 
equipped team. The punters loaded on their gear 
and packs and Luke was the last to come up with a 
half filled 30L pack. Sceptical, I start quizzing him, 
thinking I’d start off with some easy ticks... “have 
you got a sleeping bag?”, Luke replied “oh nah”, I 
think he’s joking at first and ask again. When he 
says “no” again with an idiotic smile I call Oli over. 
We ask again and when he says “nah I don’t really 
need one aye, I have my puffer and some leggings  
so should be all good.” Oli and I have some good 
reflective silent contemplation at our lack of grill-
ing this dude. We delve deeper to discover he has 
also decided a mat is surplus to requirement. We 
hustle him a mat from the gear room and decide 
he can suffer without the bag for his stupidity. We 
manage to do all this without the president hearing, 
knowing he was off the trip without one. Finally, we 
head off in the van with a little less confidence in 
Luke the Liability... 10 seconds deep into the ride, 
I decide what better snack to crack into than my 
tuna and rice, so I go ahead and stink the van out 
with a delicious fishy smell. Despite the many dis-
gruntled comments and looks, the tasty snack was 

100% worth the effort. After a fantastic kebab and 
chips in Gore we continued on our way, even get-
ting overtaken by the bus on the journey (put your 
foot down Charlotte). Some time after Christmas  
we make it to the start of the track and make camp 
with the U pass team. Like good leaders should; 
Oli and I burgle spots in the van for the night, and 
squish our 3 punters into a luxurious 2pax tent.

Oli (being the great co-leader he is) offered to get 
up early and cook up a storm for brekkie before 
waking the punters. Despite some valuable extra 
minutes in their 5 star accommodation, the punt-
ers got up and going slower than a pack of polar 
bears waking from their winter hibernation. Little 
did they know we had splashed their shared food 
money on chia seeds and sticky dates for a porridge 
to match their accommodation level. A little later 
than expected we head off for the first day; Glade 
Pass. We followed a shared track for around 10 
minutes before splitting off up Hut Creek not mak-
ing the mistake to go up the other track (Mistake 
Creek Track). The lovely VP Luca had assured dry 
feet until making our way down from the pass. 10 
minutes later and two river crossings deep we had 
lost confidence in Luca’s “in depth” track descrip-
tion given to us before leaving Dunners. Despite 
this, the climb up into the valley was easy going and 
we ended making good time up the dry river bed 

FIORDLAND

THE GEARLIST
FIORDLAND NP, GLADE PASS - DORE PASS.
LACHIE WATSON
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(as described, cheers Luca). At this point we decide 
to start up the ‘Give me a fun but overly personal fact 
game’ in order to break the ice and start some cru-
cial team building for the 12 hours ahead. Luke won 
hands-down, revealing he had given lovely lady a 
good dose of broken heart syndrome when they 
split. The game continued (but no more shall be re-
vealed, as agreed) and carried us over an amazing 
bouldering and large rock scrambling section up a 
river. On one particular section Luke, Cyril and I 
are around the corner and hear a massive crash and 
bang. We shout out to ensure Kendall and Oli are 
ok, with no response, we begin worrying. Oli and 
Kendall then come around the corner, Oli sporting 
a large graze on his leg, where a rock the size of 
Kendall had brushed him and missed Kendall her-
self by a mere metre. 

Counting ourselves lucky we continue up the rocks 
and a steady pace and come to the base of Glade 
pass and have a morning tea break. Oli and I had 
strategically splashed out on some black licorice 
with the group funds, assuming we would have it 
to ourselves. Turns out everyone hoons licorice and 
the bag was finished before the saddle had been 
straddled; absolute karma. The pass itself was tough 
going and gradually became steeper, as we entered 
some tussock and had to start using grass to help 
pull ourselves up. We came to a particularly steep 
and semi-sketch region, where a ridge with easier 
and more straightforward access to the upper lev-
el had a straight drop off to the left, which Moun-
tain Goat Linscott (Oli) managed to scale and get 
over quite easily. The punters however had a more 
tricky time, with Liability Luke struggling to cope 
with the height, he ended up straddling the ridge 
(please see photos on the next page) while Cyril 
and I watched on, pulling our cameras out for some 
great memoirs and jokes to follow for the rest of the 
trip. Once over that hurdle it was smooth sailing to 
the saddle. 

After a good break and lunch at the top, we grabbed 
a few pics and started making our way down. We 
were quick and fast for the next hour over easy rock 

and over tussock. As the bushline started to thick-
en, our progress was slowed and we had to start 
walking down the stream, with some steeper and 
more sketchy areas requiring us to enter in and out 
of the bush looking for alternative routes. The rocks 
were very slippery and because of the overhanging 
trees rarely saw daylight, it was just a matter of time 
until someone KO’ed themselves. That unfortu-
nate someone was Oli, standing on a very slippery 
rock and smashing his head on another one. Luck-
ily he wasn’t knocked out and was easily patched 
up with some toilet paper and tape from our very 
meagre first aid kit. We start off again slowing our 
pace right down and after another couple hours 
we stumble across an orange marker on the right 
of the river marking the Dore Pass route. As day-
light was on our side, we look for camp close to the 
Dore Pass track and find a nice clearing near an old 
track. While Oli started up on dinner, the four of 
us went for a quick dip in the river. After 2 nice 
dips, Cyril reminds me of the French rule, ‘jamais 
deux sans trois’, ‘never 2 without 3’, making me go 
for one more, at which point us boys headed back 
while Kendall decided to out do all of us and dip el 
naturelle. Following a delicious moroccan chickpea 
and israeli couscous combo covered in cheese and 
supplemented by Oli’s homemade spice mix, the 5 
of us crash pretty early, aiming to be off by 7 the 
next morning to ensure we are back by 4.30 the 
next day. 

After a very slow start and another smashing 
brekkie by Oli, we were off at 7.45, a little later 
than intended… Two hours of straight up hill lat-
er, we were almost at the bushline and stopped for 
a snack. We had some amazing views of the sur-
rounding mountains and of the previous days hike 
in Glade Pass. Luke wanting another photo shoot 
started posing, when he chimes up, ‘oh wait, the 
views will be better at the top won’t they?’. Cheers 
Luke, indeed the views were a lot better at the top. 
We had another couple hours up to the saddle, 
crossing some steep tussock and rock beds with 
amazing views of Lake Te Anau as we went up and 
the fog started to disperse. Conversation started 
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again after a quick elevation gain in a short period, 
and we asked how Luke was that morning without 
his sleeping bag, “A bit cold actually. In hindsight a 
sleeping bag would have been a good idea”. Cheers 
mate, glad we could teach you a lesson or 2 about 
tramping in NZ... During lunch, Oli (having had 
almost 2 days to reflect on the trip) asks Luke, “so 
why DID you put your name on our trip?” Luke 
replies, “I actually wasn’t listening in the premeet 
and I mean it’s just walking, how hard can a hard 
trip be?” Once again, cheers Luke. We start the final 

portion down in the valley with a steep loss of eleva-
tion over a short period. Finally by 3.30pm we can 
see the river and the road from within the bush and 
cross the last km of the trip waiting for the crossing. 
Luckily we had such good weather, in heavy rain it 
could easily become impassable. We decide to strip 
and wait for our 5pm pickup lounging by the river 
and enjoying the sun. Cheers to our group for such 
a good trip and Luke for being such a liability. We 
hope he updates his tramping gear list. •



FIORDLAND

This past weekend I was lucky enough to get picked 
to go on a trip to Fiordland National Park with the 
Otago University Tramping Club! 😊 Within this 
specific National Park, it rains more than 200 days 
a year, and we were lucky enough to experience two 
relatively dry and sunny days!
Amongst the group of students who went on the 
Fiordland trip, there were around 10 options for 
backpacking trips to choose from (ranging from 
Easy to Hard). Since I’ve never really done an over-
night trip before, I went ahead and put my name in 
for a Moderate level trip. Looking back now, I think 
I could have gone a little bit harder, but I wouldn’t 
change the experience for the world! My group of 
6 was arguably the best group � And our views, 
well they are ranked out of this world! 😍 With that 
said, literally any trip to Fiordland is a beautiful and 
remarkable trip!
On Friday, all the groups left Dunedin around 
5:30pm. We stopped in Gore (apparently known as 
the armpit of the South Island) a couple hours into 
the trip and had dinner there. Then we carried on 
to Fiordland National Park. All the groups pitched 
up tents for the night at Cascade Campground. In 
the morning, we all went our separate ways (some 
groups heading out as early as 6am for a 12 hour 
day, and some groups gearing up and getting ready 
for two days of +30k trail running). My group got 
up around 7am and headed out to the start of our 
track for 10am.
Stopping for breaks and pictures and lunch at Black 
Lake, we managed to make it to the top of Gertrude 
Saddle around 2pm. There, we stopped for an hour 
or so and took in the panoramic views of Milford 
Sound and the remarkable Fiordland mountains. 
Then, we headed off, with just day packs, up the 
way to Barrier Knob; because I love rock scram-
bling, I may or may not have went ahead a little bit 

on this particular excursion 😉 But damn, I’ll have 
you know that the 360 degree views at the top were 
more beautiful than I can even begin the describe 
(with Milford Sound, Lake Adelaide, and numer-
ous different peaks)! 😍 😍 😍

After chilling at the top for a bit, and taking some 
indescribable pictures (that can never even begin 
to capture the raw beauty of the place), we head-
ed back down to Gertrude Saddle, where we bun-
dled up, pitched up our 4 person tent (in which we 
squeezed 6 people into), cooked up a little some-
thing to eat, and sat to watch the sunset on the 
mountains 🌄.
In the morning, I remember waking up and pippin 
my head out of the tent, and just being taking away 
by the blue sky beauty 😍 This world is seriously 
such a remarkable place! I personally did a little 
more exploring (up the other side of the saddle), 
which many of the others were confused how I 
could have so much energy all the time 😂 (I told 
them my spirit animal is a golden retriever 😊). 
We also sat a bit and talked, and we had some fun 
attempting to toast out bagels for breakfast. After 
lunch time though, we had to say our goodbyes, 
and make our way down the Saddle to meet the 
other groups and head back home to Dunedin. ❤ 

This trip will forever be engraved in my memory 
❤  Big thanks to Kevin (especially for bringing the 
nice camera and speaker), Alex (for bringing along 
an item that shall remain unnamed), Logan (for 
saving my water bottle from falling off the cliff), 
Keri (for being a trooper and carrying the tent on 
the ascent up, and also for confirming my dream 
love for the state of Montana), and Emily (for not 
getting frustrated with me when I go too far ahead) 
for making this trip so amazing. 😊♥🗻🏕  •

SOMEHOW THIS BECAME AN ARTICLE

SOMEHOW THIS BECAME 
AN ARTICLE
FIORDLAND NP, GERTRUDE SADDLE - BARRIER KNOB.
MARIA MAGNAN

DANGER: OUTC on the loose

Natural highs
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It all started with Jack awaking to a gigantic black 
spider on his face, followed by a broken stove pour-
ing out gas and half a cooked pot of porridge car-
ried onto the bus… 

Arriving at The Divide shelter we ate our por-
ridge under the glare of the DOC lady who clear-
ly thought we had stayed the night. Little did she 
know the amount of times we had actually stayed at 
The Divide Hotel. Tummies full of gloop, we made 
fast progress up towards Key Summit; admiring the 
peaks peeking out from the clouds. A glorious sky 
of floating mountain tops. As the peaks came and 
went with the clouds, we hoped for clear skies once 
we reached the top.

The tops were spectacular and just our leprechaun 
luck we were rewarded with clear skies – the view 
into Lake Marian was especially magnificent. Up 
we went along the tops, along and down the nev-

er-ending spurs. The team put in some good yakka 
and we stopped to enjoy the majestic tarns along 
the way. Some of the group started tiring and it was 
getting time to set up camp so we made a final push 
and reached the point we were aiming for (almost, 
we were on the other side of it but close enough). 
And what a place to camp with a 360 degree view 
of the surrounding mountains and looking towards 
Lake Gunn and Cascade Creek campsite where 
we’d slept the night before. The sunset that night 
was mean and Lucy and I set up possibly the best 
treeless fly of all time. The tautness and height of 
that baby was unreal. The whole group snuggled to-
gether underneath excitedly going to sleep in antic-
ipation for the best day in a leprechaun’s calendar. 
 
We awoke to a glorious St. Patrick’s Day and were 
perhaps too preoccupied with the day’s festivities – 
dressing up in our wee leprechaun hats and green 
paraphernalia and skipping along the hills – that we 
were ever so slightly delayed in our departure from 
camp. So began the downfall of St. Patrick’s Day…

We began the day with a steep climb with even 
clearer views of below. This proved to be tough for 
everyone after all the frolicking around – it’s a tough 

A LONG LEPRECHAUN 
JOURNEY ALONG THE 
LIVINGSTONE RANGE
FIORDLAND NP, LIVINGSTONE RANGE
KATIE SNOWDEN

Off to do mischief on the livingstone (LP)
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life being a leprechaun! The scree on the other side 
was another challenge for some. Most of the lep-
rechauns had never experienced walking on scree 
before so some new skills were learnt in amongst 
the slipping. This definitely took some time and it 
became clear that we may take a while to get back. 
By this I thought maybe 5 or 6 instead of 4pm haha.
I went on ahead to reassess our options and scout 
out a less steep route down to Cascade Creek. Lucy 
and I decided this might be our best bet as some 
leprechauns were getting increasingly nervous 
about the terrain. It was definitely in the best inter-
est of the group at the time and an option they felt 
more comfortable doing. We decided to get down 
to the creek/flat as soon as possible with the least 
steep terrain. We thought once we got down to the 
creek it would be a nice simple follow the creek 
mission. Instead of our original route following the 
ridge directly down from point 1413 we went to 
the left of this, hitting the creek a fair way up from 
where we’d originally planned.

The next section was a relief for everyone, follow-
ing the flat alongside the creek for a while. How-
ever once we got into the gnarlier, more boulder 
and cliffy section of the creek complete with niggly 
waterfalls; progress began to slow. Once again some 
of the leprechauns had not yet encountered the fine 
art of boulder hopping and walking through rivers. 
This is definitely a slow time when you are not used 
to it.  The water level in the creek was also quite a 
lot higher than we’d anticipated. At one point Luke 
and I ended up waiting almost an hour for those at 
the back to catch up without realising we had gone 
so far ahead. We realised at this point it was crucial 
we stick to everyone else’s pace and stay together. 
The difference in pace was definitely hard as those 
who were faster would get cold and tired from wait-
ing and those at the back would get absolutely ex-
hausted from trying to keep up a good pace. Lucy 
did an incredible job of supporting everyone and 
I was so grateful to be leading with her, she did so 
much extra walking - backtracking to help people 
and even carrying others’ packs. I swear she had so 
much leprechaun energy that day!!

This undoubtedly became the slowest section of the 
track for us and by the time we hit the bush I knew 
we were going to be incredibly late. It was a difficult 
balance between pushing the group to go faster and 
also realising their limits. I was proud of the way 
we all took it on the chin as a team.  We were all 
going to be late together as a team and it was nev-
er any one person’s fault. We knew we were going 
to let some people down who were waiting for us 
but we just had to accept it and focus on what we 
were doing at the present moment. We alternated 
between walking through the creek and heading up 
the sides into the bush and sidling along. This sec-
tion confuses me to this day because it was honest-
ly like a time warp in here; an endless creek that 
continuously tricked you into thinking you were 
almost there.

Once it got dark progress became snail pace slow 
and again when you’ve never walked in the dark 
before this can be quite unsettling especially when 
you’re in the middle of a creek and your head torch 
doesn’t work very well! We mostly sidled along the 
bush for this section as I didn’t want people who 
were inexperienced with rivers walking through 
one in the dark; some sections were really deep. 
Luke became the star of the show for this part 
doing an incredible effort of navigating the final 
section, while I took up position at the back of the 
pack making sure everyone was actually account-
ed for. I also gave up my head torch to someone 
so couldn’t see a thing. So incredibly knackered by 
this point we were all fuelled by adrenaline. A few 
in the group asked if we could stop but Lucy and I 
had to be firm and push everyone to keep going. 
Although a little scared never once was anyone 
negative, the group morale was outstandingly pos-
itive the entire time, probably fuelled my mine and 
Lucy’s seemingly blasé attitude about the predica-
ment we found ourselves in. She’ll be right guys, it’s 
alllll good!!!!

Then, thinking that I was hallucinating I discovered 
a fresh boot print facing the opposite direction on 
a rock and then another on the bank of the creek. 
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Someone had definitely come up the creek look-
ing for us but had they only come up to this point? 
How had we missed them? Geez, I thought, they 
must think we’re in trouble if they’d come this far 
up quite recently and hadn’t found us!

After Luke’s incredible charge to the end, we 
emerged by Cascade Creek campsite and the road 
bridge at around 2am all still wearing our silly 
green miniature hats after a 16 hour slog. It was a 
glorious sight yet one I couldn’t see as I had been 
walking without a head-torch at the back for some 
time; I thought we still had ages to go at this point! 
Our bodies had almost shut down but by the time 
we stopped walking it was like everything just came 
flooding back into action and let’s just say it was 
quite a race to the long drop for a few of us. 

We hung out in the shelter reminiscing about the 
ordeal; hysterical at the fact that we were still wear-
ing our hats, and dumbfounded by how we actu-
ally got back. After waiting about an hour for the 
adrenaline to die down we set up the fly in the bush 
and went to sleep. After a couple of hours of sleep 
I woke up with the rush of the night before being 
swept away and the guilt of having made everyone 
wait and worry for us flooding in. I wonder what 
time they called it and drove back? And I wonder 
how we’ll get back? I got up rearing to begin hitch-
hiking. Jackie and I headed to the road to try and 
hitch to Te Anau so we could get in contact with 
someone while the others would follow us later. I 
knew maybe some search and rescue action could 
start gearing up after 9am so it was my mission to 
get into reception before then! Well there weren’t 
many cars on the road and they were all going the 
opposite way but when Jackie and I put our thumbs 
out to a big flash campervan we were blessed with 
the most wholesome angelic Swedish family you 
could ever meet. They welcomed us onto their trav-
eling home with open arms and we sat facing two 
of the most pure looking children I have ever seen. 
They fed us and sang to us, and we wished their 
grandma happy birthday over the phone. 

As soon as we were in reception I phoned Charlotte 
who received a quick “we’re all good sorry!!!” be-
fore we went out of reception again. Dropping us 
off in Te Anau we bid farewell to our Swedish fami-
ly and sat down at a café to call a relieved Charlotte 
again who informed us Luca and Kerry had stayed 
in Te Anau waiting for us – what absolute legends! 
Luca and Kerry headed back to pick up the others 
who had just walked out to the road to begin hitch-
ing when the first car who stopped for them was 
actually just Luca haha. These legends then drove 
us home.

Big very grateful thanks to everyone who headed 
up the creek, helped out and waited; Luca, Kerry, 
Sam, Maddy, Charlotte, Alex and team!!!!
So no, to quell the rumours – we didn’t get lost, no 
one got injured; we were just really slow haha.

Lessons to be learnt: It is always so hard at a pre-
meet to assess people’s abilities but it is so impor-
tant to question their experience and work out if it’s 
going to be within their abilities. It’s also really im-
portant that we manage the expectations of all the 
trips we offer, we can’t be blasé about their difficulty 
level because what’s a walk in the park for a leader 
could be the challenge of a lifetime for a punter. •



FIORDLAND INSERT TRIP

Toit Tent fly (LP) Not a bad spot to turn in (LT)

View down livingstone range (LP)

The Leprechauns

Fiordland wildlife (KS)Sun protection (LP) THe road is just down there... (LT)

SMILE FOR THE CAMERA! (KS) Happy days bushbashing (KS)
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Gifford’s Crack, Gifford’s Gap, “Jifford’s” Gap - or 
now fondly now known as “Jgifford’s” Gap. With-
standing our pronunciation, the Fiordland trip was 
another stunner although this time, one that caught 
ablaze a hunger for something more. 
This leisurely meander started up Moraine Creek 
Track, a beautiful day and incredible scenery had 
everyone double-taking the whole weekend and in 
high spirits. It was quickly established that everyone 
was v fit and we would have no trouble with time 
to the rock biv, leaving our trip to be a wandering 
peregrinate. Following the streams up, hopping over 
the boulder fields, and passing the granite slabs we 
sighted our abode for the night. 
Tucking into pesto pasta vegetable deluxe we had 
each brought items to make dessert and determined 
the best way to make our sugary concoction. As fol-
lows:
• 1.5 blocks Whittaker’s chocolate 
• 1 pack plain vanilla biscuits 
• 1 jumbo pack marshmallows 
• 1 pack chocolate thins
Melt chocolate in a double boiler made from different 
sized pots with hot water in the larger. Add crushed 
biscuits and marshmallows, mix until marshmallows 
melted. Serve as a dip with chocolate thins as a vessel.
Following over-consumption of this sickly sweet, 
carb city, diabetes inducing monstrosity (10/10 
would not repeat) we felt our arteries clog and the 
start of our ascent into the ultimate sugar high. Boul-
dering on to the top of our biv we lay watching the 
stars. Tripping out, we see non-existent head torches 
coming across the granite slabs towards us. Anoth-
er OUTC group? We sat watching for a good half-
hour… turns out our hyperactive sugar minds can 
turn reflections of the moon into anything.
“Jgifford’s” Gap itself is the obvious weakness up the 
valley walls allowing access up to Adelaide Saddle. 
Finding our way amongst the tussock filled gap was 
easy going with everyone periodically stopping for 
the expansive views. The loose bolts were none of 
our concern, with the stellar weather and team con-
fidence the rope remained a pack weight only. Torea 
found an alternative route adding even more excite-
ment to our day. 

The lack of “permanent” ice and snow made our way 
easy, cruising the ridgeline along to Barrier Knob. 
This was quite saddening though and led to talk of 
last ascents - where a route may not get a repeat due 
to climate change; a phenomenon becoming all too 
real. Lunch at the top with views of Milford Sound, 
lake Adelaide, and Gertrude Saddle made for a sur-
real experience. 
A pretty chill descent over extraordinary Fiordland 
Granite to Gertrude Saddle cemented my love for 
this place. Obligatory photos from Gertrude Saddle 
didn’t disappoint but I highly recommend getting 
over to Adelaide Saddle for an even more spectac-
ular view.
How better a way to end such a wholesome trip than 
cheeky skinny dip in Black Lake; ignoring the tourist 
onlookers. A spot of food; a hop, skip, and a jump to 
the road end arriving at 4pm - enough time to check 
out Homer hut and scramble up The Pebble.
Gifford’s Gap lit inside me a thirst for more. Sur-
rounded by mountains and shown the nearby peaks, 
told what they behold; I’m left with a sense of won-
der and curiosity.
Looking at all the mountains I’m reminded of some-
thing said to me years ago when I first started the 
club. A rock climbing event, and upon first introduc-
tions: 
“We’ll get you mountaineering in no time!”
“Yeah bloody right” I thought. “I’m just here for the 
rock climbing”.
Well Sam I’ve caught the mountain bug. Gifford’s 
Gap reminded me of the beauty of hills and rekin-
dled a want for bigger, more alpiney things.
I will be back to this place for more extraordinary 
adventures with extraordinary people.
Trip quotes:
• [Making porridge] “Adding Weetbix doesn’t make it 

better, it just makes it more” - Dylan
• “Children’s playgrounds are the best washing lines, espe-

cially when they’re playing on them” - Maddy
• “Don’t eat tofu man. It kills your sperms” - Dylan
• “Don’t you hate it when you burp porridge” - Torea
• [Conor slips] “Who’s the punter now???” - Riley
• “Snowberries are just vanilla blueberry friends” - Conor

A LEISURELY STROLL 
UP GIFFORDS GAP
FIORDLAND NP, GIFFORDS GAP.
CONNOR VAESSEN



158

FIORDLAND INSERT TRIP

Sam, Sam and Maddy on the Moraine Creek Track (CV)
sickly sweet, carb city, 

diabetes inducing monstrosity  

Maddy, Sam, and Sam ascending the

tussock line up Gifford’s Gap (CV)

Torea taking the alternative

fun filled route (CV)

Cheeky Dip

On top of Adelaide Saddle. Clockwise from top-left: Sam A, Riley, 

Sam V, Dylan, Conor, Maddy, Torea.
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It began how any good trip does, in a navigator 
south tent. I was fresh, this was my first OUTC trip 
and my partner Nic had boosted ahead as a van 
driver and set up camp for us all at Cascade creek. 
Lea from Denmark had bought the tent as it was 
‘such a bargain’, so it was reassuring to know that it 
wasn’t only my sleep that was reduced to clear.  Set-
ting off along the Routeburn we were at a good pace 
after shifting some weight around and chat was ba-
sic, the three Americans surprised that we could 
name most of the 50 states. Reaching the Howden 
campsite, we braced ourselves for the bush. It was a 
slog, but thanks to the inspirational tunes from my 
shitty phone speaker, spirts were high. Being both 
spatially unaware and at the tail end resulted in 
some choice slaps in the face, but, it kept me awake. 
After an eon and a half, we made it to the first of 
the lakes. It was sunny, about 2pm but in my books 
that left us 5 hours to get to the camp. Easy, just pop 
over the saddle and shabang shabang we’re there.  
Everyone was a bit drained, but hey lunch would 
revive them, right? 
Leading up to the trip I had advertised goats, kea 

and rock wren. The foremost became an enigma, 
along with my sleeping mat that I had somehow 
abandoned along the way.  Droppings guided our 
path, but where were these mysterious goats?   We 
trudged on and our path lead us into real goat ter-
ritory with some rock scrambling. Needless to say, 
our trip members did not have cloven hooves.  It 
got a bit sticky, Nic up front leading the way and 
myself at the back realising strongly that it we were 
with real debutantes.  At glacial speed we climbed, 
packs were taken off and exchanged along with the 
feeling that with too long to go, we weren’t going 
to come close to the lake tonight. When Jo who 
had only previously done day walks (what great 
screening by us am I right) fell, badly knocking her 
knee and shaking her up it only reconfirmed our 
thoughts.   This coupled with the cloud sweeping 
in from the Darran’s led to the call being made that 
we would find a camp for the night. A 6-hour trip 
had so far taken us 9 hours, we mused as we set 
up camp. After Nic’s consultation with the map, it 
was decided that the next day we would go over 
the ridge down to the lake, the out via the falls way 
down back onto the Routeburn and a quick tramp 
home. A less strenuous day and mostly downhill 
for our tired crew.  
This was a mistake, the actual Danilo/2018 trip had 

SCRUMPY, HELICOPTERS 
& A ROLL MAT
FIORDLAND NP, LAKE ROBERTS
DANIELLE COOPER

What a pleasant campsite... (DC)
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camped at the lake, then headed back up the ridge 
and popped over and down the way they had come. 
Our wrong impression of our route was due to sev-
eral factors.  I for one relied too heavily on my part-
ner to take charge of the navigation and route plan-
ning. I had the information at hand before the trip 
but brushed it over instead of being more prepared, 
sitting down with Nic and really going through the 
route together and flushing it out.  We also didn’t 
really know what a moderate plus meant, and many 
of our punters had the mistaken impression that 
the trip required a moderate level of fitness. Had 
we paced out the trip pre meet, we would have been 
able to grill our punters better and get the right lev-
el of fitness required for the trip. 
Dinner was nachos and the cloud cleared and made 
for a beauty of an evening. The running joke that 
night was that I suggested if we couldn’t be fucked 
continuing we’d just get drunk and use the PLB. For 
some reason I had hauled up Jo’s scrumpy to light-
en her load (Why she took a scrumpy and why I 
carried her scrumpy still confuses me). I still had 
some energy after dinner and suggested some jan-
dal trail running, to which the punters took a hard 
pass. Nic became the local astrologer as the stars 
were out as the evening cleared up again. Did you 
know that Orions belt is called the pot in NZ? The 
random things primary school teachers know.  We 
had parked up in direct view of the ridge which 
psyched a few people out, but I assured them that 
it “was just the angle that they were looking at it 
from” and “truly its not even that steep at all”.  
Early start and a tremendous breakfast of oats/pro-
tein powder/ peanut butter later we climbed down 
to the start of the uphill. It still looked pretty steep, 
but I had faith in our punters and was keen to get 
moving. A little bit up it was clear that from the 
back this was very out of our many people’s comfort 
zones. Nic braved the lead and carried too many 
packs. Why did the rock move was the question 
of the morning.  There was only one thing to do, 
digging deep I reconverted myself back into Dani 
circa 2015 primary school rock climbing coach. 
What good footholds were there? Its scree so none, 
but I bullshitted some motivational quotes and 

our punters had some went for it. Many “you got 
this” later we came to hard, wet rock (As many felt 
more comfortable on this rather than scree).  This 
was a slippery bastard and you just had to trust 
yourself. Nic was a saviour and took Jo’s pack up 
along with his own. I was at the back with Megan 
and with rest of the group far ahead she told me 
that she really didn’t want to go on and was scared. 
I’m pretty weak and couldn’t really carry two packs, 
so, I called out to the others that we would leave 
her pack and continue.  After lots of pep talk she 
battled up, while Nic went back down from the top 
and took her pack. I didn’t realise I was so nervous 
about it until we got to the top and I started ram-
bling about how I felt like a proud mother whose 
kids have just left home.
Views aside, from where we popped over we 
couldn’t see the lake. Scouting the best path down 
led to a bit of dropping down some rock and going 
down some rockfall/scree. It was slow going due to 
shit nav (nice scree slope to left or random fucking 
rocks to the right- choose the rocks of course) and 
packs were constantly taken off and passed down. 
When we finally renavigated, I took the lead down 
the scree and finally made it to lake Roberts. The 
time was 12.30pm and the others were still de-
scending, it had taken us 4 hours to move about a 
kilometre. We decided lunch would be brisk, and 
Nic went around to the outlet to scope out the path 
ahead. The Topo showed some steep lines but sure-
ly no worse then what we had coming up, so we 
thought it would be okay. Pushing on the terrain 
dropped but from our perspective it looked like 
there was still a clear route down. A new descent 
technique was invented which was bum sliding 
and hoping for the best. Jo ripped a few lunchbox 
sized holes in the arse area of her pants. Despite this 
source of amusement, it was hot, the punters were 
tired and slips, scratches, and a few nervous yelps 
were had.
Nic caught/ spotted a few girls which no doubt 
spared them from worse injury and the 4.30pm 
deadline loomed over our shoulders.  We made 
it to a lovely meadow next to the waterfall, with a 
stunning view of the Darrans and the Routeburn 
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seemingly less than 200 meters away. All that lay 
between us and getting out was the massive cliff 
and a steep gully. Fuck.  In the distance to our left 
lay the tantalising tussock leading into bush where 
we should have been. We had gone a wee bit too far 
right. Nic scoped out the gully- doable for us but no 
chance the punters were getting down that way and 
god knows if there was another fucking cliff once 
we were down it. I looked back at where we should 
have been and the faces of our girls. Too tired, there 
was no way they were climbing back up then going 
up back over the ridge and down in time. Thoughts 
raced; we could make it out if we kept going into 
the night but how would anyone know? Nic can’t 
go down alone. Guilt, why did I not scope this out 
more? Why did I count on Nic for nav when we 
were meant to be a team? Are the girls okay? Will 
this reflect super badly on OUTC?  
We discussed what we had to do. PLB on.  Telling 
the team was hard, but the relief on their faces re-
iterated that it was the right thing to do. We were 
safe, warm and it didn’t really matter that I felt like 
disappearing off the face of the earth.   After some 
tent waving, we were delighted by the presence of 
Dan from Otago Rescue Helicopters, who decided 
to take us down to the divide in two trips. None of 
us had been in a helicopter before, although I’m not 
sure I wanted to tick off my bucket list like this. The 
biggest thanks to the guys working out there, they 
saved us from a difficult situation, and I know our 
team will appreciate them for a long time to come. 
Going back onto the bus was a surreal. Did the af-
ternoon actually happen? Jo informing me that I 
still had her scrumpy made me realise that yes it 
did.  A decision was made to keep the events on 
the down low, but I was a little frazzled.  There were 
a lot of takeaways, but I was not going to play the 
blame game. Despite it all, talking to the team after-
wards they seemed still keen to get out there, and I 
only hope that we didn’t kill their buzz for the trails 
and enthusiasm for the outdoors.  I wonder if this 
will be my first and last OUTC trip, having learnt 
plenty from this misadventure. But I hope it’s not 
and one day I will go back and find my goddamn 
tramping mat.  •

Looking into the Greenstone (DC)

The clouds hide the challenge (DC)

View of Key summit (DC)
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Did the Kepler with Ian, Taylor, Owlsca, Coline, 
Ruby, Laura and Quinn. It was pretty spectac-
ular. Didn’t see many people. Someone almost 
lost a shoe to the kea on the second night. Taylor 
got everyone hyped for Kiwi spotting then gave 
us false hope when we heard a kea on the porch 
and everyone rushed out thinking it was a kiwi. 
Went for a night walk to a waterfall and nearly 
got taken out by some Whio on the track. It was 
snowing below bushline as we headed up to the 
tops the next day. Spectacular views. Had berry 
vitasport daisy lollies on the tops (sprinkle vi-
tasport on the little mound of snow that collects 
on the old flower stalks). A blizzard set in. The 
Natural Confectionary Company Sour Squirms 
were a welcome snack in the second shelter, 
along with hot cordial. Decided not to summit 
Mt Luxmore due to zero visibility, wind and icy 
snowy particles hitting my eyeballs despite sun-
glasses. Encountered two trail runners *just* 
doing the Kepler in a day. Finally got to Lux-
more hut. So many people. So many kea. Went 
to the cave the next day. No sign of cool cave 
creatures. Stunning day, headed down, basked 
on the beach and went home. Decided we need-
ed to do overall trip PMI’S (Positive, Minus, In-
teresting, Spiciest moment) so reserved a table 
at Indian Spice and made the most of $10 curry 
Mondays before going home (and showering). •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - JUNE
KEPLER

Pure sanity... (DC)

Lake Roberts! (DC)

High above the Hollyford (DC)
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Homer hut lies in the Gertrude Valley of Fiordland, 
surrounded by the steepest granite faces which rear 
out of dense forest and tower skyward. During the 
2020 New Years spent at Homer hut: Conor Vaes-
sen, Olivia Truax and I (Tom Hadley) got stuck into 
the granite by heading up Moirs mate for some al-
pine rock climbing. The objective for the first day 
was a 7 pitch, grade 20 climb called Lucky Strike. 
The day began with a steep scramble through boul-
ders to gain the Homer Ridge. Up on the ridge we 
began the airy and exposed approach. For the first 
section, the way forward was to cheval; placing the 
ridge between your legs, riding the granite knife 
edge like a horse and shuffling forward, constantly 
aware of the 500m of freefall that would eventuate 
with a fall either side. The stoke levels mounted 
as we began to climb. Conor was leading the first 

grade 20 pitch, flowing through the tenuous moves 
with confidence. As we climbed we looked down 
to carefully plant the toe tip of our climbing shoes 
onto the smallest dimples in the granite, not focus-
ing on the eerie exposure afforded by the plummet-
ing wall of dark granite stretching down hundreds 
of metres to the valley floor. The climbing was a 
tenuous push to the top, where the freezing buffets 
of wind carrying flurries of snow truly reminded 
us of the alpine environment we were climbing in. 
Having ticked off the last pitch of climbing we be-
gan the long descent to Homer hut, stoked with an 
epic day of climbing.

The next day, Olivia and I returned to the mate for 
a second day of granite excitement. The approach 
scramble was coated in a soft layer of snow which 
quickly disappeared with the rising sun. The objec-
tive today was the classic alpine rock climbing route 
called Bowen Allan corner, a grade 17 trad multi 
pitch stretching 8 pitches (60m rope lengths) to the 

CLIMBING & FALLING 
IN THE DARRANS
FIORDLAND NP, HOMER HUT & THE DARRANS.
TOM HADLEY

HIGH ABOVE THE MILFORD ROAD (TH)
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summit. I began leading the first grade 16 pitch, I 
climbed move after exciting move, pausing only to 
insert protection in the form of nuts and cams into 
the cracks in the rock in order to catch any falls. I 
arrived at the final tricky section up to the anchor 
at the end of the pitch, a hairline crack, fingertip 
wide, through the middle of a blank face of black 
granite. I took the smallest nut from my harness, 
a chunk of brass about the size of a pumpkin seed 
and slid it into the crack yanking downwards to set 
the small bit of metal. Then I looked up, commit-
ting myself to a short but tenuous series of moves to 
a jug hold at the top which I could haul myself onto 
the flat ledge with. I reached up, forcing my fingers 
into the tiny crack, twisting my hand to jam them 
in the granite, then smeared my feet on the textured 
face. A few more moves. I’m a long way past the 
nut. This would be a big fall. I saw the jug, reached 
for it, pulled hard, somewhat relieved to make it to 
security. Then a terrible crunch as the fridge sized 
block I was pulling on wrenched out of the wall. 
The rock and I were thrown backwards. Everything 
slow and fast at the same time, granite and bush, 
hundreds of metres below became a blur of mo-
tion as I fell headfirst. Oh shit I’m falling. Fuck I 
hope that nut holds. The nut held. I slammed into 
the wall. Ripped jacket, bloody hands and stuff but 
OK. I looked down at Olivia, considering the scary 
consequences if she had been below the rockfall. I 
shakily placed a back up piece and quickly lowered 
back down to the ledge. 

After stress eating my way through three bagels, we 
concluded that shit happens. All the gear in place to 
protect us worked perfectly, but we decided to pack 
up and go back to home sweet Homer. I belayed Ol-
ivia as she climbed the pitch, climbing through the 
moves confidently. Olivia opted to traverse around 
the direct line I’d climbed to the anchor. After rap-
ping down we packed up our gear. Bowen Allan 
corner could wait for another day. •

TOM SHOWING OFF HIS LEGS (TH)

The HOMER ridge (TH)

Enter men’s bathroom stall, break lock whilst clos-
ing door. Start up weakest line, high step on latch, 
catch lip of stall wall and mantle to finish. Drop 
down, wash hands, leave and don’t say a word. 
FA: Conor Vaessen. •

THE CUBICLE (V0) 
TE ANAU
AREA: THE RANCH BAR AND GRILL
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Last March, Julian Laking and I led a small but 
hearty band to Fiordland to embark on a trail run-
ning mission, an activity that seems to strike fear 
into the hearts of hardened trampers like no oth-
er. At the pre-trip selection meeting, group leaders 
described death defying ascents of mountains and 
fourteen hour missions. Yet our presentation of a 
37k run on the Routeburn got as many murmurs 
as any. Just two brave punters came forth to join 
us, Martin and Joshua. As an American, I had lit-
tle experience on true New Zealand trails beyond 
a couple excursions to the Silverstream area back 
near Dunedin. Julian had more extensive outdoor 
knowledge, but somewhat limited running experi-
ence. Together, we would pool our expertise to lead 
the mission of our dreams.

We got into the car park at about 10. I slept fairly 
well, though I woke up early a couple times in an-
ticipation of the day ahead. Luca graciously drove 
us to our start point: the bottom of Hollyford Can-

yon. We arrived at 7:30, right on schedule. We were 
armed with compasses, enough water to hydrate a 
horse, a quantity of snacks that felt excessive, torch-
es, and a dream. Because we were dropped off, we 
had the luxury of carrying an extremely light load 
relative to the huge packs of a normal tramp. Nev-
ertheless, the load didn’t feel particularly light as we 
faced the prospect of heading up the inauspiciously 
named “Deadman’s Track” to get to the Routeburn. 
The track was just 4k long, but the trailhead sign 
said it would take five hours. Fog pressed heav-
ily around us, seeping into the thick forest as we 
plunged into our journey. 

To call the first part of our journey a run would 
be a gross misrepresentation. Though we gamely 
plugged upwards in strenuous enough fashion to 
get us all panting, the steep and slippery ascent 
kept us to a painstaking power hike. The trail was 
quite overgrown, and our feet were quickly soaked 
through. Seeds of the abundant hook grass were 
quite effective at embedding themselves in my 
leg hair, which gave a peculiar tugging sensation 
around the shins all the way up. The trail was well 
marked, but often it was essentially just a river at a 

A TRAILRUNNING TOUR 
OF THE ROUTEBURN
FIORDLAND NP, CONICAL HILL VIA DEADMANS TRACK.
BROOK MACDONALD

“I Am good at taking selfies” (BM)
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45 degree angle. We took stops every half hour to 
munch on snacks and stay hydrated. 

Finally, after two hours, we emerged from the trees 
and into an ocean of tall grass. We swam through 
the dewy field with renewed energy as the grade 
became flatter. Though my quads were sore and 
my back felt cramped, it was heartening to have the 
most difficult part of the day behind us so early on. 
As if in a reflection of our mood, the fog tapered out 
as we stepped onto the Routeburn and we emerged 
into full sun. We spent a good five minutes looking 
at the view behind us: an ocean of fog enveloped 
the path behind us, while snow-capped mountains 
poked above it. It was incredibly picturesque, and I 
was suddenly glad I’d lugged my camera along. 

The rest of the day proceeded in splendid fashion. 
The clouds wreathed the mountains but the sun 
remained shining. I had been promised that the 

Routeburn was a veritable highway, and though it 
was slightly rockier than I’d been expecting, it was 
indeed a cakewalk compared to the slog up Dead-
man’s. We kept a good, consistent jog, heading up 
to the top of Conical Peak, turning around, and 
descending into Lake McKenzie for lunch. We ran 
into another group around Earland Falls, a 170m 
waterfall. Finally, we quickly poked up Key Summit 
for another spectacular view before descending to 
the Divide, the end of our journey. We were thor-
oughly gassed but satisfied and proud of ourselves. 

One of the reasons I love trail running is that you 
can travel light and cover a lot of distance, and 
there are few better examples of this than this run. 
We traversed 37k over 6 hours, and kept good con-
versation most of the way. This was certainly one of 
the highlights of my New Zealand experience, and 
I hope to be back someday.  •

“Moustache man” (BM)

RUNNING UP CONICAL HILL (BM)

View from conical hill (BM)

Earland falls with Julian for scale  (BM)
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The collective forgetness of 6: Tom, where are you?The collective forgetness of 6: Tom, where are you?
Up the Tutoko valley, stunning day, here to play.Up the Tutoko valley, stunning day, here to play.
Madeline, Tutoko, Syme coming into viewMadeline, Tutoko, Syme coming into view
Up the dry stream bedUp the dry stream bed
Up the granite slabsUp the granite slabs
Up the veggie soloUp the veggie solo
Stuck.Stuck.
Down the veggie solo, a scary, slippery pathDown the veggie solo, a scary, slippery path
Cairn!Cairn!
Up the fixed ropesUp the fixed ropes
Up the tussock slopesUp the tussock slopes
200m more, up rise our hopes200m more, up rise our hopes
Bivvy!Bivvy!
Basking in the sun, formidable Tutoko bearing Basking in the sun, formidable Tutoko bearing 
down, so steep and sheerdown, so steep and sheer
Climbers descend, getting closer now but who?Climbers descend, getting closer now but who?
Dave! Jono!Dave! Jono!
Bivvy shared with the best of companyBivvy shared with the best of company
Early start, the day wakes also, unshy to show its Early start, the day wakes also, unshy to show its 
colourcolour
Two rope groups we split, ascend the glacial slopeTwo rope groups we split, ascend the glacial slope
Not long nowNot long now
On to points, the last greeted with the perfect On to points, the last greeted with the perfect 
ladder of sixladder of six
Seven to summitSeven to summit
Madeline. •Madeline. •

CAIRN, BIVVY, 
DAVE, JONO, MADELINE
FIORDLAND NP, MT MADELINE.
CONOR VAESSEN

Tussock Slopes

SUN BASKING

DAVE

JONO

THE DAY WAKES

POINTED LADDER

SEVEN TO SUMMIT

TOM IS FOUND
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MITRE PEAK 1683 metres
  44° 37’ 57” S, 167° 51’ 22” E
  East Ridge
  November, 2019
PARTY MEMBERS:
Cameron Jardell (Expedition Leader)
Briton Rylee-Black (Porter, 1st Mate, Cook, Conversationalist)
 
ADVENTURE LOG:
Entry 1, 0844 (11-11-19)
We are about to set sail into the gnarly as deep wa-
ter basin, the winds have kicked up, but the chop 
is down… but the chop in pipe is going to be up. I 
can see Mitre peak across the water, standing damn 
majestically. Briton is filling up her Aquanaut™ for 
trampers on a budget, via mouth, while I have just 
inflated my packrat with a nifty air sack. Tally ho.

Entry 2, 1059
We’ve just arrived at Sinbad Gully stream with all 
of the team accounted for. After a second to dry 
off we must soon commence the bushy bushy bush 
whack!

Entry 3, 1319
Mitre peak shows its prominent rocky self above 
the long east ridge. We have a couple more K’s to 
go before we reach camp one, you know… of one. 
We’ve made it out of the dangerous jungle and into 
the sub-alpine scrub. Gorgeous views all around. 
By the twirls of my mustache I hope the weather 
holds out!

MITRE PEAK -
AN ADVENTURER’S LOG
FIORDLAND NP, MITRE PEAK
CAMERON JARDELL
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Entry 4, 1625
We’ve just broken camp. We decided to stay in the 
bush rather than to risk an exposed alpine bivvy. 
Our tent fly has been strung over some cord tied 
between two trees, a lovely refuge it offers, com-
plete with a metal pot full of rainwater to replenish 
ourselves: a sign of a previous expedition that like-
ly never came back. The view of the surrounding 
mountains is splendid, I shall surely write home to 
rave about the beauty of this land once this moun-
tain climb is completed. I pray that all goes well to-
morrow. Truly glorious are these peaks.

Entry 5, 0657 (11-12-19)
Godspeed! We made excellent time through the 
shrubby bush and up through an exposed shoul-
der of slippery tussock then along a steep rocky 
ridge surrounded by magnificent cliffs. But Alas! 
The porter has been lost, sadly, but sacrifices are 
necessary for these expeditions and the climb must 
go on. Old snow has made route finding somewhat 
tricky and the scrambling has gotten rather tech-
nical at times, I dare say. At this point I stand at 
the false summit, a col of snow divides me from the 
peak that is so dearly my birth right to conquer! 
Although, without crampons and an iceaxe I fear 
slipping down one of the snowy couloirs and off the 
mighty cliffs to a dramatic death. I shall have a clos-
er look, but I believe this may be the turning point 
of this expedition.

Entry 6, 0724
No col made of snow is match for determination, 
and two rocks! Using one flat rock to chop knee 
placements, and one pointy rock to pull myself 
along, I was able to cheval myself to the other side 
and scramble up the pure granite to the summit 
proper. The view is unimaginable, with sheer dior-
ite cliffs plunging straight into the blue expanse of 
the Tasman sea. Truly a land of fjords in all its glory, 
for what is ocean but land covered in water? 



170

MITRE PEAK - AN ADVENTURER’S LOG

Entry 7, 1402
I have found the porter at the base of the false 
summit, our team reunited. We descended quickly, 
even the tricky downclimb of tussock was no match 
for our exquisite mountain skills. We now find 
ourselves meandering through exotic bush with 
fabulous lichens and lush mosses. We even spot-
ted a green parrot high on the mountain! If only 
I could obtain a specimen for the Linnean society. 
The seas appear rough in the fjord below and we are 
unconvinced of a voyage today. It is a good thing 
we have a basecamp and many provisions to last us 
through, for surely a storm is brewing. 

Entry 8, 1633
Well, we’re back down, and we have beer and bur-
ritos. Back at sea level, the water has calmed down 
like a well-behaved child. The wind is even in our 
favor and thus after our meal we shall attempt a 
crossing, back to civilization. We hope for the best. 
• 
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When a trip starts with Tom breaking into my 
house at 4am to wake me up after I slept through 
three alarms - you know it’s going to be an interest-
ing one. Hiccups behind us (or so we thought), we 
made our way over to the Borland road in South 
Fiordland. Less than an hour after leaving the car, 
we found ourselves soaked to the bone, standing 
beside a huge brown raging torrent - which we 
would clearly not be crossing. Back to the car we 
went and out came the maps - time to plan a dif-
ferent route.

We decided to head up the “elevator” (the powerline 
road to the Manapouri power station that cuts out 
any bushbashing) and hit the tops from there. The 
plan was to traverse the Wall and Townley ranges 
and meet up with the Dusky at Centre Pass, which 
we would walk out along. It was Sunday afternoon 
by now and we had two days of good weather to be 
on the tops. 

After pure slog, we headed off the 4WD track at 

Percy Saddle and headed into the proper hills. It 
was dramatically misty as we veggie soloed some 
notches in a ridge that fell away to a mysterious lake 
far below. We found a camping spot just as the rain 
came in hard and all crammed into Sam and Ol-
ivia’s tent for dinner. Sam had dehydrated a pasta 
meal and it was incredible. “I just dumped random 
bits of butter, oil, protein powder and milk powder 
into the sauce,” he explained.

Luca, Tom and I were sharing a tent. We knew 
it could only fit two sleeping mats so we’d talked 
about how we’d share two as a three - no problem. 
As we set up camp for the night, it was discovered 
that Luca understood this as he’d have his mat and 
Tom and I would share one. And so began the first 
of a number of nights of attempting to share Tom’s 
narrow sleeping mat. I woke up the next morning 
lying entirely on the ground.

Day two started with the realisation that the ridge 
we’d been looking to traverse to Mt Grey would not 
go. Instead we could drop a significant amount of 
vert down and then climb up a waterfall, gaining 
the ridge just past the impassable notch we could 
see. As we climbed out out of the waterfall we 

SWIMMING LESSONS 
ON THE DUSKY
FIORDLAND NP, SOUTHERN FIORDLAND TRAVERSE.
MADDY WHITTAKER

Traversing towards mt ward (MW)
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found this emerald lake. It felt like no one else had 
ever been there.

The rest of the day was a mix of snow, being snowed 
on, constant navigational challenges and slow 
transalpine travel (1km an hour yehooo). But the 
world that was unfolding before us was something 
incredibly special. Now one of the biggest lessons I 
was learning this trip was how much snacks is an 
appropriate amount. The last few trips I’d taken too 
much food, and this time I’d come to discover I had 
overcompensated, taking far too little. Two museli 
bars a day for snacks when moving for 12ish hours 
a day is not enough. I slowed dramatically as the 
day came to an end and it took almost all of my 
willpower to not dip into tomorrow’s rations as we 
waited for dinner to rehydrate.

Day two dawned frosty. Despite being in our tent, 
our boots had frozen. A layer of ice was over all 
of the tents. And thankfully Olivia’s walking pole, 
which had been attacked by kea - however their 
beaks had only left scratches in the ice on it. Within 
a couple of hours we were on top of Mt. Watson, 
beautiful views in all directions. It was a bluebird 
morning. The calm before the storm. We had about 
12 hours until the rain would hit.

It was at this point where we looked over to Mt. 
Ward and realised the bit on the map which looked 
like it would go, was not going to go. No where in 
view really looked like it had potential (we had de-
cided not to carry a rope or any gear so couldn’t 
protect anything), so we went for a wander round 
the corner to see if we would find anything there.

And there it was. A couloir which was still filled 
with a stretch of snow. Our stairway to heaven. At 
the top of the snow, there was some death choss to 
navigate - the kind of scrambling which blurs the 
line of scrambling and very easy climbing. I was 
loving it. This was definitely the most fun bit of the 
trip so far.

Just like that we were on top, heading for Mt. Ward. 
We could see the sea from here. And the clouds 
above the sea - the sky turning grey as the weather 
moved in. A storm was coming.

We wanted to get down to Centre Pass in order to 
get off the tops and onto the Dusky with minimal 
bush bashing. To drop down to Mt. Memphis how-
ever, required descending and sidling a number of 
high consequence tussock and snow slopes which 
we couldn’t really see if they linked up from above. 
They did thankfully, and soon we were almost at 
Centre Pass.

In my mind, that black dotted line on the map was 
going to be smooth sailing. A mindless “track” after 
days of slow travel. I quickly discovered the Dusky 
is barely a track. It is more of a swamp or bog than 
anything else. You learn that trying to avoid the 
shin deep puddles and knee deep mud is pointless.

As it got dark, we trudged through the rooty, mud-
dy, wet, slimy track, feeling like the hut must surely 
just be around that corner. Oh man, it was a blessed 
moment when that hut came into view. We were 
the first people who had been at the hut in quite a 
significant period of time.
It started raining. Hard. We read through the hut 
book.

Sam: “Only one group has ever been turned around 
in here, on the first side stream crossing. We’ll be fine 
then.”
......

It rained a lot overnight. And that next morning. 
Over 150ml actually, something we didn’t realise 
until later. We got to the first side stream, a km 
from the hut. It was not passable. Not even in the 
slightest. The main river was a death flow, the side 
streams were just narrower death torrents. After 
scouting up and down, we found a log bridge to 
cross. That’s the hardest crossing down we thought. 
Oh we were wrong.

As it rained more and more, the previous days com-
plaints about shin-deep water seemed silly. It was 
knee-deep and now waist-deep. And then it was 
chest-deep in places. And then there were some 
short sections which we swam. We weren’t sure we 
could get back to the hut if we wanted to now, so we 
kept going forward, as the main river slowly swal-
lowed the track we were walking on. (Note: there 
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was always side bush going up a hill which we could 
have bushbashed up to stay above the water level if 
we had got trapped, so weren’t ever in too serious 
of a situation).

Now having seen no one in four days, we did not 
expect to run into another party in this kind of 
weather walking in. However, here they were - a 
team of three from Christchurch, planning to go up 
to Centre Pass and do the original traverse we’d had 
planned and had had to abort due to not being able 
to cross the Grebe.

“There’s a 3 wire bridge we came across about an 
hour ago, it’s been washed out. The tree holding it up 
on one side fell over. We crawled across the tree but 
we think it will be underwater when you get there. 
Good luck!”.

The tree that they had crossed was indeed under-
water when we got there. However we found an-
other bigger tree. It’s amazing comparing the photo 
of me crawling across it (see the silver in the water 
where the mangled three wire bridge is), to a photo 
of the same tree which our friend Jamie took a week 
later. There is over a metre of solid water difference 
between the two.

It was 4pm when we got to West Arm Hut. The DOC 
time for what we’d done that morning was some-
thing like 5 hours. For the first time in my life, I’d 
been slower than a DOC time - and not by just a 
small amount - by hours. We got the jetboil fired up 
and ate lunch, trying not to think about the fact all 
our clothes were soaked (Sam’s phone was drowned 
- to be partially resurrected by the dehydrator lat-
er), everything in our packs were soaked, we had 
basically no food and we had 800m elevation gain 
and ~17km to the car.

As we set off in the pouring rain on our final 17km 
4WD track slog, we decided a distracting game of 
countries beginning with A, B, C etc would be a 
good idea. We went through the whole alphabet in 
great detail and reached Z before we’d got to Percy 
Saddle. At least here the rain stopped and we began 
yarning about climbing again. We werre in good 
spirits, plugging away at the kms. It was 10:30pm 

when we got to the car.

I noticed something stuck under the windscreen 
wiper. A note from the Manapouri powerstation 
crew saying something about a washed out road. Of 
course there’s a washed-out road. After a day like 
today, why wouldn’t there be one. I showed Sam 
and he just started laughing.

We drove upwards to where we found two aban-
doned vehicles. We drove past them, hopeful that 
maybe the washed out road was passable. Conclu-
sion: it was not. So we camped and decided to deal 
with the situation the next day.

By the next morning, we were feeling our empty 
stomachs. Why hadn’t we left food in the car? We 
ate a handful of oats we had left, and then “gener-
ously” gifted 9 peanuts (4.5 each) to Tom and Olivia 
who were going to run the 25km out to the Borland 
lodge.

So while Luca, Sam and I played chess (turns out 
Sam is very good at chess), they headed off. They 
were picked up within about 7km and taken to the 
lodge where they later showed us they were fed 
creamy pasta and given biscuits and all these in-
credible things. Meanwhile Sam and I had checked 
out the parked up cars. The rental was full of food 
but was locked, and there was no sign of the key 
under the wheels. Turns out the occupants of the 
cars had been flown out by heli the day before.

Eventually, a digger made it’s way out from Te Anau 
to clear the road. We finally were able to drive to the 
metropolis of Otautau and get food. Oh beautiful 
wonderful food. Having had this trip and the Mt 
Somer marathon in the space of a week, I’d lost over 
5kg. So had everyone else too it seemed.

It was a wonderful trip. One of the truly good ones. 
Next time however I’m bringing more than two 
museli bars a day. That was just stupid. •
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Most trips start out with a harmless idea. The idea 
on this occasion was to traverse Middle Borland 
to North Borland. Plans were made that we would 
pass through a super epic spot goure in Middle 
Borland, camp in an alpine location, march across 
some tops and stroll on back down North Borland. 
Kerry had heard about the trip for a while and had 
been eyeing a fantastic forecast for it, now was the 
chance.

Unfortunately there were a few last minute bails in-
cluding a fellow tramper falling down her stairs and 
rolling her ankle on the way to get groceries for our 
mission. So it just ended up being Anna and Kerry, 
two enthusiastic ambitious trampers with an over-
load of dehydrated mash potato. Meeting for the 
first time in the dark outside the Winton Night and 
Day, we crammed into the back of Kerry’s Roll’a 
and headed off to Middle Borland at sparrow fart 
on Saturday. 

Middle Borland had a few treats in store. We kept 
on coming across old Forest Service permolat 

markers, which were reassuring considering we 
were bashing our way through thick Fiordland 
bush. Another treat arrived in the form of a friend-
ly kea who joined us for a leg of the journey. Later, 
we trapsed downriver in a gigantic 100m plus ox-
bow. A bit higher up we zigzagged between a clus-
ter of spindly mutated mountain beeches (some 
pretty funky genetics). The next attraction was the 
massive kilometre long swamp. Near the end of 
the swamp there were small 2.5 m deep bog tarns 
that Kerry found insanely fun to swim in... The bog 
tarns had vertical edges that literally dropped verti-
cally from a depth of 0m to 2.5m. Submerged inside 
were long vertical piers of water weed and vertical 
swam islands. It was like diving in a aquarium zig-
zagging between carefully placed playground fea-
tures.

The afternoon’s adventure was our second slot gorge 
with a 20m waterfall with an elegant (and steep!) 
sidle on the true left . The landscape then opened 
out into a spectacular basin, which we bounded up. 
We were forced to climb through a second cascade 
of water, trusting the grip on our footwear across 
the slippery rocks. With the sun low on the hori-

#FIORDLAND
FIORDLAND NP, BORLAND TRAVERSE.
KERRY CLAPHAM & ANNA CLARK

Getting wet in fiordland? unheard of (AC)
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zon, we parked up looking across the gigantic lake 
at the head of Middle Borland that was surrounded 
by towering bluffs frosted in snow. There was no 
way we were going to manage navigating around 
it before sunset!

On Sunday we arose relatively early and skirted 
around the steep western face of the lake, with 
Anna hugging the rock and all the plants she could 
find. And then we were there. At the head of the 
lake… And we were bluffed out! About 200m of 
sheer bluff. We would either have to backtrack… or 
swim across the ice fed lake in front of us. With the 
sun rising steadily and the glint of wet snow, Kerry 
put his pack inside his yellow pack liner, stripped 
down and dived in. Sound echoed very well down 
the Middle Borland valley that day. Maybe even 
moreso on Kerry’s return journey. Even more as-
tounding is the fact that when he exited the lake, it 
seemed like he had become cold blooded himself, 
resulting in the consumption of 25% of a block of 
Whittakers and 15mins basking in the rocks in the 
somewhat-warm rays of sunshine. Once the sun 
had breathed some life into Kerry, we both got the 
other pack over, ate some choc and ran up the hill 
in an attempt to defrost. I am pleased to say it was 
very successful!

Once we hit the snow, it was game on for the ice 
axes. At the saddle awaited a beautiful view of an-
other lake, encased in steep cliffs and emptying into 
a blanket of beech forest. We had lunch just off the 
top of the saddle, using our ice axes to brace our-
selves in the extremely gusty environment.

We were planning on sidling a broad ledge at the 
head of the Garnock burn and dropping down into 
North Borland. However, with the face in the mid-
day spring sun, this looked like fantastic loose wet 
death trap territory. It was sobering that a chance 
slip, slide or avalanche would have been a lethal 
300m plunge off the edge of the ledge. 

The alternative was just a small 4km detour down 
the Garnock burn and back over a more gentle sad-
dle lower down North Borland.
With Plan A out of consideration, we bombed off 

down a snow shoot and across some rough scree 
and a boulder garden around the lake. And then 
once again, the bush bashing began. It was so 
dense, intense and scratchy that when we arrived at 
the next lake, Kerry did not hesitate plough across 
it. Turns out it was only knee deep, so wading was a 
welcome relief to our cut-up legs. The rest of the af-
ternoon was spent following deer trails up a ridge, 
cutting and recutting more bare skin on scrub, and 
traversing across another spectacular alpine basin. 
Reaching the next saddle, we bombed off down a 
ridge, almost sliding off a bank in the forest, and 
finally making it to the riverbed just as we started 
losing light. A few hundred metres down the riv-
er, we hit our campsite, and surrendered to the last 
of our remaining gourmet meals - curried mashed 
potato with a side of blood orange tea. NB: blood 
orange might just be the sandfly attractant you are 
looking for...! 

Monday morning brought about a new bunch of 
adventures, including bashing through 100m of 
dense matagouri that must have grown up on ster-
oids… A brief break at the North Borland Hut for 
some muesli bars sent us packing, and we arrived 
back at the car with minutes to spare in order to be 
on time for Kerry’s flight! •



FIORDLAND#FIORDLAND

FUNKY TREES GROWING IN A BOG (KC)

Extra-terrestrial Cloud (AC)

View from middle borlanD
saddle down Garnock Burn (KC)

Plan A “Sidle” (KC)

Wading across lake > Bushbashing (KC)

The ‘gentle’ saddle between Garnock & Borland (AC)

They survived, but at what cost??
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Screw our fragile body bits,
And our stupid human ways:
Dopamine hunting twits,
The typical clichés.

Why can’t I just be content,
Staying home knitting?
My grandmas both lament,
Instead of all this thrilling!

But no, I get my satisfaction,
From doing exciting stuff!
Not from just relaxing,
Lil’ walks really aren’t enough.

Now, here’s the bummer,
look where that got me!
Sitting at home all summer,
With an annoying broken knee.

Wish I hadn’t gone so quick,
Bombing down the snow.
The mogul wasn’t so slick,
Sent me flyin with vertigo.

Lets not even talk aboot,
That outc flat crawl night.
Taking the Dundas bridge route,
Definitely not a good idea alright.

If only my anterior cruciate ligament,
Hadn’t just fricken ripped in half.
Surgery left me in quite a predicament,
Unable to walk, hah what a laugh!

Why did the universe,
In all its infinite wisdom.
Decide to be so adverse!
This penance is a prison.

Don’t even think about it,
Sayin “shoulda been tramping”.
Cause I do have to admit,
It was just about the timing.

Dunno if I actually learnt my lesson,
I’m not really any less mental.
I’ll be back next season,
Hopefully a little more careful.

This only really affirms,
Gotta slowly wreck myself.
In the end, can’t feed the worms,
A working body in perfect health.

Pls learn from my mistake,
If you get a snappy feeling!
N’ ya physio says its just an ache,
Check it out, be sure its healing. • 

ACL HELL
AIDAN BRAID

COping well while off his chops on drugs
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With a complete lack of plans I was quite enthusi-
astic when Cara invited me to join the crew she was 
organizing to the area around the Cascade Pla-
teau, south of Haast. The total number of par-
ticipants was a mystery until the last minute, 
causing a cluster fuck of car conundrums 
as transport was re-evaluated. Despite 
this we somehow managed to find 
ourselves packed into Cara’s Corolla 
cruising towards Wanaka. The plan 
was to meet up with Kerry who was 
coming from Invers and attend the 
Mt Burke rogaine outside of Wanaka 
on Sunday. We had a ‘fast’ team con-
sisting of Kerry and I (Tōrea got stuck in 
Queenstown apparently) and a ‘social’ team 
of Cara, Jamie and Ian.
The only hiccup with the so-called fast team was 
that I had destroyed my body the day before with 
a spontaneous 35km mission up Signal, Cargill 
and Swampy. This being so we decided to take a 
more chilled approach, if that word is in Kerry’s 
vocabulary. My rogaining was a little rusty and at 
one point we found ourselves attempting to traverse 

over, under and through a dense concoction of 
prickly shit, lasting for about 20 minutes into what 
Kerry termed ‘The Gully of Doom’. Luckily with 
perseverance we escaped the gully and with a final 
3km sprint because we had lost so much time we 
collapsed at the finish line. The social team had 

MYTHICAL MONKEY SCRUB 
& UNMARKED NIPS
JACKSON BAY/GORGE RIVER AREA, CASCADE PLATEAU.
SAM HARRISON

KerRY vs the sea (SH)
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somehow also managed to fuck up their timing, 
eventually rolling in 19 minutes late. Not to worry 
though as soon we were smashing back snags and 
laughing over lost points.
Back in Wanaka proper we played pack Tetris, 
cramming Kerry’s slightly newer ‘Rolla to the brim. 
Kerry was distraught with how low his girl was 
riding but it couldn’t stop us from rolling out in 
the direction of the coast. As we headed through 
the Gates of Haast the rain began to come down 
and the prospect of cooking shelters at Pleasant 
Flat became more appealing. Pulling in for a nos-
ey became cooking dinner which became sleeping 
on the table. It was dry but I was a little worried 
I might roll over and create scrabbled eggs out of 
Kerry on the concrete below.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴  
The next day the weather had cleared and we 
made our way to Jackson’s Bay. There isn’t an aw-
ful lot there other than cray pots and a smatter-
ing of houses so our visit was short. The ladies at 
the Haast visitors centre had warned us that there 
would be other people at Stafford Hut (should have 
been warning them not us!). Another car was at 
the carpark and between L plates, Dunedin book 
vouchers and a neat and tidy interior we deduced 
that the others were probably a couple around our 
parents age. The unfortunate souls looking to get 
out of Dunedin to escape the kids. Ha!

The track from Jackson’s Bay climbs steeply to a sad-
dle before joining the old bridle track to Smooth-
water Bay. In less than an hour we found ourselves 
at the junction with the Smoothwater Bay track. We 
instead hung a left and jumped straight in the riv-
er. The ‘track’ from this point was more or less just 
the river, with exception of muddy detours into the 
bush. Ian reminisced that on a previous trip to Staf-
ford he was up to his chest in water, thankfully we 
avoided the same fate. The river eventually became 
a creek and from that point we began steeply climb-
ing up to the Stafford Saddle. A noise from behind 
signalled a party of two approaching from the rear, 
who turned out to also be from Dunedin. It ap-
peared we would be in for a cosy night! The grunt 

up the hill was just that, a grunt. Coming down the 
far side was just as steep, it took some spacing not 
to become a human domino train. The track then 
spat us out at the confluence of two creeks which 
we then followed as a loosely marked route. The 
sun shone high above us as we splashed and slid 
down the smooth slippery stones. The party wove 
an intricate dance cutting into the bush, over tree-
fall and down rapids. In time the creek joined the 
Stafford River and became a big flood plane. In the 
distance we caught a glimpse of the Dunedin cou-
ple before they disappeared into the bush. The air 
was heavy with the smell of the sea and the noise 
of waves roared faintly in the background. Off the 
river we had a short jaunt through the bush before 
stumbling into the hut clearing.

Greeting us at the hut was the couple who were 
confused that we knew so much about them. Turns 
out they were Frances’ (see Five Passes, Antics 
2018) parents. The other two guys were down at the 
water trying to find some kaimoana to spice up the 
rice they had carried in. After getting settled in I 
followed Kerry out around the shore to the Stafford 
Rocks. The raging sea made me uncomfortable, 
wild waves crashing against the headland. Kerry, 
always enthusiastic, encouraged me on, climbing 
high above the waves on chossy eroded coastal 
rocks. Stashed in a wee cubby hole he egged me on, 
as I shat myself imagining becoming seafood chow-
der. I escaped the escapade dry, but with a few shot 
nerves. I strolled off down the beach to recover and 
everyone had a bit of R&R before meeting up for 
dinner at the hut. Over our meal we cranked out 
some bevvies and relaxed. Jamie wasn’t quite feel-
ing the night so he decided to donate his cans to 
the ‘Let’s get Kerry Drunk Foundation’. It certain-
ly made for an interesting night watching a rather 
tipsy Kerry try and cook calzone in the wood fired 
stove. At one point he decided it would be a bril-
liant idea to grab a beer can out of the fire with his 
bare hands, resulting in a loud yelp. The now crip-
pled Kerry continued his endeavour but everyone 
else had gone to bed when the calzone were even-
tually cooked. Luckily the smell of food roused me 
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and I flung myself out of my sleeping bag to provide 
assistance.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴
The following morning we weren’t in any particular 
rush given our plan was to follow the coast to Teer 
Creek and low tide was forecast for 2pm. We were 
the last to leave the hut around 10:30am, making 
our way towards the Stafford Rocks. My night-
mares from the days before failed to be realized 
as the sea had calmed and the tide was lower than 
the day before. After dashing around the corner 
we found ourselves on a well-worn boulder strewn 
coast. Wandering down the beach each party mem-
ber had something unique catch their eye. Cara 
was potty about plants, Jamie was serious about 
seafood, Kerry was eyeballing bouys and Ian was 
roving for rocks. The result of this was rather slow 
progress along the coast. Kerry found several bouy-
friends, including his special bright green ‘Raywyn’. 
Whilst on his bouy hunt Kerry managed to startle a 
Fiordland Crested Penguin, who promptly retreat-
ed under a rock, giving us the evils. So cute. Lunch 
was called when we reached Seal Rocks, which gave 
us convenient shelter from a brief dumping of rain. 
We shared our lunch spot with a number of seals, 
but sadly no paua.

After lunch our trek down the beach continued, 
with the party sprawled out along the coastline. The 
edge of the Cascade Plateau jutted out aggressively 
into the sea on the horizon, marking our goal. Early 
in the afternoon we made it to Teer Creek, which 
was draped in piles of driftwood and seajunk. One 
curious find was a refrigerator, no one was keen to 
carry it up the hill though. It is worth noting that 
there was a nice camping spot on the true right of 
the creek, and it certainly tempted us. But with eyes 
set on the plateau we began our climb away from 
the sea.

The river was a spectacular collection of emerald 
green pools and dazzling white water. As we fol-
lowed it higher the pools became deep cauldrons 
of water, chrystal clear and all encompassing. Nav-
igation up such terrain required some creativity, 

Smoothwater highway (SH)

Over and Under and OVer (SH)

STAFFORD HUT (SH)

WET BOOTS ARE A PLEASURE (SH)
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including scaling large boulders, tip-toeing across 
waist deep water and swinging through trees. This 
creative travel does take its toll, just clearing a col-
lection of boulders Cara and Jamie called a halt 
with heavy feet. It became apparent the plateau was 
a fading dream for our team. Some were in favour 
of going back to the beach, whilst a few of us want-
ed to keep going upward. We scooted around the 
boulders and in a bend in the river discovered a 
nice flat spot for camping. This being so Kerry, Ian 
and I arranged to push on to the Cascade Plateau, 
leaving all non-essential items with Cara and Jamie 
to lighten our packs.

With minimal faff we started off once again, this 
time at a flying pace. Much to our surprise the up-
per section of the river was easier to navigate than 
the lower sections. Somewhat strangely the riv-
erbank in parts was decorated by different pieces 
of human paraphernalia, leading us to conclude 
someone’s weed crop had been washed out (unlug-
gy uce). Another bend in the river marked the ter-
minus of the spur that we were to follow up to the 
top on the plateau. Unladdened by a pack I swam 
and squirmed through the scrub with remarkable 
speed, followed ambitiously by Ian and Kerry who 
had decided to carry their packs. After some near 
vertical bushbashing the land began to flatten out 
before we broke out onto the swamping and undu-
lating plateau. Our view was rather spectacular, out 
across both the Cascade and Tear Plateaus, stretch-
ing out to the sea. The sun was slowly sinking be-
low the watery horizon, prompting a shuffle on on 
our part. After a brief debate our party resolved to 
follow the plateau for a kilometre or so before drop-
ping down another spur not far from the campsite. 
Despite some very soggy bogs and steep bushbash-
ing this route proved to be a winner, depositing us 
not far from our end goal.

As we rounded a bend in the river the camp 
came into view, with smoke from a fire curling up 
through the crisp valley air. Dinner was well un-
der way, so there was nothing to do but Stoke the 
fire. Kerry demonstrated some fire encouragement 

more on par with twerking than stoking. Go get ’em 
girl. Dinner disappeared almost as soon as it was 
cooked, closely followed by Jamie and Cara who 
retreated to their tent, weary from the day. The rest 
of us stared into the depths of the fire, drawn in by 
the dancing embers. A bag of spinach was retrieved 
from a food bag and we munched on it around the 
fire like a herd of animals. Stars shown brightly over 
this strange scene, and the river roared to our rear. 
By 11pm our supply of shitty firewood had been ex-
hausted, and so too was the night.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴
In the morning it became clear that Jamie and 
Cara were keen to head back via the coast, so we 
left them to it whilst we planned a mission over the 
Tear Plateau. The day before we had eyed an old 
slip that acted as a natural road up to the top of the 
Tear Plateau from a swampy flat that sat above the 
river. Our hypothesis on the feasibility of this plan 
was validated as we strolled up the mars red rock, 
flanked on either side by shitty scrub. The weather 
deteriorated as we came up onto the plateau but the 
going was easy enough, bar the surprise bogs. Help-
fully Ian had brought an umbrella which proved 
just the right thing to protect my camera. As we 
looked out to sea we could see the sunshine com-
ing, and we braced for the incoming pleasantness. 
Before it made it to us we had crossed the tributar-
ies of Carmichael Creek, and stopped for lunch to 
make the most of this fleeting sunlight.

After lunch, including demolishing a sizable chunk 
of Kerry’s white chocolate and cranberry bakery 
beast (I still have no idea why he calls me Food 
Whore) we descended across the final tributary of 
Carmichael Creek. After one attempt aborted due 
to near verticality, we sidled around and eventual-
ly found a suitable crossing. From there we made 
our way up a spur to the NW of pt 500. It became 
apparent, if it hadn’t been already that Kerry ‘long 
legs’ should be kept away from lead as Ian and I 
often found ourselves hauling ourselves up impos-
sible distances with our slightly less long legs. As 
we climbed faint traces of a track emerged, most 
probably animal trails. At the top what seemed 
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like a banked track cut around to the left taking 
us onto the ridgeline we had been aiming for. On 
turning a corner I was confronted by a confusing 
sight. Through the trees I could only see mist, and 
beyond oblivion. Walking a few more steps I be-
came aware that what I was looking at was in fact 
a colossal landslide, encompassing an entire gully 
over 100m across. The cloud lifted to reveal the full 
extent of the destruction, an entire hillside ripped 
from its moorings and sent crashing down into the 
raging waters far below. Such a sight called for a 
snack break. We dabbled with the idea of following 
the edge of the slip down but discarded it in favour 
of continuing down the ridge.

The journey down the ridge was interesting to say 
the least. Some sections were a breeze, the odd 
marker even made an appearance. In other parts we 
had to bushbash our way through a maze of ridg-
es, careful to select the right one to lead us home. 
There were several backtracks and heated dis-
cussions. This only intensified as our sodden and 
scrapped frames made it closer to the hut. Kerry 
reassured us that whilst this ‘nip’ may be unmarked, 
we would be able to feel the next one. At one point 
I found myself straddling a log on a 60 degree slope 
shouting at Kerry that “this isn’t the right fucking 
ridge!”. Fast-forward an encounter with bushlaw-
yer, a marked nip and a steep descent and we found 
ourselves stumbling into the hut.
Smoke was billowing from the chimney and the 
dynamic duo welcomed us to the hut. Before go-
ing inside we made sure to give ourselves a wash, as 
not to ruin the angelic cleanliness of the hut. Jamie 
had better luck on the walk back finding kaimoana 
so there was a collection of assorted sea creatures 
ready for consumption. The evening was spent 
slurping on kina before the preparation of Kerry’s 
pastry could begin. As anyone might expect, this 
was a long drawn out process. Kerry had gotten 
bored halfway through and so the mantle of cook-
ing had fallen to me. The process was slow as the 
heat from the stove was less than optimal. Those 
still awake by the completion of the paua pastry 
scrolls were force fed to minimize any wastage. I 

felt rather ill afterwards, the experience was akin to 
eating a block of warm butter seasoned with salt. 
But certainly an experience.

Rain pounded the hut during the night and dark 
clouds loomed over the hut. By the time of our de-
parture there were some cracks of lighting, which 
intensified into a full blown thunderstorm. Now 
depending on your view of the world this might ei-
ther be frightening or exhilarating. I was definitely 
in the latter category as Ian found out, capturing 
my evil laughter cackling out after each magnificent 
clap of thunder. Cara and Jamie had left 5 minutes 
before the rest of us and we followed in their tracks 
into the side creek that fed the Stafford. We contin-
ued on, going over, under and around the obsta-
cles put before us in the creek until we got to the 
track to the saddle. As we hauled ourselves upward 
Kerry made some passing mention of wondering 
where the others had got to, but I brushed it off, 
I had experienced how fast Cara had been in the 
past (having flashbacks to our race up from Waitu-
na Bay on the Northwest Circuit in 2017). Still as 
we marched along I had to wonder. Our pace was 
fast down the hill and we motored down the river. 
There was no time for snack breaks, I can make a 
mean master if I am determined. I comforted my-
self with the thought that those muddy tracks were 
definitely Cara and Jamie’s. We blitz’ed it down the 
pack track, eventually dropping down the track to 
where the car was parked. You can imagine the look 
on my face when I discovered no Cara and Jamie 
by the car.

I had faith in them though, and the sun was shin-
ing so I had not a worry in the world. My saturated 
Swandri began steaming in the sunshine and Kerry 
gleefully started feeding me cheese and crackers 
like some sort of house mouse. In another half an 
hour or so the dynamic duo eventually did appear, 
they had followed the wrong creek up and had dis-
covered their mistake only after a kilometre or so. 
As we all freshened ourselves up for the car ride 
home we reflected on what an adventure we had 
had. •
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SEAL ROCK & LUNCH (SH)
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CARA BALLS DEEP (SH)

Kerry el’natureL (SH)

Speed run on the CASCADE (KC)

DOESn’t LOOK FAR EH (SH)

GRUBS UP (KC)

Defs not a poser (IG) Crossing the plateau (IG)

Sam: we should take the fRidge

Everyone: No (SH)

WHAT, WE GO AROUND THERE?!
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ON SEARCH FOR AN UNMARKED NIP (SH)

Preparing to leave camp (SH)

On planet mars (IG)

This rock was approved by Sam (IG)

“I think it’s this way...” (IG)

Paua Scrolls (KC)

Kerry with his inferno of a cooker (SH)

You can’t hear the manic laughter & thunder (KC)
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It was 9pm lying in Rowan’s lounge in Wanaka, 
looking at met vu at the stretch of good weather 
between us and Christmas. My plans to attempt 
Aoraki had fallen through, but big peaks were very 
much still on my mind. I turned to Tōrea, “How 
about Sefton?” At 4am the next morning we left for 
the West Coast.
Setting off at the start of the Copland Track at 
around 9am, a cloud of sandflies chasing us and our 
30L packs, which we were trying to pretend were 
as light as they were small. It’s beautiful forest and 
mostly flat track which made a great backdrop for 
a good long catch up yarn with Tōrea. Having both 
been working with DOC in remote places (Anchor 
Island and the Haast Ranges) for December, it’d 
been too long since our last trip together.
Despite the immaculate met vu forecast, it rained 
that afternoon. We flew up Scott Creek, didn’t find 
the start of the Bluewater Track, started bushba-

shing, found it eventually and continued skyward. 
The track through the bush is in amazing condi-
tion. Through the scrub, not so much. I imagine at 
some point there was a cut track in the scrub, but 
the Coast has mostly claimed that back now, leav-
ing a token Permolat marker or a sawn tree trunk 
every 300m or so. Tōrea had some leftover smoked 
salmon which she’d bought as she didn’t want it 
to go off in her fridge. And so we sat in the scrub 
eating salmon on crackers, feeling incredibly luxu-
rious. The higher we got, the more it cleared. The 
light faded, the stars came out, dew settled on the 
scrub and on us. 11pm approaching the rocky gully 
up to the snowline. Maybe it was the salmon, but 
Tōrea was feeling sick, almost throwing up behind 
me in the scrub. We found a hole with space for 1.5 
people in the tussock. The perfect size for two bivvy 
bags to cram into.
Another 4am alarm, under starlight we made our 
way up the rocky gully, rock wren emerging with 
the sunrise. Up onto the snow, lovely firm condi-
tions despite the streaks of harsh ashy orange. Af-
ter spending weeks on a Fiordland island with the 
highest point at 400m, it was joyous to be back 
above the snowline.

3000M ABOVE 
BEACH CRICKET
WESTLAND NP, MT SEFTON.
MADDY WHITTAKER

TOrea APPROACHING THE TEKANO GLACIER (MW)
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This was where things stopped going to plan. 9am 
crossing the Tekano Glacier, any hint of firm snow 
was gone. It felt like we were wading through thigh 
deep snow. Halfway across, we tucked in under-
neath a rock face which was clear of falling hazards. 
We felt like we were walking through wet slides 
waiting to happen. Not wanting to go forward to 
back, we cut ourselves a shelf in the snow piled 
on a rock ledge and chilled out, watching as with-
in 20 minutes of us stopping, the wet slides began 
coming down the slope every 10 minutes or so. We 
watched the snow slide off the huge cliff below us 
and were glad of our decision. 
Eventually the sun moved off the slope and it be-
gan to instantly harden in the shadow of the peaks 
above us. In the late afternoon/evening cool we 
made our way quickly up to Welcome Pass and set 
up on the bivvy ledge as the most incredible sun-
set played out over the Landsborough, highlighting 
our mountain gold. This was exactly the place to be.
We were moving by 2:45am the next morning. 
The plan was to summit and descend quickly so 
we could cross the Tekano early in the day and not 
have the same problem. The West Ridge was mag-
ic. An elegant sharp rib of snow snaking it’s way 
towards the summit. Pure type one joy and magic 
flow states beneath Christmas Eve morning stars. 
We watched the distant head torches of a party on 
the Sheila Face of Aoraki fade with the golden sun-
rise, the low cloud layer below us still shadowed by 
the silhouette of Aoraki and La Perouse.
The summit cap was icy. In places front points only 
going in a cm or two. We climbed in silence, in that 
wonderful space where you are so focused that 
everything seems to be ultra-sharp, bright and im-
mensely present. And then we were on top. 3151m 
above sea level. The East Face plunging away into 
the low cloud which was blanketing any hint of 
civilisation below us. Plateaus and peaks islands in 
the cloud, stretching away in every direction. It was 
one of those moments that fills you up in a way that 
lasts for weeks after you’re back in the valleys below.
Downclimbing always seems scarier than going up. 
We decided to down pitch the iciest part of what 
we’d soloed up. Hammering a snow stake didn’t 
work, so out came the couple of ice screws we’d 
bought. Both of us were solid downclimbing but 
the rope was nice for confidence. And then it hap-
pened. I heard a clatter below and turned, watching 
as Tōrea’s ice axe slid and then somersaulted and 
careened down hundreds of metres of steep icy 
snow and into the shrund below, it’s leash sailing 
through the air behind it. There was a silence for a 

moment and then we started making another an-
chor. The down pitching would need to continue. 

Down onto the Douglas below, we decided to walk 
back that way rather than the now softening ridge. 
The sun was higher in the sky than we would have 
liked, the downpitching having slowed our pro-
gress significantly. Tōrea and I had had a few pieces 
of chocolate since our 2am handful of oats. We ate 
our last bit of food on Welcome Pass, wanting to 
be able to move quickly through the next section 
which had the highest consequences of what was 
left of our descent. It was dark by the time we got to 
Scott Creek again. This time we’d followed the track 
all the way down but had to pop back up the river 
a couple of hundred metres to find where we’d left 
our trail runners pre-bushbash. Jumping between 
boulders in the dark. Realising Tōrea’s phone was 
somewhere behind us in Scott Creek, deciding it 
was gone. Walking along the washed out Copland 
river. Wishing each other Merry Christmas as it 
ticked over to Christmas Day and we crossed the 
bridge to Welcome Flat. A blur of hours.

Having now been awake for more than 22 hours 
and having had a decent climb and descended 
roughly 2800m (on not much food), we decided 
that walking all the way out tonight was not going 
to be a good time. Rather getting in the hot pools 
and then having a couple of hours sleep first would 
be conducive to actually being able to drive away 
from the road end to get reception to explain to our 
families that we were fine, and that we were sorry 
for accidentally missing Christmas morning.

At 3am when the alarm went off however, we were 
so smashed we could hardly move and so at 6am we 
got up, radio called our parents to say we were fine 
as they were expecting us to be out late the night 
before (thanks to the hut warden for being okay 
with being woken up at 6am on Christmas morn-
ing) and got moving along the track, carrying the 
one apple we’d each been kindly given by someone 
in the hut as our only food. We got back to the car, 
each of us 5kg lighter but absolutely buzzing.

Christmas day 2019 really ended up being one 
of the most special Christmases yet. 4.5 hours of 
walking through beautiful forest, fresh bread, gin-
ger tea and a wonderful Christmas welcome in Fox 
from Rob Frost, swimming at Ships Cove in West 
Coast sun. One of those days where things are just 
incomprehensibly good. Here’s to more days like 
these. •



WESTCOAST INSERT TRIPSOCK DRYING STOP (MW)

SUNSET FROM MADDY’s SLEEPING BAG (MW)

SUNRISE ON AORAKI / MT COOK (MW)

TOrea TO SCALE (MW)

MADDY SUMMITS, AORAKI BEHIND (TSF)

Before the ice axe incident... (MW)

View of annette plateau from 3151m (MW)

TOrea CROSSES THE TEKANO IN THE EVENING (MW)
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An orchestra of disjointted accents armed in poly-
propylene clustered outside OUSA on a Friday af-
ternoon. Some stooped, crushed under the weight 
of unnecessary items (deodorant and other hy-
gienic goods, apparently?)  Others sprung about 
joyously, having packed only the essentials (goon). 

Despite our differences we were bound together by 
a shared eagerness to hop into a rather late arriving 
van.  The internationals greatly anticipated touch 
down in the thrilling town of Alexandra. We were 
overwhelmed by choice (subway vs domino’s) and 
celebrated full bellies as we dodged the heavy traf-
fic (one quadbike, two Huntaway’s) on embarking 
back to our steel steeds. 

It was approximately two hours later that Robin 
had mustered enough dutch courage to challenge 
Sam to race across the Albert Town Bridge.  Sam 
may have been prepared to lose his dignity know-

ing Robin had the upper hand, fueled by mulled 
wine and equipped in a new Arteryx Jacket (valued 
at $790 NZD), yet he was not quite prepared for the 
loss he was about to face. 

Robin leaps out of the gates, dust flies in his trail. 
Sam hits the accelerator. An arm reaches towards 
the sliding door, it contorts, desperately grasping 
for Sam’s escaping boot. Alas it was too late. Min-
utes later we equipped ourselves with headtorches 
and initiated our own SAR operation, scanning the 
road, the bank, river, rocks and Hawea Facebook 
page to no avail. After an hour of searching, the 
general consensus was that a boot was a gone man. 
Only ethereal explanations exist for its disappear-
ance. 

Nothing forms friendships quite efficiently as five 
hours spent together in confinement, classic hits 
from the 80’s, the loss of a boot and questionably 
fast corners.  We arrived at our camping spot just 
before midnight and huddled like canned sardines 
under a flimsy tent-fly. Some unlucky buggers (in-

COPLAND TRIP REPORT
WESTLAND NP, COPLAND HOTPOOLS.
AIMEE PITCHER

ROBIN’s POOLSIDE STRIP TEASE... (RM)
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cluding myself) recruited a starred sky as shelter 
and mummified ourselves in sleeping bags as we 
battled the cold.  

The morning’s greeting featured men in tweed 
cooking oatmeal in a Billy. A rather dapper start 
to the day.   Sleep deprived yet excited we started 
our 16km journey to the promised hot pools.  Sam 
and Robin, brothers in tweed (yet not in boots) 
braced the steadily increasing heat as they marched 
along. Despite having dressed to impress, several 
hours into the walk saw Sam naked in the river in a 
desperate means to woo a local love interest (that’s 
right, she was not Danish/Norwegian/ Italian or 
Swedish!). Unfortunately for him, the courtship at-
tempt was not reciprocated. 

On paper, 16km doesn’t sound too far.  However, 
once equipped with a backpack, sandflies and rath-
er wet boots this is no small feat. Some feared the 
promised hot pools would never arrive. Yet we held 
onto the hope. 

There’s not too much to comment about the walk it-
self. It’s fairly flat, well maintained and features lush 
bush, daunting swing-bridges, striking blue rivers 
and a fuck tonne of sandflies. This of course was all 
captured by Sam and Kevin, the latter who decided 
to equip himself with an additional hand-held bag 
of camera gear. Whilst his arms may not have been 
grateful, he certainly blessed the Instagram feed for 
many. 

The Wwelcome Hut certainly welcomed us all as 
we unpeeled our packs and made to the pools with 
gusto. A highlight of tramping is its unique ability 
to fatigue the body and mind such that two stand-
ards leaves you swaying like bretha commencing 
his journey home from town at 2am. Between the 
goon there was dinner, some lucky buggers were 
even treated to cheesecake for dessert whilst others 
sweetened the evening with Scrumpy.  It was a wild 
night, the lactose intolerant had set allergies aside 
for a swig of cheesy sauce and rumor has it some 
vegans even joined in on the fun. 

If you had presented a deal where six hours of walk-
ing was prerequisite to burning your toes upon en-
trance into a knee-deep mud-pool I probably would 
have turned the offer down. In hindsight, such a 
decision would have been the epitome of stupid 
choices. The hot pools were utter bliss. Steam rose 
and amalgamated itself amongst the cold breaths of 
laughter as the topics of conversation delved into 
the questionable depths of youthful minds.  Before 
the sun decided to kiss the mountain ridge good-
night, we were treated by a tantalizing strip tease 
by none other than Robin himself. This set the 
scene of shenanigans to follow.  A certain tramp-
er has (somewhat urgently) requested anonymity 
lectured us on the methods of whale-courtship. 
Due to some confusion, this naked individual de-
cided that demonstration upon an inflatable orca 
provided the best environment to learn. It was 
well past-midnight when the last of the star-gazing 
stragglers trickled into the hut and bunkered down 
for the night. 

The next morning featured Harraway oats, a nasty 
leg burn, 20 minutes of hasty sweeping and a rather 
blistered bunch of students.  The walk back featured 
the same beautiful rivers, a random assortment of 
leftovers for lunch, whistled tunes and Florence he-
roically limping along with a very burnt leg.  We ar-
rived at the vans with windswept hair framing our 
brimming smiles, sad to leave the beautiful West-
coast, yet happy to escape the wrath of sandflies. 

N.B - the boot was never found . •
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Jak(ob) I’m flying... (SH)

GUTEN MORGEN! (CD)

What’s cook’n Good look’n (CD)
THE OG VAN DRIVERS (RR)

THE VULCAN ON ANOTHER VOYAGE (RR)

Watch out for weirdos on the coast (RR)

Robin being a dapper lad (KL)

She was coming around the mountain... (CD)
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TRAMping FASHION (KL)
DON’T LOOK DOWN EVA! (RR)

CONTEMPLATING A DIP (SH) WHERE THINGS STARTED TO GO DOWNHILL (KL)

THE COPLAND HOTPOOLS (SH)

Who wore it better? (KL)

FLO not feeling the burn (KL)
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Led by two men in tweed,
we were ready indeed,

tramped all afternoon,
partook in some goon,

natural hot pools,
dangerous for drunken fools, 

sex demonstrations with an orca inflatable,
not one of these tramping loonies is datable,

a man racing a van,
what a wonderful plan,

till we lost a shoe,
where to? Who knew? •

PERVERTED PROSE FROM 
THE HOT POOLS

TAMARA DICK
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Departed Dunedin early with Esther and Melanie 
and drove to the West Coast to do more vegetation 
plots. Weather really closed in near Wanaka. Drove 
through some very intense waterfalls on the Haast 
Pass road. Figured it was just classic west coast 
weather. Arrived at the accommodation at Lake Pa-
ringa. Decided not to go out the next day as it was 
still pouring. A State of Emergency was declared, 
the road over Haast Pass and to our field site at Lake 
Moeraki was closed. The Waiho Bridge got washed 
away (Our excellent outc bus driver Jake got on the 
news), people were being evacuated and there were 
slips. A 100-year event apparently. Halfway through 

the 28th we ventured out and got started with the 
work. Everything was pretty uneventful after that. 
We had some pretty horrendous access tracks and 
got saturated every day from the wet forest but it 
was fun. Pretty standard West Coast I reckon. •

CARA’S CALAMITIES - MAR & APR

Planned a trip up to The Gladiator on the West 
Coast to meet Tōrea, Maddy, Becca and Jono 
who were traversing over from Ohau. Was kindly 
warned by Danilo about very dodgy stream cross-
ings on the West Coast which would definitely be-
come impassable with the forecast. The others were 
already walking so that was awkward. Then I got a 
call from Tōrea while she was on Welch Peak be-
cause they were worried about their progress espe-
cially with the forecast. We decided I would meet 
them up the Landsborough. I drove up on the 24th 
and car camped at Pleasant Flat. Headed off the 
next morning to meet the others, passing through 
groves of Kahikatea covered in so much fruit they 
were red. Saw a flock of about 50 Kereru fly over-
head. Magical. Thought about New Zealand back in 
the day when that was normal. Found the topom-
ap that Bivouac didn’t have in stock lying by the 
track. In pretty good condition too. Encountered 
some random orange markers near the airstrip by 
Harper Bluff but lost them and ended up at the riv-

er edge where the bluff started proper. Discovered 
the rafting camp (Free to use provided you respect 
their facilities). Tents, stretchers, cooking shelter. 
I was unable to motivate myself to walk any fur-
ther and realised we hadn’t decided on an actual 
meeting point so started to get worried I’d missed 
them. I sat around for a while, then went for a walk. 
Found a convenient trapping line going over Harp-
er Bluff and figured they would probably come 
that way so I drew in the sand and lay down some 
fern fronds pointing down the trail that led to the 
camp. It started to get dark and drizzly. I got more 
worried. Suddenly I heard someone yell my name. 
I jumped up and ran to the trapping line to find 
Maddy and Tōrea. We were all pretty stoked. Tōrea 
ran to get Becca and Jono who had missed my signs 
and were already on the flats. Everyone was very 
pleased* with the camp. Camp stretchers are damn 
comfortable. Best nights sleep I’ve ever had camp-
ing. Maybe I should take on my next trip. Headed 
out the next day at a comfortable pace. Stuffed our 
faces with apples and pears at Rangers hut then 
stuffed ourselves into my Corolla and forgot about 
the stuffedness while we went grocery shopping in 
Queenstown so we ended up doing some serious 
tetris. Luckily we dropped Becca and Jono off in 
Queenstown before driving to Glenorchy where we 
lit the fireplace and fell asleep in front of it. Did a 
cool day trip the next day with Tōrea and Maddy.
*Definitely an understatement. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - APR
THE GLADIATOR TURNED LANDSBOROUGH STROLL

CARA'S CALAMITIES - MAR
MOERAKI – BUT NOT THE BOULDERS (FIELD WORK)
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Planned a trip to Cascade Plateau with Jamie, Ker-
ry (trip baker), Ian and Sam (the annoying antics 
editor). Left Pleasant Flat later than I’d like. Walked 
up the coast the next day looking at cool rocks. 
The rocks are VERY cool. Decided to walk up Teer 

Creek. Motivation dimmed for some (Jamie and I) 
so we set up camp while the others ducked up to 
Cascade Plateau before returning to a cooked din-
ner. Motivation had not returned by the time we 
had breakfasted in the drizzle the next morning so 
Jamie and I headed back via the stormy and wild 
coastline and the others traversed the Carmichael 
Plateau. Did a bit of successful Paua and Kina for-
aging when back at the hut, as well as some less 
successful fishing (saw lots of cute little fishies). 
The others rejoined us at the hut and Kerry made 
real good paua and red onion scrolls (the baking 
theme continues). Walked out the next day in an 
epic thunderstorm. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - AUG
STAFFORD HUT 
(CASCADE AND CARMICHAEL PLATEAUS FOR SOME)

Wow! More vegetation plots with Gretchen and 
Pete. Got to meet Petes puppy. Very cute. Also got 
an amazing heli flight in to Lewis Hut on the Hea-
phy track. The coast and the rivers and the bluffs 
were incredible. Landed and headed straight off 
to work. Finished early and went for a run while I 
waited for the others to get back. Got back from my 
run. Started getting a little worried. Started mak-
ing dinner, and they finally turned up after 7pm. 
Whew. Turns out one of the sites was too danger-

ous with lots of tomos (big dangerous holes in the 
ground). Later we had a site which was in kowhai 
and nikau palm forest, and while we were working 
a flock of 30 odd tui flew into one of the kowhai 
trees, spent about a minute furiously pecking and 
chattering (it was raining yellow flowers) and then 
flew off, presumably to decimate the next tree. An 
awesome week, with spectacular weather – except 
one day which we planned to have off anyway so we 
hung out in the hut and I went for a run which was 
fun because I got to splash through all the puddles. 
Flew out with spectacular views once again. •

CARA'S CALAMITIES - OCT
HEAPHY - BUT NOT THE GREAT WALK (FIELD WORK)
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Haast highway pull out
Between mountains and nowhere
Drizzle falls lightly
 
Get nude on the road
Drenched hair artwork on foreheads
Wiggling on wetsuits
 
Passing cars slow down
Odd looks through windscreen wipers
Perving our neoprene
 
Ropes strapped over backs
Harnesses over wetsuits
Dive masks to gear loops
 
Steep dense bush bashing
Steps fall through moss covered mud
Can’t tell sweat from rain
 
Ropes down waterfall
Creek flows faster and higher 
And then Cam got stuck. •

WETSUITS IN THE 
MOUNTAINS:
A SERIES OF HAIKUS
HAAST PASS, WESTLAND.
EUGENE YEO

Nobody looks happy (EY)

EVERYONE LOOKS HAPPY (EY)

A gaggle of yanks (EY)

Before Cam got stuck (EY)
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Well buckle in for the one night stand of moun-
taineering trips: straight in and out, lots of fun, 
no messing around, and absolutely no staying the 
night. 

This mission began on a Monday afternoon when 
an irresistible weather window presented itself to 
us for climbing Mt Brewster. There was the prom-
ise of clear skies, no wind and great snow condi-
tions. Maddy, Conor and I packed up our stuff and 
jumped in Conor’s corolla to begin the journey to 
the Brewster track. I think we all tried to sleep at 
different times but the stoke of mountains meant 
none of us really succeeded. After a record mini-
mum of faff time, we arrived at the bottom of the 
Brewster track at 9pm before heading off into the 
night. As we began the climb our layers came off, 
breathing quickened and we were sweating hard 
(ha you thought the one-night-stand analogy was 

over). Emerging from the bush line we were pre-
sented with a panorama of snowy mountains, soft-
ly glowing in moonlight. After the final trudge up 
through the snow we reached Brewster Hut around 
midnight, it seemed we were sharing with some 
skiers. We jumped into sleeping bags to grab a 
short nap before waking again at 2am to begin the 
climb (the others in the hut were probably pretty 
confused!). We started the climb crunching our 
way up the flanks of Mt Armstrong. Tiny bits of ice 
skittered away beneath us as we plunged our cram-
pons and ice tools into the firm snow. Gaining the 
ridge towards Mount Brewster, the sun began to 
dapple the snowy peaks with an orange glow. All 
of us suddenly were reminded of why we were out 
here. 5am, 2400m high, pretty cold and digging 
into a pancake cooked 12 hours ago, life was good. 
We travelled the next section roped up to cross the 
glacier on Brewster’s south face before climbing the 
snow slopes up to the summit. We made good time, 
kicking our feet into compact snow and punch-
ing our tools in above before reaching the top. We 
straddled the east ridge, before continuing to sidle 

ONE NIGHT STAND 
MOUNTAINEERING
ASPIRING NP, MT BREWSTER
TOM HADLEY

IN NEED OF A COFFEE? (MW)
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around the summit to the final climb up the north 
east face. 

Things started to really ramp up at the last stretch. 
Rather than an easy couloir of bomber ice which 
I expected, we instead found a crumbly, sugary 
section of ice called sastrugi. Rather than pitch the 
section, we decided to go up unroped as time was 
definitely of the essence with the warming temper-
atures. Conor lead the charge, carefully using his 
tools and crampons to kick steps into the ice. Next, 
Maddy attacked the section head on. There was 
definitely a crux, where we had to dig our feet into 
the walls of a chimney and haul ourselves up on 
our tools through a committing vertical step. Hav-
ing not done a whole lot of front pointing, I felt a 
mix of nerves and intense focus as I considered the 
probably fatal run out below. Once onto the sum-
mit ridge we approached on the sharpest of ridges 
onto the summit. 

Maddy Conor and I could not have been more 
stoked, the flanks of Brewster plummeted all 
around us and a tapestry of mountain stoke spread 
out before us. Woohoo! 

Ah, now the coming down. A very well thought 
out call was made to abseil off the summit the way 
we had come, leaving behind an OUTC snow stake 
(increasing safety while lowering pack weight is a 
win win). After the three of us had made it down 
safely, we began the journey home. The weather 
was warm, snow slushy but spirits were high as we 
reached the hut. The final downhill through the 
bush took us back to the car for 6pm to conclude a 
pretty epic climb. That made it a respectable 21 
hour job car to summit to car. We rolled back into 
Dunedin at around 2am on Wednesday morning, 
not quite making it to happy hour. Thanks to Row-
an for helping us with dinner on the way home and 
Maddy and Conor for the most epic of midweek 
climbs. •

High stoke levels (MW)

Low stoke levels (MW)

Step, step.. and kick (MW)

Happy Days (MW)
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I’m sure all of you reading this are no strangers to 
things not going according to plan – from little 
things like not checking your oil and blowing your 
engine, to serious fuckups like forgetting to pack 
the goon for Copland. So when we tried to squeeze 
caving, canyoning, glacier travel, multipitch climbs 
& alpacas all into one week, we had to expect a 
certain degree of misadventure. What we were not 
prepared for was something different to go wrong 
EVERY. SINGLE. DAY. Keeping me company in pi-
oneering this series of fuckups were Ren “I’m with 
Search & Rescue” Knott and Emma “I would die” 
Donde – name a more complimentary combo.
 
Day 1 – Given the events of the previous night, 
it was bound to be a dusty morning for everyone 
(Ren), yet for some god forsaken reason I still had 
faith that we’d be on the road by 7-8am and was 
awake by 6. That was obviously a mistake and 7 
hours later we were finally ready to hit the road. 
I didn’t mention before that we actually had a 4th 

member of our crew, Axel Doggi, but that’s because 
he never made it past the first day.
 
Axel was going to take his decked out van with us, 
but in the process of loading gear he left his lights 
on because natural sunlight provided insufficient 
visual aid at midday and, you guessed it, the bat-
tery died. He was parked on Cumberland and both 
his and my batteries were on the right side of the 
engine, so I had to drive the wrong way up the one-
way and off-roaded onto the sidewalk so the jump-
er cables would reach. BUT his battery was so weak 
that it wouldn’t turn over at all.
 
4 curries from Maharajas later (shoutout Dave) and 
AA finally arrived to breathe life back into Axel’s 
van. However, AA left us with an ominous warn-
ing that, without a proper charge at the garage, the 
battery was so weak that it was likely to fail again 
soon. Considering that the coming week will be 
spent parked down isolated dirt roads hours away 
from phone service, that was a risk we didn’t want 
to take. Luckily, a mate of ours had his own car 
battery charger and so we left the van with him to 

A SERIES OF 
UNFORTUNATE EVENTS
WESTCOAST ROADIE.
EUGENE YEO

OUR car problem wasn’t quite that bad... (EY) 
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charge for a couple hours (the mechanic we called 
recommended 12 hours but we live on the edge).
 
In the meantime, Emma, Axel & I went on a shop-
ping spree at Bivouac and Kathmandu to feel better 
about ourselves, while Ren went back to bed be-
cause she was probably still drunk. We were finally 
actually on the road around 5.30pm. Now if you’re 
thinking that could’ve been worse, then you are ab-
solutely right. Something else had gone wrong with 
Axel’s van and now it could barely make 50km/h 
on the motorway in the hills just north out of Dun-
edin. Doubling our drive time for the rest of the 
week was not an option, so we headed back into 
Dunners to re-evaluate.
 
Thinking about the costs of fixing up the van, Axel 
decided to pull out of the trip, which wouldn’t have 
been the worst thing in the world considering he 
had to run a marathon the day we planned on get-
ting back to Dunedin, and then sit a final exam 2 
days after. Emma Ren & I picked up Mei Wahs and 
finally left Dunedin for real around 8pm. It was a 
rough start, and I thought it could only be smooth 
sailing from here on out. I could not have been 
more wrong.
 
Day 2 – we headed to Simply Sumpless cave, which 
is about a 20 minute drive from [REDACTED], 
about 69° South West of [REDACTED], past the 
[REDACTED] bridge, and about 420 steps up the 
[REDACTED] river. A pretty obvious spot really. 
The entrance is a bit tricky – the first 40ish minutes 
were spent squeezing and climbing downwards 
through a narrow passage, only a foot wide at plac-
es. It was a literal hole in the ground.
 
At some point there was a pool of water we had to 
get across, but with only a foot and a half of clear-
ance between the water and the cave roof. Long sto-
ry short, a $3000 camera got dropped into the pool 
and was completely submerged. When we fished 
it out, the lens was like a mug with water sloshing 
around inside. Immediately after that, my head-
lamp decided to shit itself even though I just had 

brand new batteries put in, so I had to rely on Ren 
& Emma’s lights for the rest of the cave.
 
This tight passage eventually opens up into a huge 
chamber, large enough to fit the OUSA building, 
with a river flowing through the middle of it bot-
toming out into a sump pool (where a cave pas-
sage continues completely underwater, diving gear 
required) lined with tributary waterfall flowstone 
formations. We got out of the cave around 1am – 
there’s no difference between day caving and night 
caving after all.
 
Day 3 – Nothing really happened today. We slept 
in and drove to Westport to meet up with friends. 
Found a secret beach along the way, down an un-
marked trail with a huge hole in a cliff you had to 
go through and climb down a fixed rope to get to 
the beach. I spent the entire drive holding the cam-
era lens up against the air vents on full heat.
 
I guess nothing bad really happened today. Besides 
the fact that our friend went Paua diving to suss our 
dinner, and then discovered he was allergic to shell-
fish by projectile vomiting at 3am and then passing 
out on the bathroom floor.
 
Day 4 – Today we drove down to Greymouth to 
hit up a mellow canyon. We spent an hour or two 
bombing down little waterfalls and swimming 
across deep pools through a narrow slot. The can-
yon walls were tall smooth sandstone and mostly 
unclimbable. There were a couple tiny ledges, and 
we had a riveting discussion about who would get 
to use them if a flash flood hits. You’re probably 
guessing where things were going to go wrong. JK, 
this isn’t the part of the trip where one of us almost 
drowned. There was even an overturned car lodged 
down the middle of the canyon.
 
My camera had dried out enough to be functional, 
so we took it with us in a dry bag along with all 
our phones. All throughout the canyon we stopped 
to get our tech out for photos, and we never had 
any problems keeping them dry. But between our 
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last photo stop and swimming out of the canyon, 
the dry bag somehow took a bunch of tiny rips 
too small to notice, but enough to let water in. We 
didn’t realise this until we got back to the car and 
unpacked. Emma’s phone died for good, and my 
camera had more water sloshing around in it than 
ever, this time with dirt and grit in it. I spent the 
next couple days holding the camera up against the 
heater again, but when it still wasn’t turning on by 
the third day I put it away for good.
 
Day 5 – This was our biggest day – we had a 5am 
start for a quick mission up the Fox glacier. The 
original plan was to crash at Chancellor Hut, but 
an overnight weather update changed our minds as 
our neurological evolutionary adaptations for sur-
vival helped us decide that frolicking off a glacier 
in a storm the next day could impede our ability 
to procreate and pass on our genes and ensure the 
survival of the human species. So we decided to 
make it a day trip.
 
Due to the same storm last year that obliterated 
the Franz Josef state highway bridge, there was no 
longer proper access to the glacier. The only DoC 
track in the area was a tourist lookout starting right 
off the West Coast highway, which ended 3km away 
from the glacier terminal. Past that were lots of icy 
river crossings up the moraine valley, followed by 
a long scramble up the rock-fall minefield of a ter-
minal face, where house-sized boulders tethered 
precariously on suitcase-sized rocks all around us. 
5 hours in we finally found flat-ish blue ice for our 
picnic.
 
As it turned out, anyone could flip coins and pre-
dict the weather better than MetService, and our 
blue sky forecast faded away as the storm rolled in 
a day early. We quickly packed up our picnic and 
hopped our way back the way we came – across 
narrow but deep slots in the ice, and down a boule-
vard encouragingly known as ‘Suicide Alley’, which 
is an unavoidable section towards the terminal be-
tween ice too sheered and crevassed to traverse and 
an active slip of a moraine wall.

 On the way up, we had seen long intact stretches of 
the old glacier access road on the other side of the 
valley from us, decimated only by a couple slips a 
few hundred metres long each. We decided to take 
this road out of the valley instead to avoid redoing 
all the river crossings. After scrambling the 2 long 
slips, we were on the road and thought we home 
free. This was false.
 
Turns out, while we were still below the bushline 
on the tourist DoC track across the valley, we could 
not see that most of the road towards the end of 
the valley had been obliterated by the floods. This 
stretch of road cracked and ended in random plac-
es as if a monster had taken bites out of the road. 
Chunks of asphalt lined the river bank and stuck 
out of the rapids below. Most times there was 
enough road left for us to skirt around the drops, 
but 4 or 5 times the road completely disappeared 
and we had to downclimb into the river and look 
for the road again down valley.
 
We considered crossing the river back to the DoC 
track, but at this point the main river had changed 
from a mellow flow into graded rapids. Some sec-
tions of missing road didn’t even have a shore, so 
we had to wade downstream with the flow. Each 
time we found the road again we thought “surely 
this is it”, and each time Mother Nature said “no 
fuck you”.
 
The last time the road disappeared into the river, 
the drop was roughly 20 metres, and so we had to 
abseil off an old road barrier that was bolted into 
the ground. The length of missing road here looked 
about 200m, and we had to climb and bushwhack 
our way back up the other side. Total car-to-car 
time clocked in a little under 12 hours.
 
Day 6 – The storm was really starting to take shape, 
so we yeeted off the West Coast and headed for the 
canyoning haven that is Haast, where deep blue 
pools & intimidating waterfalls are contained with-
in tall smooth inescapable walls of schist.
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So there we were at the edge of this one fateful 
waterfall, rigging an abseil like we’ve done so hun-
dreds of times before. This time however, distract-
ed by the beauty around me, I absent-mindedly 
worked in rock-climbing mode, coiling the rope 
and throwing it over the edge. This is a big no-no 
for abseiling into a pool of water, especially if it’s 
through a waterfall, as hydraulics, debris, or sim-
ply the way the rope falls could twist or knot the 
rope and jam your belay, and you can’t see it in the 
white water until it’s too late. Which is exactly what 
happened.
 
My belay jammed just as I was rapping through the 
brunt of the waterfall – the worst possible spot to 
be stuck mid-abseil. The jam stopped me from de-
scending any further, but the unrelenting force of 
the water pinned me down so I couldn’t move up 
to take my weight off the belay. Essentially, I was 
being waterboarded. I wasn’t expecting to hold my 
breath for long so I inevitably gasped for air, but 
that just felt like someone unleashing a fire hose di-
rectly into my mouth. All I could think was, ‘This is 
it. This is what it’s like being on the receiving end of 
a torrential bukkake gangbang’.
 
Fortunately, this waterfall was mildly overhanging 
and there was a 2-foot air pocket between the water 
and rock, so I spun myself on the rope to hang up-
side down with my head in this space and I could 
breathe again. I also had a Figure-8 belay instead 
of an ATC, which is specifically designed for sit-
uations like these, allowing for smaller knots to 
pass through if you squeeze hard enough. My be-
lay biner, on the other hand, was not large enough, 
so I only dropped another 6 inches before getting 
jammed again. But those 6 inches were all I needed 
(that’s what she said), and I was then able to reach 
a little foothold in the rock to momentarily take my 
weight off the belay and free myself.
 
Day 7 – Today we boosted down South with one of 
the Shotwell multipitches on the agenda, but alas, 
the rain caught up with us just as we blew past the 
Divide. Fortunately we had packed a $25 inflatable 

Kmart boat, and up until that point we had no idea 
what we were going to do with it. But as we boosted 
towards Milford Sound we thought, “3 people pad-
dling a 2-person inflatable in the fiords on a rainy 
day – what could go wrong?”
 
The harbour master told us that only the inner fer-
ry docks were restricted waters, and the rest of the 
sound was fair game. We weren’t planning on going 
far, only to Bowen falls and back, and the paddle 
out was a fun little challenge with dodging ferry 
traffic and surfing the wakes. We made it to Bow-
en easy, and the falls were more majestic than ever 
towering over us at the bottom.
 
Keeping with the theme of this entire trip howev-
er, at some point between docking at the falls and 
returning to the water, our not-so-trusty inflata-
ble had accumulated a couple punctures. At first 
we attributed the mild deflation to the cold water 
shrinking the air pressure (based on past sends on 
the Dart River & Tasman Lake). We began pump-
ing air again and quickly got back on the water, 
only to sink almost immediately. We then located 
2 punctures and we tried setting off again with 
Emma plugging the holes with just her hands, Ren 
working the pump, and me paddling. We made it a 
whole 5 extra meters before sinking again.
 
Long story short, harbour control had to come get 
us, but by some wonderful coincidence, this was 
also the one day their only speedboat had broken 
down, so they had to paddle a pontoon out to us. 
The rain was really starting to pick up too, so we 
put on our wetsuits and went cliff jumping at The 
Chasm and then called it a day.
 
Day 8 – We hadn’t gotten a single day of climbing 
in on this trip, but we were determined. But first we 
went to an alpaca farm, and the owners let us hang 
out with the alpacas for free!
 
After getting our prescribed dosage of alpaca, we 
set course for a multipitch in Kingston. Nothing 
bad happened today really. Just a minor hiccup on 
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the last pitch where the belay was directly under an 
overhanging traverse, and the anchor was another 
20 meters past that, so verbal communication was 
pretty much impossible when rigging for the sec-
onder. We never established any rope tugs either, 
and the intense rope drag over the overhang com-
plicated things even more.
 
We decided to play it safe – I was the first one up, 
so I rapped back down to clear the drag and clar-
ify when the seconder should start climbing, then 
prussiked back up. We cleaned up sometime in the 
early evening, then made the drive back to Dune-
din with the sun dipping over the horizon behind 
us. 

Did I also mention that this entire week had also 
perfectly synced up with both Ren & Emma’s “that 
time of the month”? I’m still finding the odd tam-
pon wrapper in my car. •

Day 1: Car trouble (EY) 

Day 4: Canyoning w/ Ren & Emma (EY) 

Day 2: Litt’l Ren in a Litt’l ‘ole (EY) 

Day 5: Glacier picnic (EY) 

Day 5: Approaching the fox (EY) 
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Day 5: No road? No problem (EY) 

Day 6: Cosy canyoning (EY) 

Day 7: Say cheese (EY) 

Day 7: Ren’s Bird impression (EY) 

Day 7: Ren’s fish impression (EY) 
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Day 7: Titanic? (EY) 

Day 8: Alpacas... why not (EY) 

Day 8: Emma on the multipitch (EY) 

Day 8: Hanging out (LK) 

Day 8: Ren on the wall (EY) 

Day 8: EMMA on the up (EY) 
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“Honey nuts, honey nuts? Anyone want honey nuts?” 
I realise that the super energetic guy offering every-
one honey coated nuts is one of my group members 
and quickly say hi while I’m sorting everything out.  
By sorting things out, I refer to myself having a mini 
panic and stress out. It’s our first trip without Jake, 
our absolute legend of a bus driver, and I don’t want 
to get off on the wrong foot with our new driver 
(Jake’s boss) by holding him up. Thankfully, telling 
everyone that the time we’re leaving is half an hour 
before the bus is even due to arrive worked out well.
 
On the bus I try to make conversation with our 
bus driver. “Do you like tramping?” “No.” “Oh, okay. 
What do you like doing?” “Fishing” “Cool! What type 
of fish do you like to catch” “Any” “Hahahah I know 
that feeling. Where do you like to fish?” “Places”. 

I wait, but he doesn’t elaborate. I’ll spare you the 
transcript of the rest of our conversation, although 
it wasn’t particularly long. Overall he’s a nice chap 
but far from the dad-joke fuelled, Pak’n’save voice 
replicating Jake we all know and love. Oh, and 
reaching over him to change the songs on my 
phone was getting to be pretty awkward, so I just 
queued a bunch of karaoke songs (sorry!) and let 
him be. He seemed to prefer this.

We stop at Albert Town campsite for the night as 
our usual campsite is out-of-action temporarily. 
That’s when I find out that it’s 10 hours before our 
driver is allowed to drive again. Damn, we have over 
an hours drive in the morning (including dropping 
a group off at Hawea on the way) and there are a 
couple of groups who were hoping to get an early 
start. I pass on the bad news to the relevant leaders 
and go about setting up tent flies. A punter gives 
me a hard time about not having an actual tent for 
him to sleep in (despite all communication saying 
to bring a tent if you want one because we only have 
flies), and also I’m a “dumb bitch” because I didn’t 

HONEY NUTS, 
MT ARMSTRONG & 
LEGSTRONGER
ASPIRING NP, MT ARMSTRONG
JENNIFER PALMER

Robin considers it is a long way back to the hut as the sun sets (KL)
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put pyjamas on the gear list. He cheers up once I 
find him a tent for the night.
Saturday morning passes with less insults directed 
my way, although no-one was really buying into my 
sing star competition on the bus. To be fair, most 
were still waking up and I was “far too energetic for 
this time of morning”. A group led by Kevin and I 
headed up to Brewster hut, where we ditched most 
of our gear and continued up to Mt Armstrong. It 
was a bit of a steep slog, resulting in a few dad jokes 
from me about how it should be called “Mt Leg-
strong” not Mt Armstrong. Between Kevin’s photo 
shoots, my poor fitness, and a few group members 
not feeling too secure on the rock, it was slow go-
ing. “Mumble, mumble, mumble, the strobe light 
is so heavy” complains Robin. Yes, we had a strobe 
light, a camera, a few choices in lenses, and a tri-
pod. “It’s so heavy” continues Robin. Kevin was on 
a photo mission and gave the strobe light to Robin, 
who was perhaps the only person on this trip actu-
ally getting strong arms. On the way up, I received a 
lesson in python from John and many more honey 
nuts from Robin. Seriously, the guy has a seemingly 
endless supply.
 
The summit provided a gorgeous view of the 
Brewster glacier and towards Mt Brewster, and we 
stopped for quite some time having a photo shoot, 
complete with strobe light and umbrella. It was 
getting later and later in the day, and the sun was 
moving down the mountain much faster than we 
were. The sunset was stunning and Kevin set up 
his tripod. “Kevin, what the hell are you doing?” 
“Getting some pictures. *nervous laugh* Robin, 
can you come back up this way. Yeah, there.” “Hey 
ahh Kevin, do you think that maybe we ought to 
get onto slightly friendlier terrain before we com-
pletely lose the light? Many of our group don’t have 
head torches”. “Oh yeah.” Anyways, Kevin’s sunset 
pictures were stunning, and I picked a short cut off 
the steep rocks into a gully that looked safer. We 
walked down the gully in the dark and back to the 
warm hut, where most of us slept on our mats in 
the kitchen rather than bother pitching tents.

Sunday morning, Kevin and Isla get up for a sunrise 
photo shoot while I make porridge. We split into 
two groups, Kevin taking most of our group to the 
glacier while I take the rest of our group and a cou-
ple from the Brewster hut group up Mt Armstrong 
a little way to get a view across to the glacier. All 
groups make it out to the bus in time for their pick 
up, although the Hawea group look like they need a 
decent hug after walking quite a few extra km to get 
to the bus pick up. No helicopter rescues, no groups 
out late, and everyone having a great time. I’m pret-
ty relieved at my first time trip organising. We can 
talk about the total mess I made of the budget later 
(sorry Cameron!!!).

Final note:
Kevin was going to be the one writing this article. Go-
ing through the photos over a year later brings with 
it a beautiful, bittersweet pain. This was the first of a 
few trips together, before his body was found in this 
same region less than a year later. This trip will forev-
er hold a special place in my heart. The sunsets don’t 
have the same magic when we photograph them and 
the mountains aren’t the same without your smile. 
We miss you Kevin. •

Honey nutters ISLA & ROBIN... (JP)(KL)
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John was the only one who fulfilled Jenni’s 
desire for inflatables (KL) 

Looking down on the brewster group’s camp (KL) 

Sporadic Cairns on the route to armstrong (KL) 

extremely well lit group photo (KL) 

Kevin’s strobe light set up (not kevin) 

(not kevin) 

Time to get out the few headtorches they had... (KL)

Isla exploring the glacier (KL) 

glacial melt (KL) 

Kea and morning frost (KL) 
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Cameron Flat. Camerons Creek. Cameron Track. 
Cameron Hut. Cameron Wright. It had to be done 
really. Maybe it was fate. Some would say it was his 
destiny.

We pitched our trip into Cameron Hut as a fishing 
and tramping expedition. The Makarora River is a 
world class fishery, so surely Cameron Creek would 
hold plenty of fish as well? Perhaps we should have 
seen the signs at the pre-meet that fishing on an 
OUTC trip was bound for disaster. One punter 
asked if the club was providing the fishing gear. 
Another if he could fish without a licence. Unfor-
tunately if they attempted this, Cameron would’ve 
been legally obliged to confiscate all of their gear.

On Friday night we assembled at OUSA. Salomé 
realised on arriving that she did indeed have to 
bring her own food, and after a record-setting trip 
to New World was back in time to get in the van. 
She got a bit of flack from Aidan, who then realised 
he’d also forgotten to bring any lunch and had to 

foolishly buy a couple extra kebabs at our dinner 
stop. We stayed at the Boundary Creek Campsite 
and woke up the next morning to find there was 
a lake there. Funny that. Some boujee muesli and 
yogurt for breakfast and we were on our way.

Saturday started with small navigational faux 
pa. We parked in the wrong place, Cameron Flat 
Campsite, which is not to be confused with Camer-
on Flat where Cameron Track actually starts. Con-
fused? We certainly were (too many Cameron’s!!). 
Our confusion turned to embarrassment when 
the bus drove past us tooting - we should have just 
looked at the map.

After about 30 minutes of walking any dreams of 
catching a fish were quickly dashed. It turns out 
that Cameron Creek flows over a 40 meter water-
fall which is not marked on the topo map. There 
is no way any fish is getting over that. Perhaps this 
is a sign that fishing and OUTC trip’s are not to be 
mixed. From then on, our walk mainly consisted of 
very frequent toilet breaks, our punters not want-
ing to cross a chilly river, and some very interesting 
conversations.

One highlight of the conversation was that one 
punter reckoned her mum Jackie used to date the 

THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL 
FISHING TRIP OF ALL TIME
ASPIRING NP, CAMERON HUT.
CAMERON WRIGHT & AIDAN BRAID

ISLA & SOPHIE AT CAMERON CREEK (AB)
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lead singer of The Exponents, and was the inspira-
tion for the absolute kiwi classic: Why Does Love 
Do This to Me. Ranked at #47 on the Top 100 New 
Zealand Songs of All Time list, and the third best 
drunken party kiwi sing-along, only bested by Slice 
of Heaven by Dave Dobbyn and Bliss by Th’ Dudes, 
you can argue which one is best. That’s surely the 
greatest claim to fame I’ve ever heard.

On Saturday afternoon we tried to bush bash up to 
the bushline, racing a setting sun. Unfortunately we 
didn’t make it all the way to the top, but a few peo-
ple’s comfort zone’s were definitely pushed. Aidan’s 
GPS-like navigational abilities were put to the test 
and in a feat of map-less navigation, managed to 
retrace our steps in the setting sun boulder by boul-
der. For dinner we cooked up a pesto pasta which 
was “better than I would get at home. I didn’t think 
tramping food could actually taste nice!” - anon 
punter. That night we couldn’t help wondering if 
Kerry’s groups were staring down at us from up on 
the tops.

On Sunday we had a lazy late breakfast and set off 
in search of some sun. Kerry’s group caught up with 
us just after the river crossing and we stopped to 
have lunch together. As Aidan finished off his final 
kebab, which had gallantly held up far better than 
expected, one of Kerry’s punters pulled out a mas-
sive jar of peanut butter for lunch. The two of them 
provided plenty of entertainment for everybody as 
we warmed up in the river bank sun.

Back at the trailhead we had to face the embarrass-
ment of walking half an hour back up the road to 
get the van. A kind local took pity on us and gave 
us a ride, he thought we were hitchhiking and 
laughed when we asked to be let out just 5 minutes 
down the road, churrr! Afterwards we checked out 
the Blue Pools, a few people jumped off the bridge 
and everyone went for a swim in varying states of 
dress. Embarrassingly, the entire van ride back to 
Dunedin consisted of everyone singing along to the 
song Old Town Road by Lil Nas X feat. Billy Ray 
Cyrus. Without a trout the least successful fishing 
trip ever, thanks to the team for coming along! •

PUNTERS ON THE TRACK (AB)

CAMERON AT CAMERON HUT (IE)

CAMERON & AIDAN AT CAMERON CREEK (IE)
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Supposedly I was picked up, bleary eyed, around 5 
o’clock in the morning. I remember unsuccessfully 
trying to go to bed early that night and then wak-
ing up in Jamie’s car, but nothing in between. I’d 
offered to drive, and then quickly started snoring 
a sweet little whistle in the back seat. On the drive 
to Wanaka we watched the sun slowly rise and light 
up a new day. As we got nearer to Rowan’s place 
we started wondering if the others were awake and 
getting ready, it was just a feeling, but our fears 
were realized when no one responded to any of our 
messages. Upon arriving we expected to encounter 
people running around flapping their arms around 
in the air, but the reality was even worse: slow, tired 
faff. While they were doing that I pinched a cutting 
of Rowan’s flatmates string-of-pearls houseplant, 
which I’m sad to say ultimately died; I don’t think it 
enjoyed the car ride home very much.

Finally, we stuffed everything in the back of Row-
an’s shiny new jimny and set off. I braked on ice 
and slid Jamie’s car going through Haast Pass, 
causing everyone to screech, but managed not to 
crash. Amusingly we drove from clear blue skies to 

grey drizzle, but no one wanted any more cluster-
ing. We basically stopped on the side of the road 
between the two bridges for the Macpherson and 
Gout creeks, committed some more faff, then 
walked straight into the bush. All was fine in the 
world as we meandered up towards where a ridge 
formed at around 700m, and then it started to get 
a little steeper and bluffy… I’d say on a linear scale 
of 1 to “if it’s green it goes”, parts of this would’ve 
been around a 7 or an 8. At one point I remember 
looking up and seeing Tōrea’s face sticking through 
what I thought was the canopy, way up above me, 
but she was standing on the ground. We all got 
pretty adept at the art of moss climbing; similar to 
ice climbing by being fairly vertical and each route 
being trashed after three people, but you just punch 
into the soft soil with your fists for hand holds.

A few of us made a pack train by throwing them up 
to the person above, who was also hanging onto a 
tree branch with one leg dangling in the air. I was 
loving life, this combined my four favourite things: 
climbing trees, tramping, getting my hands covered 
in mud, and laughing uncontrollably at each oth-
er when we slipped and went sliding back down to 
the start. It was gonna be fun tomorrow to get back 
down all this! As our party progressed, we ascend-
ed into the misty clouds, and it gave you an eerie 
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feeling of not knowing how high up you were. It’s 
like the feeling when you’re skiing in a white out 
or driving back during the day over steep country 
you previously went over in the night. If you don’t 
worry about it, your mind ignores the fact that you 
don’t know what’s there, but when you stop and 
think it imagines all sorts of crazy stuff. It was real-
ly pretty, watching the moisture clad wisps pouring 
through the trees and finding spider webs sparkling 
with beads of water, until we all got completely 
soaked to the skin.

The forest started to thin, and we found a nice spot 
for lunch on leaves scattered under a tall spindly 
dracophyllum tree. Everyone debated what flavour 
of hummus is the best and what the most preferred 
fruit to take tramping was while we passed choc-
olate around. Then we set off again trudging up 
towards the 1254 point. It took much longer than 
expected to reach the bushline, shouldering our 
way through the dripping undergrowth. While I 
was optimistically hoping to rise above the cloud 
to sunny blue skies, everyone else turned out to be 
correct. When we triumphantly reached the tus-
socks and headed up to the high point it was clear 
progressing much more today wasn’t going to help 
as our camp needed a water source. Then came one 
of the most hilarious, jerry rigged, and fantastic 
camping experiences of my life. We cleared a spot 
in the snow and set up two tents, joined by the 
vestibules to create a kitchen and keep the drizzle 
out. While Conor did some ice fishing to fetch us 
some water from the nearby tarn, we all began the 
tedious task of stripping off all our soaking clothes 
standing in the snow. The tent occupants were then 
distributed by shoulder width into the two-man 
tents, and packed into bed. However, being in the 
uphill tent meant that all the cooking steam turned 
our side into a dripping sauna, so we had to make a 
chimney in the kitchen to let it all out. A war waged 
over whose side was better, with items of food 
hurled through the kitchen into either room and 
threats of a Scarpa Manta to the head. Many cups 
of tea were drunk, and then cheesy couscous din-
ner disappeared, along with a delicious chocolate 
self-saucing pudding.

That night I was voted as tribute to be sandwiched 
in between Tōrea the teaspoon and Conor the soup 
spoon for a night of synchronised rolling over (I 
was the cuddliest looking). A stark contrast to the 
worse side, where snuggles were strictly prohibit-
ed, as Jamie was not a fan. We told embarrassing 
tales and talked about dreamy alternative societies. 
Tōrea told us about this sci-fi book, where mar-
riages are composed of four partners: two men and 
two women, each from a day race and night race. 
Each spouse was sexually romantic with their two 
race counterparts and platonic with their same race 
partner. Try and figure that one out, quite the con-
versation to be having while being spooned by two 
people… my two race counterparts haha!

The next morning, we got up early, chucked a brew 
on from our sleeping bags and smashed down 
some porridge. The sky was brilliant and clear, and 
we packed up our camp under the glittering stars 
that judged us for being so small and insignificant. 
Everything was pretty frozen, especially Conor’s 
soaked pants that he’d forgotten to put under his 
sleeping mat and were now solid. We trudged our 
way up the ridge in the dark, through the icy tus-
sock chandeliers and snow, until the shining glori-
ous sun began to rise from behind the mountains 
behind us. A divine golden band hovered on the 
horizon above the pure white peaks, dissolving into 
the bright clear blue sky and then navy blue with 
the few persisting stars. Then all of a sudden, we 
could see the clouds; those sunken down in the val-
ley, ghostly and white below us, as well as high in 
the sky, alive with a fiery flush up above. It was such 
a beautiful sunrise.

We skirted along the ridge and reached Macpher-
sons Knob for morning tea and stopped to figure 
out where to go next. The original plan was to aim 
for Lake Barra or even West Peak or Mount Camp-
bell, but the traverse along from square top looked 
quite tricky with the snow slopes. We had an amaz-
ing view of the Haast River and out to the Tasman 
Sea, and could see a gathering front approaching. 
So, we proceeded to have a huge snowball fight on 
top of the knob, which looked really crazy! Every-



213

WESTCOASTMACPHERSON KNOB: A SNOWY TIP FIGHT

one appeared to be standing on a pedestal with 
sheer drops on all sides, when in reality it was a 
huge flat knob. Instead of following our footsteps 
down we decided to head towards point 1482, si-
dle around below it, cross over the second tributary 
to Gout Creek at around 1200m, and follow the 
ridge down to the north of the stream. Crossing the 
stream turned into a giant slide through the shrubs, 
and we had our first casualty. Jamie didn’t realise 
until we stopped for lunch just a little further down, 
but his favourite water bottle had fallen off his pack.

Back into the bush we went, except this time we 
were sliding down the bluffs on our butts. We usu-
ally had two people up front scouting for impassa-
ble bluffs while the rest of us giggled our way down 
the main ridgeline. I found some pittosporum pat-
ulum (pit pat) which was exciting, and kept slip-
ping over paying more attention to the thickening 
canopy than my feet! At one point we came across 
a ravine like gorge, about 2m across and 10m deep, 
winding its way up the hill. On our side it looked 
crappy as to descend, but on the other side it was 
clear. Grass is always greener on the other side eh? 
So… Conor and Jamie decided to take the leap, an 
impressive feat, that they just cleared, while yelps 
of “WOOOHOO!!” resonated through the scrub-
by undergrowth on our side. The rest of us decided 
we weren’t particularly good at long jump at high 
school athletics and we continued descending. 
Eventually we joined again, and then followed a 
stream bed filled with utrica ferox (ongaonga) back 
down to the road. Along which I found a fantas-
tic ~5kg heart shaped rock I decided to carry out, 
that now resides in Rowan’s garden because I forgot 
about it. We drove back to Wanaka and got indian 
curry, making good use of their toilet sink to wash 
the blood and mud off our hands. After stuffing 
myself with as much garlic naan and palak paneer, 
I piled back into Jamie’s car for a pleasant trip back 
to Dunedin, watching the sun set in the moun-
tains behind us. I got dropped off outside my flat 
late at night, bleary eyed, some time late at night. 
How about that hey? Door to door service! What 
a weekend! •

Brew on the boil

UP to the knob

‘what do you mean we’re supposed to go up there??’
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So this is the story of how I let Andreaa talk me 
into hitchhiking from Haast Pass all the way back 
to Dunedin with really not much of a plan, because 
why not? We were in Fox Glacier volunteering with 
the clean up of the landfill that had been washed 
out in a storm. This caused tons of debris and rub-
bish to cover the Fox and Cook riverbeds, before 
stretching to the beaches. The total area was about 
1720 ha (about 1813 Rugby fields or 1177 Amer-
ican Football fields) and 64 km (~40 miles) of 
coastline. The initial clean up efforts were handled 
by the WDC (Westland District Council), but then 
they gave up and handed the reins over to DOC in 
June. The effort were split into 3 different zones, but 
by the end of July the end of Operation Tidy Fox 
looked to be close. OUSA organised 70 volunteers 
to be bussed over to help with the job on the last 
weekend on the clean-up, Andreaa and I among 
them. 

Saturday we got to the site around 8 am, the bus 
dropped us on the side of the road and military pin-

nies took us onto the riverbed. We were given vests, 
gloves and bags. There was a short safety meeting 
and then we were free to go off to play in the mud 
and dig up rubbish. It was quite a shit day out, driz-
zling and cold. At 10am it was tea and snacks to 
warm up, but any joy was smoldered out by the ever 
increasing rain. I was not feeling my best as I was 
soaked and covered in mud. At tea they told us that 
we were heading in for fear of hypothermia and 
quicksand conditions. I was really happy, on the 
bus I took off my wet pants and shivered in shorts 
and a borrowed jacket. We went back to our hostel 
to relax, but with our new-found time a group of us 
decided to go up to the Franz Joseph Glacier and 
have a look. I was feeling much better after a hot 
shower and lying down so I tagged along. 

Sunday we headed back out and I almost didn’t rec-
ognize the area that we had working in on Saturday 
because of the impact of all the rain. In saying this 
the weather was much nicer, we even had sun! 
Sunday afternoon we left from Fox Glacier headed 
back toward Dunedin, only at the Cameron Camp-
site Andrea and I jumped ship, grabbed our packs 
and waved goodbye to the certainty of a ride. I’m 
sure some of the passengers thought we were crazy 

TRAVELING BY 
THUMB
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or were confused, but we didn’t care (Although, be-
tween you and me, I was thinking to myself oh gee-
ze what the hell did I just get myself into! Instead of 
staying on the bus for the remaining 6 hours back 
to Dunedin I just jumped off for a night in a valley 
and no idea about how I was getting home.).
We seriously had no plan as we waved the bus off,  
well other than hitchhiking tomorrow. I turned to 
Andreaa and looked at her a little wild eye,  “We 
really just did that, we are doing this.” 
I think I might have also had a hysterical giggle, 
I was excited and stupidly naive about how well I 
could last out in a tent in winter. It was about 4 o’ 
clock in the afternoon and we still had light, so we 
didn’t want to set up our tent just yet and be tied 
down to our campsite and stuff. After a quick bath-
room break and clothes layering/readjusting we hid 
our tent in some bushes so we wouldn’t have to take 
it with us and set out for a short hike, just to kill 
some time.

We hadn’t planned on getting to the site this early, 
but there was snow in the forecast and the bus driv-
er wanted to get on the road a bit earlier so as not 
to get stuck or have to drive on bad roads. We had 
actually seen snow on the side of the road before we 
were getting to the site and it made us a bit nervous, 
but we did it anyway. In the forest in the shade there 
was a bit of snow too. Now I know that snow isn’t 
automatically cold, but I am gonna emphasize this, 
we decided to sleep in a tent in the middle of win-
ter in a valley that is surrounded by snow-covered 
mountains, when there was snow in the forecast!

The short hike was to Blue Pools and included a lit-
tle dip in the freezing cold glacier and snow melt 
water, but it actually felt really good, like a little 
ice bath for my tired feet. After our dip we headed 
back to the campsite to satisfy our hungry. On our 
way back we looked at everyone that passed us and 
judged how many people we thought we could get 
a ride from if we had been hitchhiking right then 
and there. At one point these two guys passed us 
bounding down the trail, once they got further 
away we turned to each other and with complete 
confidence and a laugh said at the same time, “They 
would pick us up.”

So dinner is really where the “we didn’t actually 
have a plan” comes in we decided to do this trip 
the Wednesday before (it being Sunday) and were 
very unprepared. We did not have a cooker and 
only one headlamp to share between the two of us. 
Our dinner, breakfast, and lunch all came from a 
loaf of worthless white bread, a jar of peanut butter, 
some hummus, and carrots. The sun had set on our 
walk back and we were out of light by the time we 
sat down for dinner after setting up our tent. Din-
ner was super yummy with cold smushed toast and 
dry peanut butter, I didn’t even have a knife I used 
my spoon. We felt slightly pathetic compared to the 
guys next to us in a warm camper trailer and music. 

It was only 6:15, and our tent was set up and we 
were cold. Lucky for us there was also these two 
guys who took pity on us and our pitiful tent and 
offered us a cup of tea. These two guys also hap-
pened to be the ones that had bounded past us on 
the trail earlier. And we were right, they would 
have taken us back to Dunedin, except they were 
headed in the opposite direction. One simple cup 
in their warm trailer camper turned into more tea, 
then card games and alcohol. Needless to say we 
got to spend a few hours in warmth and light, while 
being entertained. It made the night go by much 
faster, but also that return to our tent at around 
11:30pm so much harder. The temperature had to 
be 0 C or just below, I’m not really sure we didn’t 
have any cell reception, but I still have all my fingers 
and toes. That is thanks to a really warm sleeping 
bag that was left in my flat by previous internation-
al students. It was a night of tossing and turning 
and very cold toes, but morning came faster than 
I expected, thank goodness. Once I heard the birds 
chirping I knew we would have to get on our way 
soon, but I also knew how cold I would be once I 
left my sleeping bag and had to get dressed. There 
was more tea offered by our friends that we made 
last night, and once the sun began to break over 
the mountains it really did warm up. With the hike 
ahead of us we set off through the woods.

The morning was chilly and a bit frosty, the night 
had reached freezing and it snowed up on the 
mountain tops, but thankfully the snow was clear 

TRAVELING BY THUMB
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on the roads. I was with a friend the whole time 
which made the chilly morning go faster. We spent 
the first half of the day on a tramp past the Blue 
Pools. After our tramp and lunch of bread and pea-
nut butter we headed back to the car park hoping 
for a ride to Wanaka. We found a ride within an 
hour, from a man who had brought a hitchhiker up 
to the car park and was headed back out again. He 
was from Tasmania, and wore a leg brace. Let me 
tell you, after hearing his story it is safe to say that I 
never want to tear the tendon in my quad. The poor 
man was here for a ski trip with his buddies, but 
after an accident at a festival he was left unable to 
enjoy the trip. The ride was filled with my curious 
questions as a physio/kinesiology major. But I won’t 
bore you with those details, on to the next ride.

We got a ride to Wanaka where we stopped to enjoy 
some hot food (Domino’s Pizza), then tracked out 
of town to find a new ride. Next ride was a hunter 
and on his way to his buddies house in Luggate. He 
talked about his treks in the Wilderness and also 
his work as a rescuer for the people who got lost 
in the terrain. His top tip was that it is really im-
portant to always pack a PLB with you so you can 
signal for help if you need it!

Dropped off in Luggate with Andrea questioning 
my navigation skills, she was positive we were on 
the wrong road. A new sign was written up in the 
hope that aiming for the smaller hop to Cromwell 
would be easier. It was, our ride came from some-
one we had actually dismissed. This suburban mum 
and her high school exchange student from Swe-
den. They had been out shopping and were headed 
to a friends house just outside of Cromwell. They 
were kind enough to give us a ride into town and 
at the intersection that would take us towards Alex.
Our plan was to cross the bridge and wait for a ride 
on the other side, but we didn’t even get there be-
fore a commuter grabbed us and took us to Alexan-
dra. She was actually originally from Germany, but 
had a ton of interesting facts about the area around. 
There is a dam built between Cromwell and Alex-
andra and before the dam was built Cromwell was 
dismantled and relocated to higher ground. It is 
said that some of the old buildings still stand under 

the water. New Zealand is not a very old country 
so they take a lot of pride in the old stuff that they 
do have.

We never had to wait long for a ride, our average 
wait time was about 10 minutes, but the ride to Al-
exandra and then Roxburgh were the fastest two 
rides that we got. Both individuals were commuters 
and were headed home after work. The next ride 
came from a journalist who had recently returned 
to New Zealand after working in London as a TV 
show idea creator and researcher. Although this 
might sound exciting he said he found his work 
at the local paper now more rewarding. I have to 
say this ride was probably the most beautiful [Edi-
tor: the scenery or the driver?] due to golden hour, 
however we weren’t so happy about the encroach-
ing darkness.

We were running out of time when we arrived in 
Roxburgh, it was a race against time to get a ride, 
before we lost light in half an hour. Less and less 
cars were passing us headed out of town. Dunedin 
was still hours away so it was looking more and 
more likely we would spend another chilly night in 
the tent. Thankfully, just as we were losing hope a 
family took pity on us and we got a ride back to 
Dunedin, the family was on a day trip to Queens-
town and was headed back with their daughter who 
was a student at Otago.

We got home around 8pm Monday evening, and I 
let out a sigh of relief as I lay down on my bed that 
night. It was very surreal to be at the mercy of the 
kindness of others, and at times a bit stressful. This 
is an experience that I would never had gotten to 
do if it wasn’t for Andrea who sent me a text out of 
the blue one Wednesday night. I would do it again, 
I cannot express the experience in the right words. 
I loved it, although I’m not sure my mother would 
have if she had known! •

TRAVELING BY THUMB
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When my Austrian friend Marion asked if I want-
ed to come with her and a group of her friends 
from SLU (the other university near Uppsala) to a cabin in the 
woods called Lunsentorpet, I could hardly say no. 
Although there was a busy Whatsapp chat to or-
ganize the trip, not much organization was done. 
I focused on getting myself sorted and then work-
ing from there. Given I only have a 60 litre pack, 
I had plenty of room to pack unnecessary things, 
including far too much food. About the only thing 
we had arranged for certain was our meeting time 
and place, 2:15pm at a bus stop by the start of the 
track. This was about 40 minutes away by bike from 
Flogsta (the apartment complex I lived in) and I left around 
1:50pm… Safe to say I was in a bit of a flurry ped-
dling my way through the streets. Several wrong 
turns and a headwind later and I arrived thirty 
minutes late. There was no one there. Fuck, they 
must have left I thought. Then out of the trees came 
a Swissman, and we exchanged hesitant greetings, 
both trying to ascertain if we were both in the same 
party. He introduced himself as Kilian, interested in 

all things outdoors. We had plenty of time for small 
talk, as it turned out that the others had not even 
arrived yet. It took them another twenty minutes, 
with tales of flat tyres and other mishaps to explain 
their lateness. I was more relieved than anything.

My first impression upon entering the forest as 
that the track was more suited to ice skating than 
tramping. To safely navigate it one had to cautious-
ly venture around the edge, occasionally making 
the treacherous crossing when obstacles blocked 
further progress. This made the going slow, but this 
was not the worst, there was plenty of small talk to 
get through. The pines stretched skyward in an im-
pressive array of parallel lines, making me feel very 
distant from my own whenua. We climbed a whole 
20 metres or so to the high point of the track. Not 
exactly what you might call mountainous, although 
the vertical elevation had those from the lowlands 
calling for oxygen to be supplied. Thankfully for 
them we descended again, entering a marshy forest 
landscape, complete with boardwalks covered in a 
perilous coating of ice, just to make life interesting.

We followed good practice by stopping at each sign 
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post to reassemble our party, much to my disdain. 
Two of the boys were falling behind, the result of 
catching some sort of flu, alas, they pushed on, 
committed to at least suffer in beautiful surrond-
ings. Some of the party were cautious so that we 
did not get lost. To me this feat would be rather im-
pressive, given the flat nature of the land and the 
abundance of tracks with markers. With just 500m 
to Lunsentorpet we stopped again, at least this time 
Alice pulled out some cinamon buns for a touch of 
fika.

Once it was confirmed that the stragglers were still 
breathing I made it my mission to see the cottage 
before the sunlight finally failed. I nearly carked it 
multiple times, but by some sort of miracle I found 
myself emerging into a snowy clearing. Immedi-
ately to my left was a small wooden structure by a 
fire pit, which on first look could be mistaken for a 
rather ‘simple’ biv. Now that would have been cosy. 
A few more steps revealed our actual accommo-
dation for the night (except for you, Kilian). The 
cottage stood proudly behind a tricky section of 
ice that one could only assume acted as a defence 
mechanism in the night against drunk trampers.

The interior of the hut was warmed by a fire not 
yet burnt down. Boots off at the door, we wan-
dered into the interior. The cottage was furnished 
with a full dining suite, a bread oven, range and a 
bunkroom for 6. On one of the sturdy cabinets sat 
an array of retired gas lanterns and other suitably 
rustic decorations. It didn’t take long for the rest of 
our party to march in. We laid out fika proper and 
waited for our accompanying party that had after-
noon classes to arrive. When we were united with 
them the cottage was well and truly bustling. The 
exception to this was Thomas (one of slowly dying 
boys from before), who retired to the couch in the 
corner, struggling to maintain consciousness. What 
doesn’t kill you makes you stronger right?

As it turns out, the primal desire to assert mascu-
linity through fire is universal across all the civili-
zations of this earth. There was much flapping and 

pageantry around the bread oven as the boys, my-
self included, attempted to get a fire going, perhaps 
just for the sake of it. Stuffed with cake and warmed 
by fire, there was a lot of inertia to overcome to hav-
ing a campfire outside, in the pit I mentioned ear-
lier. I for one was sure to try it, I had been longing 
for a campfire the entire time I had been in Sweden 
up until that point. A small crew of us overcame 
the said inertia, and so we ventured out to repeat 
the fire dance. Flying embers and the glow of the 
flame drew the others outside in time, and soon 
our whole party sat around the fire with our assort-
ment of foods that were meant to be something like 
dinner. I had been a bit adventurous and brought 
flour to make damper. As soon as I added beer to 
it I realized that I had fucked up. The mixture had 
about as much chance of sticking to a stick as there 
was to finding a sober Swedish student during Val-
borg. I attempted to recover the mixture by adding 
oats. The result once cooked was a sort of doughy 
porridge. Maybe next time. Alice had wrapped her 
potato in tinfoil and asked us to ‘wash her potato’ 
as it was on our side of the fire. This confused me as 
it the potato looked quite clean to me, asides from 
a bit of soot.

One by one as the fire burnt down and the wine 
sunk in, the group retreated to the cottage. We 
gathered around the table, each with a cup of goon 
in hand (I know, very classy). We attempted to play 
Never have I Ever. I say attempted because it was 
more entertaining listening to Europeans trying to 
say ‘never have I ever’ than any of the actual con-
tent.

Had I never ever…. Never ever have I never… Ever 
have I never…

Perhaps the wine didn’t help. From that we pro-
gressed in a chorus of songs. Marion couldn’t let a 
chance to sing ‘Hell and Gore’ slip past. After we 
had exhausted our memories and the songbook 
we turned to Youtube to provide songs for our en-
tertainment. We finished the night with the ‘coin 
game’, which consisted of flipping a coin onto a 
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piece of cardboard, then drawing a circle around it 
and writing a dare inside it. If your coin landed in 
the circle of another, you had to complete the dare. 
By the nights close there were plenty of us with 
pants inside out, that’s for sure.

At the crack of dawn an advanced party left the 
warmth of the cottage to make it back for morn-
ing classes. I was in no such rush, my class stated 
at 1:15pm. When it did finally come time to get up, 
I was on porridge duty, something that fell within 
my skill set. The smell of porridge drew Kilian out 
of the shelter he had spent the night in (to test out 
his sleeping bag apparently, although I am of the 
opinion that he must say embarrassing things in 
his sleep). Our porridge was adorned with all man-
ner of flavorings, far fancier than anything I nor-
mally eat. At 10am a group of people arrived, they 
turned out to be the cottage keepers, who walked in 
everyday to chop the excessive amount of firewood 
that lay out the back. Their presence explained the 
smoldering fire in the cottage the day before. When 
10:30am rolled around I packed up in earnest, be-
fore making tracks myself out from the cottage and 
the forest.
It felt good to have finally discovered a bit of nature 
in Scandinavia. •

MARION TRYING TO CONVINCE US 
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The common theme of these posts seems to be me 
struggling to get out of bed. The trend continues as 
I struggled to get out of bed when my alarm rang 
one Saturday morning. Dragging myself out of bed 
I hurriedly assembled my things and jumped on 
my bike, furiously peddling in the direction of the 
train station. Now my brakes were a bit dodgy but I 
hadn’t had time to fix them so it really was a miracle 
that I made it to the train station at all. I met Mari-
on there and we promptly bought our tickets before 
jumping on the train.
As we sped north there was noticeably more snow. 
I tried to stay awake whilst Marion roasted me for 
being such a sloth. We got off the train after an hour 
in what seemed like the middle of nowhere. Luck-
ily there were some signs pointing us in the right 
general direction of the day’s walk on the Uppland 
Trail. This was how we found ourselves on a curi-
ous island, which at different times had been used 
by the army engineers as a base for bridge building 
practice and as a salmon farm. Because of this it 

was populated with collections of uniform but col-
ourful buildings which now form a museum.

At the other end of this collection of buildings we 
crossed over a bridge which led us to another “Up-
pland Trail” sign. Marion was confused by this, so 
as she mused over what we should do we went to 
investigate the bridge to the ‘scenic’ bridge to the 
right (that wasn’t really that scenic). Back at the sign 
Marion was even more confused, so we pulled out 
the map for a proper look. To me it was apparent 
that we needed to go right over the bridge, but Mar-
ion was sure we had to go left. After some debating 
I had to tell her to just trust me and we headed to 
the right. Thank god it turned out my judgement 
was correct, otherwise I would have been in big 
trouble! Marion was still confused but we pushed 
on, or at least tried to. Marion managed to slip over 
not once, but twice, much to my amusement.

This section of the trail wasn’t the most exciting, 
the lakeside was nice I guess but it was all fairly 
ordinary. Perhaps the most exciting activity during 
this section of the walk was counting the excessive 
number of benches that populated the track. This 

BUT HONOLULU IS 
IN HAWAII?
HONOLULUKOJAN, SWEDEN. 
SAM HARRISON

It snows at Honolulu... (SH)



221

OVERSEASBUT HONOLULU IS IN HAWAII?

being said the sun was shining beautifully on us 
when we stopped for lunch, so that’s something. 
Marion had prepared pasta which she generously 
shared with me, whilst I had packed bananas, flat 
bread and peanut butter. It was tempting to lie there 
in the sun all day but we knew we had to push on 
if we were going to make it to the hut in the light.
Not long after our lunch stop we were skidding 
down icy roads, obviously heading towards some 
kind of settlement. It was an art form to remain up-
right on such a road. There was the odd farm build-
ing to remind us that people actually live out here. 
The scenery was very picturesque.

Around a bend in the coast we passed by a bird 
watchtower that stood guard over the lake. Further 
along we encountered with increasing frequency a 
number of jetties and boat houses. The sun stood 
pristinely over the scene from the far side of the 
lake. This was good for morale and the change 
of scenery an effective antidote for boredom. I 
couldn’t help but stop to photograph every fea-
ture of interest we happened to come across. Mar-
ion must have great patience as I took A LOT of 
photos… woops. We could see just along the coast 
stood the village of Marma, which one might sup-
pose would be bustling in the Summer, but at pres-
ent was rather sleepy.

There wasn’t much to look at in Marma except for 
a couple of information boards in Swedish, so we 
soldiered on. As we entered the forest on the far 
side of the village we were confronted by a rather 
scary doggo barking and running towards us. It was 
a relief when the owner came around the corner on 
a quadbike and called it back. This however did not 
put us altogether at ease as the owner was almost 
barking as much as the dogs and made a point to 
stop and coral all three of his dogs. Made me feel as 
if I might lose a finger if one escaped his command. 
That was not the case however and we escaped the 
incident with all our digits.

After a brief section of road walking and crossing a 
large highway we entered a snowier forest section 

of the trail. We trundled past old military warning 
signs that we could only hope were now redun-
dant. The snow in some parts was about a foot deep 
which made for some rather tiring walking. Even 
worse was the presence of large swampy sections 
which the track ignored and cut straight through 
the middle of. As consolation at least we could en-
joy one of those Scandinavian sunsets that drags 
on, and on, and on. There were signs of moose and 
other large animals on the forest floor, although we 
sadly saw none.

Now all obstacles that we had past thus far were 
nothing compared to what was to come. We 
emerged from the forest into a clear-cut patch of 
land, stretching for about a kilometre. The snow 
was icy enough to hold my weight, at least for 2 or 
so steps, before it would plunge you up to the knee. 
To make matters worse we both weren’t equipped 
with gaiters, making for some very chilly legs. By 
the time we traversed this treacherous section of 
the trail it was properly getting dark, especially un-
der the canopy.

At one point I called a stop as none of our direc-
tions made sense given where we thought we were. 
I went to pull out my headtorch only to discover it 
had been turned on somehow in my bag and thus 
was running flat. Bugger. Somehow in the darkness 
I had an epiphany in regards to where we were on 
the map and we retraced our steps and once more 
set off on the right path. There were only a few more 
false leads after this but soon we stumbled upon a 
sign leading to the cabin. We both later admitted 
that in that final hour we had contemplated that we 
might not reach the cabin that night. It was a good 
thing we did, as we were making dinner snow be-
gan to fall quite heavily and this persisted through 
till the next day. We cooked our dinner over the 
fire in the centre of the cabin and illuminated the 
surroundings with a collection of candles. It was a 
rather cosy affair.

The next morning we watched the snow fall outside 
the window as we dug into our porridge. It was a 
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rather lazy start on part and so we didn’t get out 
of the cabin until the late morning. No worries, we 
had no where to be. Despite Marion’s protest we 
trundled down to where the ‘lake’ was supposed 
to be, in the opposite direction to the track out. It 
became apparent on reaching a clearing in the trees 
that this in fact was the lake, simply frozen over and 
snow covered. A little disappointing but it made for 
nice photos.

The walk out was about a quarter of the distance 
compared to the day before and was a reasonably 
uneventful trudge through fresh powder. The ex-
ception to this was an incident that occurred as I 
lead from the front. In front of me I observed the 
footprints on the track disappear in a suspiciously 
clear patch. I hesitated, and as I did so the ice un-
der me gave a sickening crack, plunging me shin 
deep in icy water. I gave out a yelp and clawed at 
the snow behind me to pull myself out. We reached 
the road just past midday and decided to try our 
luck hitch-hiking before the bus came. None of 
the Swede’s that past were keen to pick up a stinky 
tramper, can’t see why? •

MARION APPRECIATING ICE (SH)

MARION ON DIRECTIONS 
AGAIN... (SH)

DO IT... YOU WON’T (SH) 

THERE IS WATER UNDER THERE (SH)

HAPPY HITCHHIKER (MW)
ICESKATING (SH)

OPTIMISTIC PLODDING (SH)
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INSERT TRIP OVERSEAS

After an unfortunate couple of days going over 
Cascade Saddle, which culminated in melted butter 
through my entire pack, getting attacked by a pack 
of 8 kea, breaking my phone and nearly cutting my 
thumb off while climbing on the Dart Glacier I had 
decided that my next trip would be closer to the 
ocean.  I heard about the muddy, rugged, (kea-free) 
beauty of Stewart Island from a Dutchman while 
we were hiding from sandflies at Daleys Flat Hut, 
It made an obvious choice for my next adventure.

Extensive research, which consisted of reading half 
a DOC pamphlet and watching a video of someone 
falling over in waist deep mud, helped me come 
up with an intended route - to ambitiously com-
bine the muddy Northwest Circuit with the even 
muddier Southern Circuit to more or less circum-
navigate Stewart Island. I gave myself a little leeway 
for hut days and summits of Mt Anglem and Mt 
Rakeahua with a generous 16 days. So, with an 80 
Litre 1989 Fairydown pack, weighing close to 40kg, 
armed with nine 250g Uncle Bens(TM) Mexican 
rice packets, 2.5 kg of pasta and an old fishing rod I 
got on the bus southbound for Invercargill.  

Day 1- Halfmoon Bay to Bungaree  
An uneventful shuttle to Bluff and ferry ride across 
Foveaux strait later I arrived in Halfmoon Bay. Ear-
lier that morning I had met another tramper wait-
ing for the shuttle, a wiry American named James 
Dexter, and as we had both intended to take the 
same route, we decided to combine forces. James 
had recently left the army, and he turned out to be a 
lot faster (and a lot more lightweight) than I was. I 
quickly realized that keeping up with him would be 
no easy task. This task was made more difficult by 
the fact that my pack, which had seen much better 
days, weighed close to 40kg (more than double his). 
Weight distribution was anything but even; I was 
having trouble keeping upright, let alone walking 
forwards. The simple solution I came up with was 
to just to try and walk really fast. That way the mo-
mentum from my astronomical inertia would con-
tinue to propel me forwards though anything that 
was in my way (Trees, rocks, people etc.). Still, it 
would be at least 3 days before I lightened my pack 
enough (by eating several kg of pasta) to keep up 
with James. But for now, we continued along wind-
ing roads, in the hot sun, passing what little ink-
lings of civilization Stewart Island had to offer.  

After a pleasant couple of hours on the Rakiura 
track, I reached the start of the Northwest Circuit 
and was immediately greeted with an exponen-

DID YOU EVEN GO 
WAIST DEEP BRO?
RAKIURA NP, NORTHWEST & SOUTHERN CIRCUITS. 
JAKOB MORGAN

Great views make the slog up Mt Angelum worth it! (JM)
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tial decrease in track quality, and an exponential 
increase in mud volume. Clambering gracefully 
through my first river of mud I quickly realized 
yet another flaw in my pack setup. My fishing rod, 
which I had brought to supplement my diet of pasta 
and Mexican rice, added an additional half a me-
ter to my height. This immediately became a huge 
problem as the NW Circuit and the Southern Cir-
cuit especially, are noticeably less well maintained 
than the islands Great Walk. In many respects this 
is good thing, however, it also meant that every 
single overhanging branch, vine and fallen log be-
came a prolonged squat with ~40 kg on back. Af-
ter 15 days of at least 20-40 of these squats a day, 
my quads and glutes were absolutely munted. To 
directly quote my diary at the time - “Fishing rod 
kept hitting every fucking branch, Fuck, Fuck, fuck”. 
Eventually, we dropped out of the trees to Big Bun-
garee Beach, and I made my way to Bungaree Hut 
where I holed up with the swarms of Germans and 
Dutch. In vain I tried to put a dent in my substan-
tial supply of pasta.  

Day 2- Bungaree Hut to Christmas village Hut 
The next day I awoke to drizzle and continued 
through undulating bush to Murray Beach. After 
following James’s footprints, I eventually caught up 
to him hiding out in an old hunter’s hut at the end 
of the beach. A break in the weather was unlikely 
so, we walked on in the rain, following slippery logs 
and old tram lines all the way through to Christmas 
Village.  

It was at Christmas Village Hut I met Kevin. Kevin 
was a solid beast of a Canadian. A chef by trade 
and a stoner by occupation, who lugged a huge red 
backpack with the flags of all the countries he’d vis-
ited stitched to the back and sides like trophy heads 
on the wall of a fireplace in a big game hunters 
trophy room. Being a chef, Kevin’s backpack was 
full of great food (and also weed), and he quick-
ly became the centre of attention of many envious 
trampers (for the food not the weed). The rib eye 
steak and fresh salmon he cooked up was a far cry 
from the pasta and rice I was going to live on for 
the next 2 weeks.

The main entertainment for the afternoon was 
when some Dutch dude with a massive blister on 
his ankle ended up catching a water taxi back to 
Halfmoon Bay. It was still only day 2, and Stewart 
Island had just had its first victim. 

Day 3- Mt Anglem  
The next morning, I woke up early and set off for 
the summit of Mount Anglem, the highest point 
on Stewart Island. I started off climbing up through 
slippery mud and roots in the dark and in good 
time I made it out of the lowland forest and into 
Manuka Leatherwoods stained a brilliant red by the 
sunrise. Steep, muddy, root sections continued as I 
climbed up through alpine scrub into the clouds. 
Thick mist reduced visibility to nil and in my in-
finite intelligence, I had left my rain jacket at the hut 
so my puffer jacket became completely drenched. 
After following yellow topped snow poles up windy 
ridges passing many cloudy false summits, I finally 
made it onto a dank alpine plateau with scattered 
poles which marked the top of the island (although 
with less than 5-meter visibility, you would never 
know it). So instead of lingering to take in the view, 
I quickly made a beeline for the hut to warm up my 
chilled bones.  

Christmas Village also presented my first and only 
opportunity to use my fishing rod for anything oth-
er than getting caught on branches. After collecting 
limpets for bait and covering myself head to toe 
with all the clothing I had (to keep sandflies at bay), 
I climbed out onto a boulder in front of the hut and 
started casting. I was successful, for about half an 
hour. After catching and releasing 6 cod in quick 
succession, I got a little too cocky trying to impress 
my fellow hut mates, who were watching with in-
trigue from the relatively sandfly-free hut. I cast out 
too far trying to catch something more sizeable and 
ended up catching a snag instead. I somehow man-
aged to lose pretty much all my line. Which if any-
thing was more impressive than catching a feed for 
the whole hut (although my fellow hut mates did 
not share this opinion). Needless to say, we didn’t 
have fish that night.  
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Day 4- Christmas Village to Yankee River  
The dense bush and undulating country contin-
ued through to Yankee River. Prehistoric ferns, 
tall Rimu trees and the occasional mud pit lined 
the way to Lucky Beach where all exposed trees 
were violently bent in the opposite direction of 
the prevailing wind. After arriving at an untidy 
Yankee River Hut, me and the two North Ameri-
cans settled into a game of darts (why don’t more 
huts have dartboards?). It was evident from the hut 
book that someone before us had trashed the place. 
Some quick detective work revealed a telltale illeg-
ible name followed by a slew of complaints (and 
carefully directed insults) about broken windows, 
burning rubbish in front of the hut, and rotting 
meat left in the kitchen.  

In the Afternoon, I went out looking for Paua with 
Dexter and Stoner-guy. This was yet another unsuc-
cessful Hunter-gathering endeavour, as it was high 
tide.  We instead decided to go looking for kiwi at 
dusk, which was equally unsuccessful; footprints 
and bone chilling mating calls was as close as we 
got that night.   

Day 5- Yankee river to Long Harry  
The next day me and James continued to Long 
Harry Hut, While Stoner-guy opted to stay be-
hind to wait for his ex-girlfriend. After crossing a 
footbridge over Yankee river, it was a quick grunt 
over Black Rock Point to Smoky Beach.  At Smoky 
Beach an old DOC signpost lay half buried in sand. 
And on that signpost, these works appear- “My 
name is DOC, Department of Conservation, look 
upon my works ye might and despair!”. Nothing be-
side remains, boundless and bare the sand dunes of 
Smoky Beach stretch far away... 

But not actually that far. After an hour of walking 
along sand dunes we made it to the western end of 
the beach.  After incredibly intellectual discussion, 
we decided to drop the packs and go bouldering 
along rocks to find some penguins. We crawled 
around a couple of little coves and bays, looking 
in the small caves for signs of penguins. We found 
a rockhopper perched staunchly on some rocks, 

seeming rather apathetic towards the two dirty 
trampers staring at it. Unfortunately, our penguin 
expedition was cut short when we started getting 
dive bombed by a pair of extremely aggressive oys-
tercatchers which seemed anything but apathetic. 
Defeated by the birds, and in the midst of a ‘Nam 
flashbacks of Cascade Saddle, we decided to turn 
around. It was at this point we realized we had 
misjudged how fast the tide was coming in. James 
pointed out how the rocky outcrop which we need-
ed to get back to our packs was rapidly disappear-
ing beneath the waves. James, who was still wearing 
shoes, ran for safety, while I hobbled clumsily along 
the sharp granite with cut-up bare feet. While clam-
bering over the last rocky point before the beach I 
was hit by a mistimed wave and was half swept out 
to sea. Fortunately, I was able to land on semi-sol-
id ground with now with shredded forearms to go 
with by ripped up feet.  

The rest of the walk to Long Harry was compara-
tively less eventful, so I had plenty of time to rest 
at the hut and explore around the beautiful rocky 
outcrops and fishing spots (which I couldn’t fish at) 
at the headland.  

That afternoon, the weather deteriorated somewhat 
as a rainstorm passed overhead. In the rainstorm 
a very loud and very wet group of teenage Ger-
mans arrived and took over the hut. This was the 
third large group of Germans on the trip (and did I 
mention they were loud?). Late that night, with the 
Germans still playing cards at great volume, me and 
James started scheming an escape plan. The next leg 
was tide dependent due to a rocky section of beach 
was only crossable at low tide. This left us with two 
options: either wake early and try and catch the last 
of the 6 O’clock low tide, and risk having to wait 
another 4 or 5 hours if we missed it, or have a nice 
sleep in and catch the 12 am tide with the Germans. 
We got up at first light, there would be no fighting 
the Germans on the beaches that day. 

Day 6 – Long Harry to Big Hellfire Hut  
After getting up a first light, we make quick pro-
gress past the rocky beach section with little fuss. 
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We even got to see our first kiwi, which walked 
right up to us in broad daylight. It peaked at the 
ground cautiously before acknowledging our pres-
ence with a nod and peacefully scurrying away. Af-
ter our kiwi encounter, we dropped down to East 
Ruggedy Beach, crossed the infamous quicksand 
without incident (surprisingly?) and followed a 
trail of colourful fishing buoys hung from trees all 
the way up to East Ruggedy Hut to have lunch. 

Unimpressed by East Ruggedy Hut, with daylight 
to burn, and with an imminent German invasion, 
we made the decision to continue onwards to Big 
Hellfire. After dropping down a steep sandy gully 
we made our way along the wild West Ruggedy 
Beach and up into the Ruggedy Mountains. In the 
Ruggedy mountains, James raced on ahead while I 
was bogged down by the shin deep mud.  

After more than 12 hours of walking, and 7 of those 
hours spent slogging through mud in the “raggedy” 
mountains, I had a 20-minute break on some high 
sand dunes before walking around the corner and 
finding Big Hellfire Hut less than 20 meters away. 
I arrived at Big Hellfire in a pretty bad way, with 
aching legs and sore feet after walking for 7 hours 
longer than I had originally planned.  
“You look like shit, dude”. 
“I know”. 
It was at Big Hellfire that I met Hannah, a self-pro-
claimed dirtbag climber/ wine connoisseur (an-
other Washington State native), who I would end 
up sharing a lot of traumatic experien … I mean 
who I would end up walking with on the Southern 
Circuit.  

After a dinner of more mexican rice, we all decided 
to go watch the sunset from the top of the dunes. 
You’ll have to take my word for it, but it was one of 
the most amazing sunsets I’ve seen in my life.  
I made a joke about how it would be funny if the 
sun set, then started to come back up just a little bit, 
before going back down again. Which wouldn’t be 
funny to any other human beings on earth, but for 
some reason, perhaps due to the ridiculousness of 
the situation, or life in general, or perhaps just from 
fatigue, the three of us laughed hysterically.   

Day 7- Big Hellfire to Mason Bay  
I awoke very sore the next day and continued on-
wards with wobbly legs which had been cramping 
during the night. Discussions of the New Zealand 
Wars, time travel, and Elon Musk daddy memes 
helped pass the time as we made our way through 
more steep muddy sections (although muddy was 
becoming an extremely relative term at this point), 
on our way down to Mason Bay. Almost slipping 
several times and almost stepping on a seal on the 
steep decent to the beach. We reached Mason Bay 
in the scorching afternoon sun after walking lei-
surely along the endless beach and climbing over 
sand dunes littered with the skeletons of long-dead 
whales.  

Day 8 – Mason Bay to Doughboy bay  
The 8th day of my trip marked the beginning of the 
Southern Circuit. It also marked the end of our run 
of good weather, which after a week of sun and little 
wind, quickly took a dramatic turn for the worse. 
The night before, while eavesdropping on some 
hunters, we vaguely overheard forecasts of thun-
derstorms and heavy rain in the afternoon through 
the static of a half-broken radio. We decided that 
the plan would be to get up early and get over the 
exceptionally muddy, and highly exposed, swampy 
summit before the worst of the storm hit. As we 
walked along the rest of Mason Bay, we quickly 
saw the prophecies that the radio had foretold. Im-
mense dark rolling storm clouds ominously loomed 
up from the south, while huge towering grey waves 
came ashore, splashing us with salt spray, deeply 
contrasting the beautiful calm blue sea from the 
day before. James, perhaps with more wits about 
him, raced on ahead of me, while I watched trans-
fixed to the mesmerizing grey overhead.  

The Southern Circuit didn’t start well for me. I 
got lost at the start after following sea lion tracks, 
which were somewhat more defined than the actu-
al track itself. I made it to the start of the swampy 
summit of Adams Hill in light rain, just in time for 
the storm to hit. In one of the more memorable 
moments of my life, while crossing one of the first 
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bogs, I went in up to my waist in mud. Now to an-
yone who is unaccustomed to going in up to their 
waist or “waist deep” in mud, there is nothing that 
will prepare you for the sensation. The cold, vacu-
uming feeling of being sucked into a bottomless pit 
with cool dank mud seeping into every pore and 
crevice. After going in up to my waist and panick-
ing somewhat after failing to find any resemblance 
of solid ground, I began struggling more, which re-
sulted in me temporarily sinking in up to my chest. 
Fortunately, right at that moment Hannah caught 
up with me, which was good because it’s not as fun 
to go balls deep by yourself.  

Hannah, who had nearly mistaken my unintelligi-
ble groans and cursing for a bear, promptly did her 
best to help me out by laughing her ass off for 20 
minutes while I crawled out of the squalor like a 
wet rat.  I distinctly remember thinking, as I was 
pinned down in the mud by my gargantuan pack, 
crawling hopelessly towards the side of the pit, as 
heavy rain started falling, and with Hannah laugh-
ing at me, that this is probably one of the lower 
points in my life. Unfortunately for Hannah, it 
wasn’t long until karma caught up with her, and she 
herself went in up to her waist too. 

After hailing ourselves out, progress over the mud-
dy tops was slow. There were many ironic remarks 
about how lovely the weather was as we continued 
from mud pit to mud pit in horizontal rain and 
thunder. From this point onwards “going waist 
deep” became a common catchphrase. We would 
often question each other “Did you even go waist 
deep bro?”, and chant “waist deep, waist deep!” every 
time we came across an oozing mud pit (which was 
often). 

Yet again I was also cursing myself for bringing a 
fishing rod, as I was essentially walking around with 
a lightning rod strapped to my back in the middle 
of a thunderstorm. While this gave us increased 
impetus to hurry up, there was little we could do 
to increase our rate of progress. Navigation was 
quickly becoming more difficult as visibility con-
tinued to deteriorate. Finding where to go was par-
ticularly difficult for Hannah whose rain-soaked 

glasses rendered her essentially blind. Somehow, 
through oozing cesspools and bogs, we eventually, 
we made our way over the other side of the swampy 
summit, and continued down the track, which was 
a full-on waterfall at this point, to Doughboy bay. 
We Reached Doughboy Hut completely drenched, 
and both infinitely thankful to James, who had put 
on the fire.  

Later in the afternoon, we were joined by a beard-
ed, Maltese man named Gerry, and a much young-
er English women who sort of sounded and looked 
like Lara Croft, but with a slightly lazy eye (which 
me and Hannah both later commented on). They 
seemed to have an awkward relationship dynam-
ic going on, where she thought he had taken her 
there to kill her or something. Gerry turned out to 
be kind of a pretentious wanker, as we later found 
out when he showed us his diet of dried Seaweed, 
mushrooms and ginger, and his leather backpack 
which he bought in “Paris” because didn’t like 
backpacks with “modern materials”. The cherry 
on top was when he told us he threw his broken 
tramping pole into the forest and made us swear 
to secrecy, threatening to kill us if ever told anyone 
(well guess what asshole...but for real please don’t 
kill me).  

Day 9- Hut Day at Doughboy Hut  
We awoke to some of the heaviest rain I’ve ever wit-
nessed. If raining buckets is a metaphor for heavy 
rain, this was raining swimming pools. The entire 
hut shook and reverberated as each bathtub of 
water was dumped onto our feeble shelter. Due to 
stricter time restraints, James, Gerry and Kate all 
continued onwards through a short break in the 
weather, while me and Hannah, rather more intelli-
gently, decided to stay behind.  

During brief breaks in the weather, we explored 
around Doughboy, finding a huge piece of pumice, 
an empty wine bottle and buoy with my name on 
it. But were soon forced back inside by high winds 
and more heavy rain, spending the rest of the day 
holed up in our sleeping bags by the fire, contem-
plated drinking straight canola oil.  
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In the late afternoon, we were abruptly interrupted 
by tall dark figure fully clad in rainproof gear. The 
figure turned out to be a man, and that man turned 
out to be a local fisherman named Andrew. Andrew, 
as it turned out, was probably only the other person 
crazy enough to walk through the torrential storm. 
His craziness was perhaps best demonstrated by his 
baked bean can opening technique which consist-
ed of violently stabbing it with a fishing knife and 
dragging it around in a rough, jagged circle. I guess 
can openers aren’t a thing here yet.  

After scoffing down a plate of baked beans, sausag-
es and white bread, Andrew revealed that he was 
also a hardcore Fiordland moose believer/ hunter, 
entertaining us with many tall stories about alleged 
sightings, hoof prints, and moose calls. Stewart Is-
land does things to people; Hannah and I had just 
escaped one borderline psycho and come across 
another nutcase. 

Day 10 – Doughboy Hut to Rakeahua Hut 
We left Andrew at Doughboy and continued the 
Southern Circuit mudfest. Me and Hannah climbed 
over Doughboy Hill in light rain and heavy winds 
and made our way out onto yet more mud. By this 
point, we were more than mud experts, we were 
mud connoisseurs; we could tell any type of mud 
from a single glance. There was Brown Mud, there 
was Black Mud, Dark Brown Mud, Light Brown 
Mud, Dark Black Mud, Yellow Clay Mud, Orange 
Clay Mud, Red Clay Mud, White Clay Mud, Grey 
Silty Mud, Oozing Mud, Bubbling Mud, Solid 
Mud, Ankle Deep Mud, Shin Deep Mud, Thigh 
Deep Mud, Waist Deep Mud, Chest Deep Mud, 
Bottomless-pit-certain-death Mud, Watery Mud, 
Muddy Water, Peaty Mud, Muddy Peat, Grassy 
Mud, Marshy Mud, Muddy Mud... Ah anyway... 
we dropped down from Doughboy Hill into more 
mash and bogs. The sections of track that could still 
be considered track were now knee deep in rain-
water. The remnants of wooden footbridges and 
logs were fully submerged beneath a foot of murky 
floodwater.  Each step became an act of blind faith 
as to whether you were still on the bridge or if you 

would sink up to your thighs or waist in freezing 
cold water.   

I remember turning around and seeing Hannah 
walking merrily and then completely disappearing 
in an instant. The log she was crossing collapsed 
and she plummeted dramatically (and rather comi-
cally) into a small creek. Fortunately, the only thing 
she hurt was her pride. Eventually the endless mud 
ended. We made it to Rakeahua hut and started a 
fire to warm up.  

Day 11- Rakeahua Hut to Fred’s Camp Hut via Mt 
Rakeahua   
Early the next morning, I set off for the cloud 
cloaked summit of Mt Rakeahua alone (Hannah 
didn’t seem so keen to go up). I took the pink bouy 
with my name on it (which I had brought from 
Doughboy) for comedic purposes (and because 
Hannah dared me to). Overnight, the heavy rain 
had briefly subsided, but the wind had picked up 
to an extremely strong gale. Alpine tarns resembled 
open oceans, with swells, waves and salt spray sat-
urating the mountain air. The alpine shrub provid-
ed an imperfect barrier for a time, but as the shrub 
gradually dissipated into alpine tussock it became 
more and more difficult to stand up. I was almost 
blown away several times before reached the cloudy 
summit. I spent several minutes resting against the 
tentatively standing shelter admiring the sheer 
power of the winds and the 10-meter views (which 
were becoming a reoccurring theme of my Stewart 
Island summits). Propelled by the winds, I abso-
lutely flew on my way back down. I reached Rakea-
hua Hut in no time, completely chilled and out of 
breath. As the adrenaline rush died down the hut 
seemed extra small and lonely. So, even though I 
had intended on having a rest day, I decided to con-
tinue onwards through the bog to Fred’s Camp to 
catch up with Hannah.  

Day 12- Fred’s camp 
We spent one day and two nights at Fred’s camp, 
playing cards, learning French and looking out 
over the harbour, waiting for the rain to pass; and 
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dreading the flooded tracks that awaited us. Late in 
the afternoon, a mysterious sailboat docked in at 
the wharf. Neither of us could see who it was from 
the hut. Hannah proposed that we should ask them 
for beer, and she said if it was a hot guy, she would 
sail off into the sunset with him. We both nervous-
ly approached the boat along the rain slickened 
wharf, unsure of what to expect, and asked to come 
aboard. It turned out to be a family from Dunedin 
who were looking for sharks. Given the unique ar-
ray of characters that Stewart Island had produced 
so far, I don’t think it surprised us in the slightest 
that they were shark hunters. If anything, they 
seemed more surprised that the two of us had made 
it through the rain and mud in what had turned out 
to be one of the largest storms to hit the island in a 
decade. We thankfully accepted the fresh fruit, hot 
chocolate and chocolate biscuits that they offered 
us, which, along with freshly caught mussels from 
the beach, helped to dull the monotony of having 
mexican rice for the 8th straight day in a row.   

Day 13- Fred’s Camp to Freshwater Hut  
After a cold night, we awoke to clear skies and set 
out into the swamp. An extra day of heavy rain 
had flooded some lowland sections up to our 
thighs with floodwater; we had finally reached 
true swamplands. We progressed slowly through 
the wetland with permanently saturated feet and 
cold legs.  However, we were soon hastened along 
by a rapidly approaching rain front that absolute-
ly chilled us to the bone. We arrived at Freshwater 
Hut in just 3 hours, as cold, muddy and miserable 
as ever.  

At freshwater hut we met Kevin’s ex-girlfriend, but 
Kevin was nowhere to be seen. We later found out 
that a day before, in the heavy rain, they had tried to 
cross a raging river on the way to North Arm Hut, 
and Kevin had only just made it across by grabbing 
onto a branch on the other side of the river, while 
his ex-girlfriend had to turn around. Crazy bastard.  

Speaking of crazy bastards, we were once again 
joined by Andrew who had come back to Freshwa-
ter from Mason Bay to retrieve his fishing boat. He 

even offered us a ride back to Oban, but neither of 
us loved the idea of being on a small dinghy with 
this man. Anyway, we both thought it would be 
more fitting if we finished on our own two feet.  

Despite high cloud, I decided to go for a jog up 
rocky mountain with poorly misplaced hope that 
I might actually get more than 10 meters of visibil-
ity on a summit for once. It turned out to be third 
time lucky. The cloud cleared and I finally got some 
views over the island. I could see all the way across 
the muddy microcosm that I had been slowly re-
volving around for the best part of 2 weeks. From 
Halfmoon Bay to the cloud-capped Mount Anglem, 
the Ruggedy mountains, Mason bay, Mt Rakeahua 
and the swamplands. After that, the world felt just 
a little bit smaller.  

Day 14- Freshwater to Halfmoon Bay  
On the Last day on the circuit I felt saddened to be 
finishing up a tramp which had become my life for 
the last 2 weeks. We climbed up through thick bush 
along reasonably defined tracks and dropped down 
steep muddy sections which had been waterfalls 
only a day or two earlier. Heeding the advice of An-
drew (even though he was undoubtedly probably 
insane it still seemed reasonable) we walked across 
the tidal inlets and mudflats at low tide all the way 
through to north arm hut. We arrived at the hut 
doing our best impressions of Great-Walkers com-
plaining about mud. “It was positively hideous dear! 
it was all the way up to my ankles... MY ANKLES I 
tell you!”.  

Unfortunately, I had no great walk tickets, so I 
couldn’t stay. So instead I wrote in the hut book for 
the last time (something along the lines of “I’m go-
ing to go get fish and chips you can all get fucked”) 
said muted goodbyes to Hannah, and continued 
the last leg of my journey alone.  
The going got a lot easier once I was back on Great 
Walk highway. Without having to climb, jump or 
crawl over mud every 5 seconds (or duck under 
tree branches) I actually had time to reminisce and 
mull over some of the craziness I had just experi-
enced over the last 2 weeks.  The waist deep mud, 



OVERSEAS

230

DID YOU EVEN GO WAIST DEEP BRO?

kiwi mating calls, massive storms, swamps, Ger-
man invasions, shark hunters, an ex-army dude, a 
dirtbag wine connoisseur, a stoner, a crazy dude, 
another crazy dude, oystercatcher attacks, and lost 
fishing lines. All in all, not bad.   

I arrived in town for the first time in 2 weeks, feel-
ing like a Greek god with the ground shaking and 
opening up beneath my feet - only to find the fish 
and chip shop didn’t open for another 2 hours.  

Epilogue - Day 14/15- Halfmoon and back again 
(Rakiura track) 
While waiting outside the Kai Kart, I was mulling 
over the fact that I still had 2 and half days, and I 
decided that wasn’t quite done with walking. So, I 
made the split decision to try and walk the Raki-
ura track in a day. After collecting fish and chips, 
I continued onward in the dusk, with the hope to 
find a camp spot that night. I finished the day at 10 
or 11 at night, after 15 hours of walking and wait-
ing for chips, I ended up at Maori Beach. After 4 
hours of semi-sleep in on the stormy beach, I got 
up and continued walking along the Rakiura track 
and arrived back at North Arm in time to catch up 
with Hannah again, and we both walked back to 
Halfmoon Bay.  

I arrived in Oban again for the for the second 
time in less than 2 days after taking 2 weeks to get 
there the first time around. I had covered 50 km 
in 2 days, on 4 hours of sleep and it showed. I was 
a tired, muddy, cramping mess; this time my legs 
were definitely the ones shaking rather than the 
earth beneath me. After getting fish and chips for 
the second time, I decided I’d had enough walking 
and shelled out for a shower and warm bed at the 
hostel. (Also, purely by coincidence Gordon Ram-
sey was on the ferry before me. But I somehow 
completely missed him?). [Ed. Somehow in all his 
commentary on Stewart Island nutcases, Jakob had 
failed to see he had become one of them] • 

Sunrise going up mt angelum (JM)

Christmas village at dawn (JM)

Sand dunes at Mason Bay (JM)

Cheeky Kiwi (JM)

Southern circuit mudfest (JM)

Muddy Hannah at Freshwater (JM)
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Full disclosure, I had never done any cross-country 
skiing before coming to Sweden. It may strike you 
as a little odd then as to why I decided it would be 
a good idea to sign up to a four day expedition to 
the Norwegian border on skis. My answer to that 
would be it couldn’t be any harder than bushbash-
ing on the Westcoast.

That sets the scene for how I found myself on a 
train bound for Borlänge, which in addition with 
another train and a bus would deliver me to STF 
Grövelsjön, a mountain station on the border be-
tween Sweden and Norway. As you might imagine 
we were quire relieved to finally arrive in the after-
noon after being on the road (and the rail) since 8 
in the morning. The carload of five that was meant 
to meeting us there were nowhere in sight, so we 
perused the giftshop before getting started on col-
lecting the gear we had hired from the station. Dur-

ing this process the car finally showed up, having 
stopped to enjoy a buffet and purchase some horses 
(of the wooden variety).

Now would be a good time to introduce the motley 
crew that made up our expedition. First, our fear-
less leader, Per ‘Bear’ Elfberg. He was accompanied 
in the car by Mads - the mad Dane, Phillip - the 
scruffy Swissman (Swissman numero uno), Chris-
tian - the yeasty Yank, and Leon - the scatty Swiss-
man (numbero dos). My company on the train was 
Killian ‘The Mule’ Müller (Swissman numero tres), 
Marion - the audacious Austrian (the only  lucky 
(or unlucky depending on your perspective) wom-
an in our company) and, Daniel - the cheeky Czech. 
Not to forget myself of course, the Kiwi.

Now with all that silliness out of the way I can 
get back to the story at hand. Per was worried we 
wouldn’t make it to the first shelter by nightfall if 
we left that evening (or he was still too full from the 
buffet), so set about erecting the tents on the snow 
under a stand of trees. We concluded this with a 
toast of beer to Per’s organization, GHIF - Out-

PEEING ACROSS 
BORDERS
GRÖVELSJÖN, SWEDEN/NORWAY.
SAM HARRISON

Christian marking his territory (SH)
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door and many adventures to come. With our cans 
drained we stomped through the snow to begin 
on dinner. We had been divided into three differ-
ent food/tent groups and this led to a great deal of 
variety as to what was on offer. I was with Marion 
and Per, our fodder for that night was bulgar with 
stew, rather tasty too. That night we sat around a 
table playing a game Mads had taught us, ‘Bullseye’, 
and thinking of what adventures the following days 
would bring.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴  
The next morning it became apparent that the tent 
erecting skills of some in our party left something 
to be desired, as one of the tents had had a rather 
‘wet’ night. Despite our 6am wake up call, it wasn’t 
until half past ten that we finally finished faffing 
about and got under way towards our goal. Killian 
‘The Mule’ Müller was tasked with dragging the 
large pulka (sled), which was filled with all of the 
heaviest things that we could find on account of 
how quick he would otherwise be. In his words “I 
want to be exhausted after this trip”, well, we cer-
tainly tried to turn his dream into reality. The sec-
ond smaller pulka had been in Per’s family’s base-
ment since the late 40’s and it seemed only fitting 
that he be the one to take it on its maiden voyage of 
the millennium.

Our first obstacle was the climb of a few hundred 
metres to the top of the range from the station. 
This was hard enough wearing a pack, I could 
only admire Killian and Per dragging the pulkas 
behind them. Those with packs simply used the 
herringbone technique to assail the slope, whilst 
the pulka bearers zig-zagged up the contours. The 
weather on top of the range was less than desirable, 
not being far from a total white-out. A little bit of 
snow wouldn’t stop our intrepid party, we found 
ourselves enjoying the flattening of the terrain and 
even a little bit of downhill. We stopped at a cross-
roads further along for a snack break. The mist had 
even lifted enough for me to brave pulling my cam-
era out.

The rest of the days journey followed a gentle 
downwards slope, which made for fast skiing. The 
combination of the loss of altitude and the lifting 
cloud resulted in our first glimpses of the valley 
below and the shelter that we would camp beside.
We dumped our kit beside the shelter and stomped 
inside for some well deserved fika. Once we had 
warmed up the morale in the party was boosted, 
as a result Per proposed we leave the packs at the 
shelter, skiing on to the border cairn with Norway. 
Everyone was in agreement with this and Christian 
even agreed to pull a pulka for warm jackets and 
a thermos. Our route to the border took us over a 
small ridge before descending down to a small lake, 
past a reindeer fence and a collection of cabins. The 
descent was easier for some than others. Even once 
we got down to the relative flat of the frozen lake 
there was still quite a few near-misses or slip-ups, 
myself included. Per instructed up to head over to 
a collection of three rocks on a hillside covered in 
boulders, helpful.

Nestled under the hillside was a uninspiring fence, 
which we supposed was the border, and on the 
other side stood a large yellow stone cairn. we all 
duly hopped over this fence (easier said than done 
with skis on) and went to investigate. On a closer 
inspection we could see that perched atop of the 
cairn was a stone carved with the date 1754 (These 
are known as Riksrösen). One could only assume 
that was when the border markers were established.
Christian was elated to have the novel opportuni-
ty to take a piss in Norway. The rest of us settled 
for fika (coffee and cake for the uniniated), and the 
thermoses were pulled out along with a substantial 
quantity of cake prepared by Marion. We sat there 
happily munching and slurping away, enjoying that 
warm retrospective feeling that you get after a hard 
days work. This however was not the end of our 
journey, we still had to make it back to the shelter 
and the rest of our gear. So once our tummies were 
happy we recrossed the fence and started back in 
the direction in which we had come. Everyone was 
getting a bit tired by this point so we all slipped into 
that autopilot mode to get our tired frames back to 
base. Mads and I were the first back and we duly be-
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gan work on sawing and chopping the frozen wood 
for the small burner in the shelter. As the others 
slowly trickled in they took up the task of putting 
up the tents, trying to avoid where people had peed 
at lunch time. You might wonder why people had 
chosen to relieve themselves on the snow. It can be 
pinned on the presence of POO MOUNTAIN in 
the longdrop, a stack of frozen shit so high it almost 
stood above the seat.

After a few tries I finally got the fire started and 
those on tent duty began to shuffle inside to warm 
their frozen limbs. Snow was happily melting away 
on the stove and warm bodies filled the benches. 
Soon it was time to get onto dinner, and there were 
elated sounds of slurping and chomping all through 
the air, it had been a hard day after all. Supplemen-
tary to dinner Mads tried his best to make pancakes 
over the stove. Whilst these may have scored low 
on form, resembling more a ball of mush than a 
pancake, it was an A+ for effort. To accompany our 
food we had the delight of a bag of wine that Chris-
tian had hauled up the hill. Not wanting him to 
carry such a heavy weight the next day we all duly 
tucked in. It was from this point that discussion re-
ally began to flow freely, much to Marion’s horror. 
No details were spared in conversations ranging 
from cadavers to ‘pick snus’ (ask a friendly Scandi 
about that one). Take what you will.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴  
The lumps of snow under me were less than com-
fortable when I stirred in my sleeping bag. I stared 
at the roof of the tent for an immeasurable period 
of time before finally getting bored with that and 
making the dash to the shelter. Even though it was 
early I figured I could get the fire started for the 
others and worst come to worst I could just nap 
in there in the warm. However this nap was not to 
be as I was soon followed by Marion and a rather 
frostbitten Christian. We got him warming up and 
started the long process of melting snow over the 
stove. It’s fair to say some slept better than others 
that night, some of the party not emerging for sev-
eral hours to join the ranks of the sleep deprived. I 
can’t blame them, conditions outside were akin to 
a blizzard.

It was late morning by the time we finally built up 
the motivation to leave the shelter for the storm. 
The situation outside was less than desirable but we 
couldn’t do a thing about that. The day’s ski took 
us off the marked tracks, which made navigation 
more than a little difficult considering it was hard 
to see one’s toes. Nevertheless Per led out in front 
with a compass as we zig-zagged across the white 
landscape to calls of “left, left, left, not that far left!”. 
Several of us were concerned that we might end up 
back at the shelter as a result of veering too far in 
one direction forming a loop. This did not transpire 
as Per’s navigation turned out to be not half bad.
We stopped at a large rock for lunch, each food 
group having their own unique interpretation of 
the meal. For us it was simple fodder, peanut butter 
and tortillas with a side of chocolate. I had some 
cheeky fun throwing snowballs from the top of the 
rock on the unsuspecting lunchers below. When we 
got back underway the weather began to clear a lit-
tle. This was a mixed-blessing, as the temperature 
increased the snow became awfully sticky, so much 
so that we resorted to stomping rather than skiing. 
As we neared the shelter it was really warming up, 
so much so that we all had to stop to strip layers off. 
This was especially true for Killian and I, both of 
us doing the hot work of pulling pulkas (albiet my 
load was substantially smaller than his!).

As is always the case there was a fair bit of faff-
ing when we arrived at our accommodation spot 
for the night. The improved weather had renewed 
everyone’s enthusiasm, so we set off at a great pace 
‘downstream’ from the shelter. Not that we could 
see any signs for some time of the aforementioned 
stream. Eventually it did emerge and we crossed a 
bridge leading us to the bottom of a hill covered in 
pristine snow. By this time the weather was really 
providing, so after climbing to the top of the hill we 
had fika, accompanied by pear schnapps that Dan 
had made. Following a quick group photo we hit 
the slopes. The snow was so good that we did sever-
al runs down, enthusiastically climbing back up for 
more. Some of us even got our rigs out to ‘reduce 
weight’ and ‘improve our aerodynamics’ on several 
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speed runs. One of these speed runs just about re-
sulted in Mads ending up in the stream, caused by 
my attempt to stop by turning right and forgetting 
he was there.

When we’d had enough of suicidal runs and tele-
mark turns we started back in the direction of the 
shelter. Per posed for a photo on the bridge and 
everyone took the opportunity to pelt him with 
snowballs. It was while I was focused on this en-
deavor that Mads struck. Before I could register 
what had happened I felt a sickening pain in my 
gonads, so strong was this pain that I fear I had lost 
my family rearing capability. On the other side of 
the stream Mads grinned evilly, proud of his hand-
iwork. Payback for the lunch snowballs and stream 
near miss I guess. I tried to recollect myself and we 
regrouped on the shelter side of the stream. Marion 
for what ever reason decided to SEND IT over the 
bridge, getting some good airtime in the process 
and miraculously avoiding a swim.

We followed the stream further down and had 
fun crossing several ice bridges. In an ironic twist 
Marion pleaded Christian not to not be an idiot by 
SENDING IT over a couloir. He followed the long 
tradition of men ignoring wise words from women, 
did it anyway and lived to tell the tall. We all pot-
tered at our own pace back to the shelter.
Back at base we all made ourselves busy with camp 
prep. Most of us were outside digging a snow pit 
and constructing a wall for the tents. This turned 
into quite the engineering operation, with the shift-
ing of maybe a dozen cubic metres of snow. Mean-
while Killian and Per worked at the fire, which was 
a task in itself considering the wood in the wood-
shed was half frozen. Once that task was completed 
Per set out with his divining rod and a shovel. He 
slowly disappeared into the snow in search of run-
ning water. After digging a hole nearly big enough 
to hide himself in I relieved him. It was only a min-
ute of further digging before I hit the wet stuff. I felt 
a little guilty for taking over at what ended up being 
the opportune moment.

With all the camp prep completed we slowly all 
pilled into the shelter to warm up and start on din-
ner. Our dinner for that night was my responsibil-
ity, and so I decided to treat Per and Marion to my 
Peanut Butter Satay Noodles™. This dish is simple, 
literally boil the veges, cook the noodles and add a 
jar of peanut butter before stirring. Given Marion’s 
taste for peanut butter it is no surprised that it was 
happily accepted, if only hesitantly at first. We spent 
the night completing the work we had started the 
night beforepolishing off Christian’s goon. This led 
to a very ‘informative’ game of Never Have I Ever. 
I’ll spare you the details.

✴   ✴   ✴   ✴   ✴  
We were all slow getting up the next day. The 
weather had taken a turn for the worst again, with 
a strong wind blowing powder across our campsite. 
I actually had a fantastic sleep in my sleeping bag 
cocoon. So good in fact that I failed to notice that 
my half of the tent was completely covered in snow!
It took two middle-aged ladies showing up at 
11:30am to finally get us on the road. This section 
of the trip was less than pleasant as a result of a 
strong headwind and uphill slope. However we all 
tackled the task at hand with vigour and before we 
knew it we only had the descent to the station be-
tween us and the end of the trip. This last portion 
should not have been so underestimated. For start-
ers one half of the group missed the turn off to the 
station, maybe they wanted to ski back to Uppsala? 
The snow down to the station was less than de-
sirable, consisting of pockets of deep powder and 
then icy hillocks. This proved difficult to ski down, 
especially for those (myself included) who were 
new to backcountry skiing. This nearly resulted in 
a temper tantrum from Mads and it did result in 
a faceplant for me. As we pulled up to the station 
I think we all had mixed feelings. Our aching feet 
were ready to be out of skis, but not one of us there 
could have wished for a better adventure in Swe-
den, or for better company to share it with. •
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In 2019 I did not go on any OUTC club trips be-
cause I was working every free evening or weekend 
to pay for my Europe trip. Here is a recount of my 
experience of solo tramping in Switzerland, Italy 
and France. 

I knew I was in my element when I got to my hostel 
in Argentiere. One man in my dorm room casu-
ally explained to me that he had just spent the last 
day climbing up Mt Blanc, and another group of 
boys were in the village to train for a half marathon. 
Unfortunately I kept most of them up due to my 
festival flu cough, which I felt really bad for. They 
probably thought I was crazy to start the Tour du 
Mt Blanc so sick.

Day One
The next day I took the train to Chamonix to pick 
up supplies. I had been so excited for Chamonix, 
but it seemed more like Queenstown on steriods, 
which made me quite upset, not the mountain vil-
lage dedicated to skiiers and trail running which I 

had envisioned. Dropping off all the unneccessary 
festival wear and shoes, I then took the train to Les 
Houches, buzzing to finally cross the tramp off of 
my bucket list. It was even more special for me, 
knowing that in 2 weeks the very track that will 
take me 7 days to tramp will take runners 40 hours 
to complete. Insane. 

I first wandered through the little town, and little 
did I know that this would be one of the last few 
major towns on the route. I stupidly did not pick up 
anymore cash on my way, and immediately start-
ed the ascent up to Col de Voza (1653m) through 
French farmland. I had to ration my water, because 
in the guidebook it said that there would be water 
taps every few kilometres or so, but for the first 
10km I did not see a single one. Once I got up to the 
top, I was so happy to see a tap. The area had beauti-
ful panoramic views of Mt Blanc. The are was teem-
ing with families, and I was so jealous that people 
were able to casually go here in their weekends. 
Picking up an ice cream and the free croissant, I 
begun the descent through small villages. I saw a 
little little cottage adorned with roses which I knew 
I would want to retire in one day in Le Champel. A 

TOUR DE MONT BLANC
MONT BLANC, GRAIAN ALPS, FRANCE/ITALY. 
JACKIE FOSTER

AND we think great walks are highways? (JF)
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nice old man speaking very little english told me I 
looked happy and strong, which made me feel a bit 
better as I must have looked to be in better shape 
than others trampers. I don’t know how people 
could be sad, it was beautiful weather, the track was 
well signposted (I only had to refer to my book a 
few times), and I was in high spirits. Before I knew 
it, I had reached Les Contamines. and only had to 
walk 40 more minutes to Camping Le Pontet. I then 
set up camp, ready for the next day.

Day Two
I had hoped to start the day early, as today would be 
a tough day - one of the hardest of the 7. I would be 
climbing up to 2600m over 20km. This scared me, 
as I had never been at that elevation before. How-
ever, the weather was supposed to be beautiful so I 
couldn’t complain.
Starting at 8 was smart, because an hour in I had 
already removed all my top layers. The worst thing 
was that I was in a wide, open valley, and you could 
see the torturous hell ahead (see pic on the previ-
ous page). I could see small trampers and knew that 
that was where I had to climb. Also, my festival flu 
symptoms had worsened, as had my lung capacity, 
which wasn’t exactly functioning the normal way. 
But I still continued upwards. I quickly realised that 
I probably wouldn’t find friends on the track - when 
passing people, conversation would only extend to 
“Bonjour, ça va”. There was still a little snow on the 
track, and I saw cow hoof marks in the snow. Farm 
animals must be elite if they are living up here. 

Along the tops were amazing but it was incredi-
ble with how many steep drops there were, and I 
thanked myself for getting full-cover travel insur-
ance. I thought it was gnarly climbing over the 
jutted rocks and thin paths - but families were full 
on walking around with their little dogs on leash-
es. I swear everyone took their dogs everywhere in 
Europe (I even saw a few on planes!). I then had a 
bit of relaxation at Refuge du Bonhomme (2443m), 
and after a little bit of confusion for which path 
to take (I thought I was correct, but lots of people 
were saying different routes - I was correct), I be-

gun the very steep descent into the farmland be-
low. It didn’t help that the weather was scorching, 
and I pitied the kid scouts who were clambering 
up in what looked like heavy packs and way too 
much clothing. I was surprised to arrive at the free 
campsite in the village of Les Champieux at 4pm. I 
had no cell reception so couldn’t check on everyone 
back home, and no cash to buy a sweet treat to keep 
spirits high. But the weather was beautiful and be-
fore I knew it I fell asleep.

Day Three 
Today I would be combining stages 3 and 4 together 
(33km), ending up in the next town of considera-
ble size, Courmayeur. These stages were considered 
some of the beautiful on the TMB. But I had woken 
up feeling terribly homesick. When planning my 
trip I had focused so much on safety and gear that I 
hadn’t even considered my emotions. It’s quite fun-
ny how you can be surrounded by immense beauty 
but sad for stupid faces back home. Because I had 
camped at 1500m, it wasn’t too much more of an 
ascent. I had read in the guidebook that it was a 
good idea to skip the 1hr walk along a 4WD, and 
usually I wouldn’t be up for short cuts, but my emo-
tional state just wanted me to get to Courmayeur 
asap. On the 15 min shuttle, I met a Scottish lady 
who was so excited to hear that I was from NZ, who 
had visited a few years ago. Talking about home 
perked me up a bit, and we began the walk together 
before we parted ways. Like me, she had planned to 
camp in Courmayeur, but had decided to stop the 
TMB because the weather was supposed to be bad. 

It was only 10 am and I had already drunk most of 
my water - another scorching day. Thankfully there 
were many freezing glacial streams, so I was able to 
fill up everything. The clamber up was a welcome 
relief compared to the steep downhill, and before 
I knew it I got to the Col de Seine (2516m), cross-
ing over the Italian border. Such an easy way to go 
to a new country - no passports or security! It was 
nice to get reception back at the top, but messages 
from back home made me homesick again. I con-
tinued to walk down to Rifugio Elizabetti, which 
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was perched upon a hill overlooking a huge valley 
with flat space, perfect for camping. Online I had 
read that people had “wild camped” in these are-
as, but there were signs everywhere saying this was 
prohibited. Considering I had gotten to the end of 
stage 3 incredibly fast (it was only midday at this 
point), I knew I had to continue onwards.
Unfortunately for me this seemed to be a popular 
place for families, and so everyone kept staring 
at me while I was going an incredibly slow pace 
downhill. I kept the slow slog to Dolonne, where 
I had read there was a bus to Courmayeur. By this 
point I could feel every single pebble I stepped on, 
and could hardly take a step. A lovely couple helped 
me figure out the bus schedule, due to my phone 
being dead, and I hopped on the very short trip to 
the town. I had to keep asking everyone where my 
stop was, but eventually I got to civilisation! 

By this point exhaustion overcame me, and I opted 
for a hotel rather than the 1hr walk to the campsite.
My mum had stayed up to 3am just so I could call 
her and show her my horrendous blisters, curing 
my homesickness immediately. The woman I had 
met on the track was right - -10°c at the mountain 
passes and possible snow for the next week. Con-
sidering I had only packed for warmer tempera-
tures, I didn’t really fancy getting stuck at 3000m 
in those temps. So the next day I caught a bus back 
to Chamonix, and then headed to Switzerland (Ze-
rmatt) for more tramping and nicer weather. I did 
originally have a spare 2 weeks in September to 
continue the TMB, but I ended up visiting Croatia 
instead. So if anyone wants to go back to Europe 
with me to finish it and keep me from going insane 
during the hike, I will gladly accept applications be-
cause I know I’ll get around to doing it before I die!

TL;DR: Weather got bad so had to stop, and got 
homesick in the most beautiful scenery imagina-
ble. •

SHEEP! (JF)

Not so different from home (JF)
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When my longtime friend Mathilda told me she 
was going to visit me in Sweden I scrambled around 
finding something I could do for a week with her. 
After all, Uppsala is quite a small town when it 
comes down to it. Luckily through some odd twists 
of fate a Kiwi guy I had met in Uppsala called Josh 
met Mathilda while she was on ERASMUS in Vien-
na (a European university exchange network). He had messaged 
me a couple of days prior asking if I was going 
hiking any time soon. I had been wanting to go to 
Skuleskogan for some time so this all fitted very 
nicely together. The addition of Christian from the 
ski trip made us a party of four in total.

So that was how I found myself standing on a train 
platform at 4am with Josh and Mathilda. Christian 
had booked late and had secured cheap tickets on 
a reasonable hour. Mathilda and I had only had an 
hour or so of sleep as she had got in late to Uppsa-
la the night before. To add insult to injury we had 
to walk/run/bike from Flogsta. But no matter, we 
caught the train and had a rather drowsy couple of 

hours watching the sun rise before we made it to 
Sundsvall where we had to wait an hour for a trans-
fer. After a quick stretch of the legs we were onto 
Örnsköldsvik which was our last stop on the train. 
We had a little explore including checking out the 
local Max before meeting up with Christian at the 
train station. We managed to find the right bus al-
right to take us South toward the national park. We 
were amazed to find as students this only cost 36kr. 
The driver let us out at the nature centre next to the 
beginning of the road to southern entry of the park.

Boots donned, packs on and we were off down the 
road. Now I seemed to remember vaguely that the 
walk was about 3km, not so bad.The reality of the 
matter is that as we plodded the road seemed to get 
longer and longer in such a fashion that we had to 
wonder if we’d taken a wrong turn.

More predictably it was my guestimation that was 
at fault. The trek up the road ended up being 8km, 
not that that was a problem as the company wasn’t 
half bad! Once we entered the park proper there 
was a bit of snow on the ground, but nothing above 
the ankle. The only person it bothered was Mathil-
da, who had to make do in her sneakers. The track 
descended from the southern entrance down to a 

HÖGA KUSTEN:
THE HIGH COAST
SKULESKOGEN NP, SWEDEN.
SAM HARRISON

Josh surveying a sunset over the Gulf of Bothnia (SH)
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camping spot on the shores of the Baltic. There was 
a cold nip in the air but the views really were fan-
tastic.

Then the track continued along the coast, undulat-
ing up and down with the terrain. As we made our 
way down the coastline we passed by the first cabin, 
which sat cosily on the shore nestled in the shad-
ows. It was tempting after our road march to stop 
there, but we soldiered on. Our path led us across 
several sets of iron age burial mounds, a bit differ-
ent to little old NZ eh? When we did finally reach 
the turn off to the cabin, we had to contend with a 
rather icy descent to where a sandpit connects the 
mainland to the pair of ‘islands’ that housed our 
destination for the day. There was actually a pair of 
cabins on the island, we choose the second one be-
cause I’d heard good things about it (plus it was still 
in the sun), but both were of a rather good quality.

We were quite happy to be at our accommodation 
for the night, the days’ traveling had really taken it 
out of us. We did a team effort collecting firewood, 
before Josh and I were assigned to freshwater duty. 
This involved the 1km round trip with two 10 litre 
water containers each. It was not such a simple task, 
considering we had to actually find the stream on 
the mainland, before navigating the ice back to the 
cabin burdened with all that water weight. Never-
theless we were up for the task, and soon we were 
back panting at the cabin with enough water for 
a paddling pool. The sun had began to set, in the 
beautiful way it always does in Scandinavia. Rather 
than get coped up in the cabin Josh and I valiantly 
left Christian and Mathilda on dinner duty whilst 
we went for an evening stroll. This became a rather 
long stroll along most of the length of the island, 
but we made it back just in time to see the others 
give up hope of our return and tuck into dinner. We 
rounded the night off with some chocie and cards.

After making way too much porridge in the morn-
ing, forcing everyone to eat double portions and 
having to eat what was left in the pot we rolled (lit-
erally) out of camp. We climbed back up the steep 
icy slope that we had descended the day before and 
rejoined the main track. This led us up into a rocky 

canyon that ascended upwards, with trees hanging 
at angles over us and snow covering the ground.

Following this natural cutting upward we crossed 
over a deep ravine and found ourselves high above 
the cabin we had spent the night in. The views 
were truly spectacular. So spectacular in fact that 
Christian couldn’t help but take a few cheeky drone 
shots. Coming over the crest of the hill it was a few 
hundred metres before we stumbled into a little 
red cabin sitting by a frozen lake. Two Danish men 
were chilling by the hut and we said our salutations, 
unworried as surely this was not the hut we were 
looking for. However an examination of their map 
proved the opposite, this was in fact supposed to 
be our shelter for the night. I awkwardly laughed 
this navigational faff off as we put our packs down 
for lunch. The others weren’t too keen on my tube 
of cheese, what a fussy lot. After lunch we left our 
packs at the cabin and made our way towards one of 
the major attractions of the park, Slåttdalsberget, a 
impressive canyon cutting through one of the high-
est features in the surrounds. The canyon was full of 
the remnants of ice towers that had collapsed into 
it as a result of the spring sun. We weren’t too keen 
to hang around in the shadow of those remaining!

We hauled ourselves (literally due to the ice) out the 
other side of the canyon and investigated the view-
point that was nestled up there around the corner. 
Happy with our excursion we tramped back to the 
hut and had to think about what we would do for 
the rest of the day. We decided on a swim, which 
was harder than it sounds given the entire lake was 
frozen over solid. And so began an hour or two of 
hacking at the ice using a shovel to try and make 
a hole big enough to take a dip in. In the end we 
couldn’t break through the ice even after making 
a hole a foot deep, so we just formed what we had 
into a bath tub shape and settled with that. As I 
made myself ready for my bath I heard some voic-
es in the distance and lo and behold it was some 
friends from Flogsta: Liv, Jaz, Moll and Paul. They 
came just in time to witness my icy baptism. Sad-
ly due to our Danish friends there wasn’t enough 
room in the hut so they passed on through. The 
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rest of the evening we spent chilling outside by the 
campfire and eating, can never do to much of that. 
We rounded it all off with a few shots which got 
the two other lads far too giggly and some rounds 
of cards.

I made far too much porridge again the next morn-
ing. We set off around 10am for a cabin known as 
Lillruten. The Danes had told us ominous stories of 
waist deep snow so we really had no idea what to 
expect. Our path took us back through the canyon 
to another attraction of the park, a large boulder 
stuck fast between the walls of a smaller canyon 
further down. Of course, Josh and Christian insist-
ed on photos.

Passed this obstacle we carried on downward on 
an icy slope before cutting across the valley. This 
is when we found the SLUSH. Wet slush, deep 
slush, yellow slush, frozen slush, slushy slush. This 
was imperfect given Mathilda was wearing sneak-
ers but she marched on like a trooper, up to her 
knees in snow. We had lunch around 12, enjoying 
some classic PB wraps. After lunch we continued 
plowing through the slush for some hours until we 
caught side of some other people in a clearing that 
once housed a cabin until it burnt down a year ago. 
They too warned of deep snow, so we proceeded 
with caution. Now the plod through the snow was 
wearying but nothing special compared to what 
we had walked through so I don’t know what all 
these people were on about (unless they had found 
all the holes for us!). When Lillruten finally came 
into view we were quite pleased. This newfound 
cheeriness was tested when we struggled to open 
the door, making us consider sleeping in the wood-
shed. Luckily Josh used some of his 3rd XV skills on 
it and it finally came open.

We lounged around for the rest of the afternoon, 
enjoying a nap or two (despite Josh’s snoring). Sev-
eral cups of tea later we set about making pesto feta 
pasta for dinner over the fire. We ate dinner and 
finished the leftover alcohol over the table, spin-
ning some big yarns. As the light faded the conver-
sations got more ‘interesting’, we really got to know 
each other on a certain level!

We were in no real rush to get out of the bush the 
next day, although we were uncertain as to our 
travel arrangements, knowing just what time our 
train left that night. On our way out we made a de-
tour to a view point which turned into a sink or 
swim adventure across the snow. To add insult to 
injury the view was nothing out of what had be-
come ordinary to us!

The main path soon became a boardwalk and then 
before long we were on a gravel road with the sound 
of the highway in the distance. It was roughly 3km 
before we finally reached the E4 highway. The bus 
timetable was cryptic and by our interpretations we 
wouldn’t be in Örnsköldsvik till about Christmas 
which didn’t work with our train schedule. Instead 
we tried the luck of our thumb on the road, Mathil-
da and I anyway. It took about 20 minutes for a 
lady to pull over to offer a ride. I let Christian take 
that one as his train was earlier and instead stuck 
my thumb out again, this time with Josh and his 
so called ‘magic smile’. It seemed to work because 
two cars later an old bloke picked us up, we were 
so quick in fact that we bet the others to the burger 
joint Max in Örnsköldsvik.

Given it was around Easter most of the town was 
shut, not so helpful when you have a billion hours 
to kill before your train. We parted with Christian 
at the docks, cursing his early train. We wandered 
down to the Fjällräven Centre to investigate. With 
classic Kiwi pluck Josh walked straight in the door 
and asked the serious looking people wearing lan-
yards if we could look around. They predictably 
said no so we began walking out when a lady hailed 
us. Turned out that she worked for the tourism 
department and invited us to come inside chillax 
and asked if we wanted tickets to the U18 Icehock-
ey worldcup game that was on that night (it was 
an icehockey arena!). So instead of being bums in 
train station we enjoyed some top notch icehockey 
provided by Sweden and Latvia. This ended just in 
time for us to get to the station and find our train. 
On the train I had time to reflect on how special the 
High Coast of Sweden really is. •
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This summer Kevin, Claire and I did a lot of climb-
ing. We all had to go to Auckland for different rea-
sons so we decided to drive up together in two cars. 
Claire and I both really wanted to do the Tongariro 
Crossing on the way up, so Kevin agreed and gave 
us some advice. First, we should start from the oth-
er direction (Ketetahi Road to Mangatepopo Road) 
because apparently people would walk in groups 
and there would always be some space in between. 
This means we wouldn’t have to walk with the oth-
ers all the time but would have the nature to our-
selves between the groups. Second, we should start 
late to avoid more people. 
For any of you that have been living under a rock 
and haven’t heard about the Crossing: it is 19.4 km  
and is supposed to take 5-8 hours. In every toilet 
along the way hangs a sign asking the weak to turn 
around. Apparently, in the season quite a few peo-
ple get rescued. I of course was not going to turn 
around, I am German afterall and therefore a little 
stubborn. As it turned out, we just about did need 

that rescue in the end. 
Back to our plan. We were to go to the Okupata 
caves in the morning and afterwards hit the track 
over the crossing. A 4km gravel road led down to 
the cave, which took us half an hour, no thanks to 
the copious clouds of dust! The caves were beau-
tiful with lots of glowworms and a river flowing 
through. The perfect spot for a “few” photos! You 
might not be surprised to hear that Kevin had his 
entire studio’s worth of camera equipment with 
him and was in the process of finding just the 
right place to position his tripod. Me being the 
model in the photo, Claire had the honorable task 
of moving around the torch behind me for better 
lighting. In the meanwhile, a group of young cave 
explorers found us and wanted to make their way 
past. This was no easy feat, as Kevin guarded his 
tripod, forcefully telling them to step very carefully 
around his tripod. Fifteen people somehow man-
aged to squeeze through the tight gap between the 
tripod and the cave walls. Miraculously, the tripod 
was still in the same position at the end of this or-
deal, with a very relieved Kevin standing proudly 
behind it (and more than a few annoyed cavers on 

LONG EXPOSURE
TONGARIRO CROSSING, TONGARIRO NP.
LISA ARNDT

KEVIN TAKING A PHOTO STOP (LA)
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the other side!). The cold started to bite at us after 
an hour underground and so we began to complain 
to Kevin, who politely told us we could step out-
side and wait for him – he would just take a few last 
shots… Another 45 minutes later Kevin`s dusty car 
was full of dusty drawn animals by Claire and me 
and his car got a new name (B)EEF173. We were 
finally ready for the Tongariro Crossing.
With two cars we had to drive one car to each end 
of the track, so that we could do the Crossing to-
gether. The problem was that the maximum park-
ing time on one carpark was only four hours – not 
enough time for the whole track. Kevin had the 
idea to drive to another carpark only 1.5 hours 
further away by foot according to google maps. 
Neither Claire nor I checked google maps or ques-
tioned Kevin (a big mistake…). We started at three 
in the afternoon from Ketetahi Road. No one else 
started with us so we got a lot of comments. Do you 
just start the Crossing now? Is it not already too 
late? People were looking at their watches when we 
walked across them. We made a game out of this 
by guessing from which country they came from 
before they started talking to us. As we went on, the 
people got less and at some point, we saw the last 
few hurrying down the mountain to catch the last 
bus. When we reached the top, we had the whole 
landscape to ourselves. We put on some loud mu-
sic and danced along next to the crater. It was just 
one of these happy moments where you completely 
forget about everything bad in the world and enjoy 
life to the fullest. The sunset put the surrounding 
in a golden light and made the scenery even more 
magical. Far away you could see Mount Taranaki in 
a pink light surrounded by fluffy clouds. How could 
the day get any better? As we made our way down it 
got darker and darker. We put on our head torches 
and found our way to Mangatepopo Road. It was 
10 pm when we finished the Crossing but there 
were still the additional 1.5 to our car. We all know 
how well-maintained Great Walk tracks are, so our 
group wasn’t surprised to find a muddy, extremely 
uneven pathway in the dim light of our head torch-
es leading from Mangatepopo to our carpark. But 
we also had a clear sky full of stars to look at when-

ever we took a break (and the further we got the 
more breaks we needed). Trying not to fall in the 
mud we made our way down the path. 1.5 hours 
later there was no sight of the carpark. According 
to Kevin and his topo map, we would be there soon. 
Another half an hour later there was still no sight 
and yet another half an hour later there was still 
nothing. Claire and I were already knackered – it 
was 12:30 am and we had been walking for the last 
nine and a half hours. Kevin was still chirpy and 
trying to motivate us, slightly running in front of 
us, telling us that we would be there “soon”. We fi-
nally made it to the car park at 1 am, got into the 
car, drove back to the other car park on the other 
side of the Crossing and another 15 minutes to the 
campground. Sleeping in my car was never very 
comfortable but at this point I was beyond caring 
and I fell asleep the minute I lay down. 
This was the longest and probably most exhausting 
tramp I have ever done but also one of the most 
magical. I have learnt to take what Kevin says with 
a grain of salt, especially when it comes to track 
times! At the same time I am so thankful that we 
stood in that damn cave for so long and started late. 
Sometimes all the pain is worth it for this one mo-
ment on top of the mountain. •
 

 Mt ngauruhoe (LA)

Snow... in summer (LA)
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Travel and Kathmandu
When planning a trekking trip to Nepal with some 
friends—along with the immediate and extended 
family of one—you’d assume it would be unlikely 
that anyone would have an exam on the last day. As 
it turns out, not one… but two of us did, what are 
the chances of that? With some flight reshuffling, 
we managed to make it work out okay, although 
it was still going to be rather tricky to do a plant 
biology exam in the morning and then fly to Kua-
la Lumpur in the afternoon. The night before we 
were due to fly out, I was packing for the trip and 
blissfully disregarding revising for the following 
morning. Everyone came around to say their fare-
wells, I didn’t fully comprehend how it would feel 
to not see them all for so long. When I got back 
from Nepal I’d have a short break for Christmas, 
and then head straight to St Arnaud in the Nelson 
Lakes National Park to do an Ambassadorship with 
DOC. I ended up doing alright in the exam, fuelled 
by adrenaline and a bit of anxiety, then danced the 
nerves away afterward in Sarah’s kitchen listening 

to some old disco song. My parents drove us to the 
airport where I met my travel partners: Frances, 
Casey, and Izzy. We were the second group to de-
part a few days behind the others. I was supposed 
to be an environmentally friendly vegetarian, but 
Casey and I caved and bought a family Mcdonalds 
meal at the airport. The word for the day was stress.

We arrived very early after little to no sleep, forced 
ourselves to eat some breakfast, and figured out 
how to get out of the airport for the day via the 
train. Walking outside was one of the least enjoy-
able sensations of my entire life, I really don’t like 
humid heat. The botanical gardens were nice un-
til we ran out of water, we found the local China-
town and Central Market, and finally checked out 
the air-conditioned National Museum. Back at the 
train station we got some lunch and had a massive 
debate about whether the lumps in our vegetari-
an stir fry were mushroom or chicken. One of my 
travel buddies got $200 scammed off their credit 
card, we found Malaysia’s Starbucks equivalent: 
Old Town White Coffee, and then all got back on a 
plane. The word of that day was hot. We arrived and 
met the rest of our group: my friend Oisin, Casey’s 

WORD OF THE DAY
NEPAL.
AIDAN BRAID & FRANCES BARNETT

Knocked the bastard off
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brother Kyle, mum Tracey and stepdad Richard, 
cousin James, uncle and aunt Bryce and Vanessa, 
and Richard’s brother John. At this point, our travel 
party made up quite the caucus. The word of the 
day continued on--with the following word of the 
day being bustling--as we explored Kathmandu 
and finalized the details for our trek around the 
Manaslu Circuit. I did lots of shopping, purchasing 
a pair of yak tracks that I’ve never used. We bought 
pillowcases and rugs, blankets and socks. It took 
me a while to figure out the whole bartering thing, 
but it was easier once we realised that there’s always 
another shop just down the street selling the exact 
same thing. The old shopkeeper telling you that 
their pure Nepalese yak wool rug was made by their 
poor blind 80-year-old uncle is definitely lying.

Manaslu
With the day coming to an end, we went out for din-
ner and then tried to get an early night; we’d have a 
long way to drive on buttcheek-clenching and head 
bashing-roads tomorrow. The day unanimously de-
scribed as being dusty, not as in the recently coined 
breather term for being hungover from our night 
out on the Kathmandu town, but the actual defi-
nition of the word. I was sharing the boot seats of 
the jeep with Casey and Kyle, coughing our lungs 
out and trying not to give each other concussions. 
The roads were treacherous and the car sickness 
was strife, but finally, we reached our first-nights 
accommodation and hustled in to order some din-
ner. Here, in Soti Khola, began the tour de constant 
misspelling of ‘apple fritter’. This was one of the var-
ious menu options that were never quite what you 
expected, but tasty nonetheless. The next day with 
our packs on our backs and tsampa porridge in our 
tummies we set off walking through the foothills 
of the Himalayas. As the mountains grew the veg-
etation changed abruptly from thick broadleaf and 
rhododendron forest to Mediterranean like pines, 
both of which surprisingly supported bamboo and 
ferns. We discovered that steamed momos are de-
licious but take a long time to prepare, baby goats 
and piglets are extremely cute, and you really do 
need to be careful not to get knocked over by don-

key rush hour. Thus, the words for the first few days 
were plants, immense, and animals.

Along the way, I also decided to write down any 
memorable quotes that surfaced, some goodies in-
cluded: “I think it’s gonna rain” – Me, “bro what part 
of zero percent do you not understand?” – James. In 
truth we probably would have welcomed some rain 
on the humid hot days walking through the jun-
gle. On top of this, some of us would have valued 
some more solid sleep, “I’m playing a game with 
Oisin, when he snores, I put on my phone alarm till 
he rolls over and stops”. Another classic was: “I don’t 
like sushi, it’s not a real food, I’ve never had it, it’s 
just a fashion trend” – John. Then came the windy 
ridge hotel  “room 5, 4, 3, fuck me” and “I’d say sorry 
about the smell, but we have enough air ventilation 
in here” – Casey. These refer to the 2nd floor hut 
Casey and I were allocated on the fifth day of the 
trip. It was kind of like a cage made of planks, up 
on stilt legs, with as much floor and roof missing 
as present. The wind whistled through it all night, 
and it had the largest spider I’d seen in my life un-
der the bed. I tried to flick it out but it ran at me 
and I whacked my head on the bed trying to escape. 
We set up a night watch routine and tightened out 
sleeping bags as much as possibly. I think it needs 
to be emphasized that just before the trip Casey had 
been bitten by a white tail living in his flat twice on 
the same leg, and one of the surprisingly large holes 
in his leg was still festering.

That night a dog that had followed us for a couple 
days decided to spend the entire night barking, 
much to the despair of its unamused best friend 
Richard. We’d also had some group politics the 
evening before sleeping in the spider shack so 
everyone was keen to get out of there in the morn-
ing. The word of that day was going to be bliss, 
but that got crossed out and turned into trapped. I 
was missing everyone back at home, it was a great 
group but I’m a bit of a social butterfly. We started 
to see the Kutang mountains from Bihi Phedi, and 
got dahl bart instead of momos for lunch at Budhi-
gandaki at 2130m. No one yelled at each other to-
day and Casey, Oisin and I witnessed a traditional 
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shaman ritual which was really cool! Along the trail 
a few of us spotted this small fluffy thing of debat-
able size and colour, I thought it was a red panda 
but Frances thought it was a marbled cat. By this 
point James had developed some extremely nasty 
blisters on his heels from his boots--unexpected 
with his tough feet--and resolved to only wear-
ing his Nike scuffs instead. These proved to hold 
up extremely well as you will see later, I decided 
I needed to get some! We stayed in Namrung the 
next two nights for an acclimatization day, and it 
was a pretty nice spot to stop. It was a giant beauti-
ful mansion-like fort that used to be on the border 
with Tibet. The king and their three ministers used 
to live in the fort here around 1500 years ago, and 
our gracious and hospitable host, Lakpar, is one 
of their descendants. Lakpar kind of resembled a 
nepalese crocodile dundee, who needed to stroke 
his long beard at least 3 times before speaking. We 
nicknamed him the big cheese, although he really 
was a very kind and considerate man. He showed 
us around the old horse archer range and the jail, 
and we celebrated his son’s first birthday and solid 
food on the second night. It was quite an honor and 
the most extravagant food we’d eaten in a while.

The rest day might have helped with altitude sick-
ness but our legs were all pretty stiff. Some Rus-
sians said that Richard “looks like big daddy” when 
some crying nepalese kid hugged his leg. It turns 
out that the red collars on cows and yaks weren’t 
just for looks, but are reserved for the particular-
ly psycho individuals. Also, the adorable chubby 
looking hairy cows, called dzo or dzomo, are a 
cross between a cow and a yak or nak, respectively. 
A yak is only the male, so our guide Rai had a good 
laugh when we asked him where we could try some 
yak cheese. While learning all these lessons I was 
starting to feel the effects of the altitude at 3200m 
on the way to Lho, especially on our way up to see 
Ribum Gompa, the local monastery, up on the top 
of a big hill. It felt somewhat like visiting a marae 
in New Zealand--taking off your shoes and looking 
at all the beautiful artwork--but also different in so 
many ways. There were mani wheels around all the 

walls and paintings of the Dalai Lama. It is situated 
in one of the most extravagant locations I’ve ever 
seen, with the humbling mountains all around. The 
monk children were all in class when we visited, 
adding to the calm sense of the place. Rai taught us 
that Gompas and Stupas are Buddhist, and Temples 
are Hindi. We spotted our friend the big cheese, 
who’d ridden on horse to discuss plans to put a road 
over a mountain pass to Tibet, as we were getting 
close to the boarder. We should have been able to 
see Manaslu from here but it was clagged in with 
cloud.

The next morning I got up early to use the loo to 
find the sky clear and the mountains shining like 
great luminescent pyramids. I got my sleeping bag 
and sat outside to watch the sky brighten, and all 
but one bright star remained in the sky. The sun 
licked the top of Manaslu with citrus orange. We 
headed off to our next stop, and arriving early, a few 
of us along with Rai headed up to another small-
er Monastery up the valley side called Pung Gyen 
Gompa. The monks had abandoned it for winter 
but it was still a magnificent view. There was a web 
of prayer flags around the cliffs with houses carved 
into the side of them, and some mountain goats on 
the ridge edge. The word for that day was unreal. 
Rai was telling us how before the monks enforced 
protecting endangered wildlife his father would 
hunt just about anything, and he’d eaten snow leop-
ard, red panda, and bear. We also learned that when 
an animal escapes and eats some crops, it gets put 
in the local animal prison and the owner has to buy 
it back from the farmer. We were staying another 
night in Sama so for the acclimatization day James, 
Oisin, Frances, Rai and I went up to the Manaslu 
base camp. We walked past Lake Birendra and up 
alongside the glacier, slowly getting higher with 
laboured breathing. We got to around 4,600m be-
fore Jame’s scuffs started slipping in the now and 
we stopped for some photos. Manaslu looked abso-
lutely magnificent, with long lacy clouds billowing 
off its tops like steam, and huge cornices precari-
ously balanced around it. There was a big avalanche 
across the gully from us on the way down that was 
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preceded by a loud cracking sound. I spent the af-
ternoon contacting everyone from home, and the 
word for the day was love.

I woke up early again to see the sun on the moun-
tain, but it was cloudy again. Still, the hazy clouds 
were a happy colour of yellow. We got our exam 
results back today, it was quite an isolated location 
to receive them, so it didn’t really feel like they mat-
tered much. They weren’t quite like my sweet first 
semester score, but I think I did well considering 
the circumstances. It was a bit of a hike to Samdo, 
our next stop, and everyone was starting to slow 
down with the altitude. Tracey and Casey had got-
ten sick off Richard and weren’t feeling so great, 
and Frances and I had a cold, but we kept push-
ing on. The word for the day was oxygen. The next 
day we set off late for the sick party members and 
started making our way up the hill to our last camp 
before the pass. Luckily Bryce and I lagged behind 
to check Tracey was doing okay, but her condition 
had deteriorated over night and she couldn’t keep 
going. I ran up the hill to alert the others and grab 
Tracey’s things that the others had offered to carry 
while Bryce helped sort Richard and Tracey a heli-
copter ride back at Samdo. Then all of a sudden our 
group of 12 was 10 and we continued on to Dhar-
amasala. Our rooms that night were, according to 
James, legitimately refrigeration shipping contain-
ers. I guess that made sense, if they’re good at keep-
ing the cold in they should also do the opposite! I 
went for a little walk with some others to scout out 
the start of tomorrow and then had an early dinner. 
The word for the day was chopper. 

We put all the sickies in one container together, and 
in the morning the antics continued! In the morn-
ing I had the most extreme diarrhea and vomiting 
combo I’d ever experienced, our trip nurse Vanessa 
thought it might’ve been a combo of food poison-
ing and altitude sickness but we don’t really know. 
I had some anti nausea and diarrhea pills but they 
came back up, I know what you’re thinking but no, 
I did not eat the same ones again. But hey, you can 
be cold, tired, hungry, have diarrhea and vomiting 
and be miserable… or you can just be cold, tired, 

hungry, have diarrhea and vomiting! Rai took just 
about all of my stuff but I didn’t tell anyone about the 
weight of heart shaped rocks I was carrying home. 
There was a random tea house along the way which 
charged extortionate prices for hot lemon, and we’d 
brought some lunch to have on the way but I wasn’t 
feeling like it. I hold the claim to getting over Larke 
La on just two mars bars, albeit I almost fell asleep 
sitting on the side of the track on the other side. 
The pass went on forever and the top didn’t feel like 
much of a high viewpoint, but it was still exciting to 
reach 5,100m. We took some group photos and had 
more food on the top, I added a sticker of a waka to 
the sign that said explore, dream and discover on 
it. The way down was tedious and slow to say the 
least but I finally made it down to Bimthang. I pret-
ty much went straight to bed, but that night I had 
some crazy dreams on this diamox altitude sickness 
medication, freaky shit. The word of the day was 
altitude. In the morning we voted to get a jeep ride 
earlier than we’d planned to get back to the others 
after a rest day. It also meant I’d have wifi to call 
my mother and Sarah for their shared birthdays. I 
made a comment while out for a wander that I ex-
pected the peak of the trip to be more of a climax 
and everyone laughed at me. Took me a moment to 
register why what I’d said was funny, poor choice 
of wording there. We ate lots of chocolate pancakes 
and steamed momos, and some crazy hare krishna 
guys ran past us towards the pass singing. The Rus-
sians caught up with us again, and something about 
a tattooed guy with a mohawk petting a stray kitten 
was extremely amusing.

The next day we walked to Goa and stayed in the 
Nirvana Hotel Inn where we played lots of 500. 
Casey and I’s room had a cool balcony but James 
recommended as a builder that we refrain from 
standing on it. The shitty Dutch group who had 
been harassing locals and generally annoying 
everyone they met also caught up with us and un-
fortunately ended up staying in the same place for 
the night. Not quite as bad as the inconsiderate 
Pommy father and his two sons though, but we left 
them in the dust. It was funny to watch them get 
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wound up by a flashing light in the dining room 
which Bryce eventually fixed with tape and a piece 
of cardboard. The next day we did some serious de-
scent down through the forest and into the jungle 
again. We were followed by a dog who we thought 
was being friendly but actually just seemed to be af-
ter a monkey for dinner. The words of the day were 
nirvana and marigolds. We stayed in Tal and then 
got a jeep from there to Besisahar, “it was horrible 
and hot and everything was bad” - Frances. This 
road was quite new and very questionable, on some 
sections we had to wait as a digger high up on the 
mountainside was pushing loose boulders down 
over the road into the river. The driver picked up 
some friend of his for a lift who kept doing such 
bad farts that we all had to open our windows “I 
wouldn’t blame anyone for shitting themselves 
on this drive” - John. When we arrived there was 
a huge power line flashover--which I can tell you 
from my time as a utility arborist is very bad--that 
cut power to the whole town. The word of the day 
was subsequently without a doubt: dodgy. I woke 
up at 1:00 am to call my mum and Sarah and wish 
them both a happy birthday, and found out my 
mum had accidentally spoiled the surprise present 
I’d given to Sarah before I left. I slept soundly, re-
lieved to have managed to call home and to hear 
that I’d be able to see everyone quickly before head-
ing away to Nelson Lakes when I got back.

Afterwards
We then managed to meet up with our recovered 
party members and then continued on the rest of 
our trip. The group of 12 also went to the Chitwan 
National Park where we found peacocks, croc-
odiles, and a drugged out rhino. Then Pokhara 
where we visited the Shanti Stupa and bought lots 
of gifts. Most of the group then flew home and of 
the remaining 5 we left one newly sick person be-
hind, who had just lost their cell phone and so had 
no means of contacting us, while we did the An-
napurna trek. After which we checked out Bhak-
tapur before flying home, we managed to balance 
the active, nature and cultural aspects of travel well. 
But these are stories for another time, I loved Ne-

pal... it really was an epic adventure. 

Some notes from Frances
Now that it’s come to writing this it’s been over a 
year and a half since we got back and I’m separat-
ed from my sparse, barely written in diary which I 
attempted to maintain in Nepal. I feel like it would 
have helped. There are things I remember though, 
and remember well. These are a few of them.  

Everything was so big. Vastly big, and we were so 
close to those big mountains. We were so small. 
Roads were so bumpy. And long. The bus we got 
from the end of the Annapurna back to Pokhara 
was literal hell on earth. It was 10 hours and con-
sisted of 2 stops, one of which occurred half an 
hour in and I frantically had to try and pee behind a 
building. 8 hours later, driving down a braided riv-
er (ecology? pah) and what felt like a fairly gnarly 
4wd track we had our second stop - “dinner”. “Din-
ner” was 3 packets of Lays sour cream and onion 
chips and 2 packets of off brand cheese balls. Turns 
out Izzy hadn’t had cheeseballs before, and deemed 
them delicious, I deemed her ridiculous. James and 
I spent the whole bus ride getting progressively 
more lucid. It doesn’t help that I get extreeeemley 
carsick/bussick. Maybe James was distracting me 
from that? Regardless he was an asset.  
My best memory of Nepal was in Chitwan. I can 
still remember it very clearly. Izzy, James and I hired 
these shitty shitty bikes. I don’t think Izzy even had 
brakes on hers? There were no helmets. The first af-
ternoon we cruised around some side streets and 
we were so free. We were surrounded by mustard 
fields and peoples homes and people living. 
I think I heard Izzy laugh for one of the first times 
in weeks. It felt like one of those cheesy as scenes 
at the end of a movie where the friends head home 
and everything is good, and calm, and blissful. We 
had just come back from the Manaslu where there 
had been stress. Complex family dynamics which 
I wasn’t part of but still made things tense. Being 
with a group does that, I hold no one to blame. But 
those bikes were the best.  

Photos by Frances, John, Kyle and Aidan.•
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Pokhara markets

Slightly suspicious bridges Beautiful woodwork

Dreaming doggo mamma

The wandering wiggles

She’s big country

Browsing highlands

Rickshaw rides

Falling rainbows

Goat stampede

GOLDEN HOUR

Ribum Gompa

End of Larke La

Group On Larke Pass Phewa Lake boats

Gear officers take note

Frozen Nubri range

As seen in Nepal
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Billy Goats gruff Abandoned Stones

Wonky dzomo

Lake Birendra from Base Camp

Electrician’s nightmare “will it fit in my luggage?”

“How about two?”

Larke La views Big cheese and son

Steep valleys and cedars

... might be a while

Sunny jelly tip

Swayambhu stupa Himalayan graffiti

Ancient rock faces
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Doing even more vegetation plots, around Mt 
Taranaki with Rowan and Chris. Saw the mountain 
on 3 out of 7 days. Super cool country with spectac-
ular terrain. Deeply incised gullies all through the 
bush – a bit of a nightmare to go through though. 
Walked part of the Mangorei track to get to some 
plots. The first 2 or so hours are continuous uphill 
boardwalk with oddly and very inconsistently sized 
steps. Finished off the trip with a wander along the 
Ngatoro Loop Track. Got caught out in some in-
credibly brutal hail. Highly, highly recommend this 
short walk! So pretty!

CARA'S CALAMITIES - NOV
VOLCA-NO-VIEWS (FIELD WORK)

Tom Spencer and I had an epic day on Mt Taranaki 
over the uni break. We were both keen to get out 
and find a big challenge, so we decided doing 2 laps 
of Mt Taranaki would be a bit of fun.

We started at around 5.30am from the Stratford 
Plateau and pushed through the first hour or so in 
cold winds and icy conditions. However, once we 
got around to Holly hut the day cleared up and we 
could find a solid rhythm. Going around the side 
of Phantam’s Peak had to be a highlight of the first 
lap with clear conditions and some stunning views 
of the summit. We managed to tick off the first lap, 
getting back to the plateau in 8 hours 45 minutes 
where we could restock food.

Setting out on the second loop, we managed a solid 
pace around to Holly Hut where we had a bit of a 
laugh as we filled in the hut book for the second 
time that day. After darkness set in at the pyramid 
stream crossing, we made the trek up the Brames 
falls track climb for the second time, meeting some 
very gusty conditions coming around Phantam’s 
peak. We reached Dawson Falls Visitor Centre with 
30 minutes left to make our goal of 20 hours so had 
to make a final hustle on smashed legs to finish the 
day in 19 hours and 59 minutes! All in all, we were 
stoked with how the day went and enjoyed the chal-
lenges that came with it. •

SEEING DOUBLE
MT TARANAKI CIRCUIT, TARANAKI/MT EGMONT NP.
TOM HADLEY
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As I sped down the hill in the rain towards OUSA 
at 6:30am in the morning, on my bike with a Spei-
ghts crate swinging around behind me, I had time 
to consider my life choices. Why was I awake at 
such an hour? Pure insanity. The bus was loaded 
at OUSA with a load of drowsy punters and we set 
off in the darkness towards Raspberry Flat. It wasn’t 
until after the infamous talking toilets of Roxburgh 
that the bus began waking up. We facilitated the 
chatter by running a round of bus speed dating and 
handing around a few bags of wine. The gravity of 
the situation hit me when I realized that out of the 
entire busload of people it was only Jake and I that 
had ever been to a Bushball before, what respon-
sibility! Given that fact I took it upon myself to 
lift the bar and get everyone hyped for hitting the 
track. This involved having a race down the luggage 
rack against Sam V (the beta) and sipping goon try-
ing not to spill any on the nice German girl below. 
At the very least I managed to get Sam on a bit of a 
level by the time we had been shuttled to the start 
of the track.

For the first time in yonks the weather was alright 
enough to crank out the costumes for the walk. The 
array of outfits was quite impressive, there were 
hobbits, wizards and the odd ring all floating about. 
I took custody of a goon for the walk for motiva-
tional purposes. Bouncing between mobs of punt-
ers I eventually jumped on the back of the quad for 
a lift most of the way to the hut. Somewhat foolishly 
(I may have been under the influence at the time) I 
shouldered my pack and decided to lug it the ‘short’ 
distance from Cascade Hut to Aspiring Hut. Even 
the effects of the alcohol wasn’t enough to totally 
numb the pain in my shoulder by the time I got to 
the hut. Given my merry state I wasn’t much good 
at helping out with dinner. I could barely get my 
burrito to my mouth in one piece as it was. Events 
from then onwards were a little hazy, just like the 

one ring, knowledge of those hours was lost forever.
When I did eventually return from my adventure I 
found that roles had been reversed and now seem-
ingly I was one of the more sober ones out of the 
fellowship. This was duly rectified and soon the 
building was reverberating to the sound of some 
solid classics. That was until some party pooper 
turned off the music at midnight and told everyone 
to go to bed. When I went to search for my sleeping 
bag I got quite the surprise to find some punter had 
snagged it and was curled up in a bunk. After con-
vincing him that, yes this was my sleeping bag, I re-
turned to the living area. There was a poor maiden 
there who had also had her sleeping bag snatched, 
taking pity on her I shared mine between the two 
of us on the floor.

I woke to the sound of thumping beats and bruis-
es on my hips from the shitty club sleeping mats. 
Several groups including myself went for a jaunt 
down to the river for a quick skinny dip to wake 
up. Breakfast was a military operation run by Kerry 
and Jenni, and done so with extraordinary efficien-
cy. There were hashbrowns, snags, applecrumble 
and more! Duly stuffed we began the mammoth 
task of clearing out the punters and their belong-
ings from the hut before cleaning the whole place 
down. With the hut clean and the punters assem-
bled Annie and Lachie handed out awards for the 
best costumes then herding the crowd around for 
a group photo.

After this the punters began drifting off in dribs 
and drabs towards Raspberry flat whilst the ‘re-
sponsible’ people finished the clean up. I volun-
teered to take the wheelbarrow with the generator 
back to where the ute was parked. This was a mis-
sion in itself but between Jacob and myself we got 
the job done (albeit with one wet boot!). Well and 
truly buggered we had a rest at the ute, enough time 
for the rest of the leaders and sandflies to catch up.

With far too many cans of beans crammed into 
the ute I jumped on the back of the quad with Jake 
driving and Keegan on the other side. We sped past 

AN UNEXPECTED 
JOURNEY
ASPIRING NP, ASPIRING HUT
SAM HARRISON
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the punters up and over the hill where Jake left 
me so I could indulge in a cheeky dip. After thor-
oughly shocking some internationals I found my-
self plodding down the track with some dutchies 
with whom I stunned with my amazing command 
on the Dutch language. At one point we had to be 
quick to get of the way as Kerry sped past with a 
wheelbarrow in hand and a glint in his eyes.

The Dutch girls had trouble staying out of the pud-
dles, I think they were having problems adjusting 
to being above sea level. At the carpark there were 
clumps of punters milling around and some mu-
sic playing. This changed suddenly when ‘Cotton 
Eye Joe’ came on resulting in spontaneous square 
dancing from the Kiwis. Talk about reverse culture 
shock. With time everyone was crammed into a 
van and shoved back on the bus with such speed 
that we even had time to see the ‘famous’ “Wanaka 
Tree”. Wow. Back at the gear room there was time 
to reflect on another Bushball done over a leftover 
bucket bean sandwich served up by Olly.

Mmmm bucket beans. Not a bad Bushball either. •

Pippin (Torea) & Mary (Maddy) (SH)

Gandalf (TIMO) & Aragon (Aidan) (CD)

Punters stuck in the mud (CD)

Sword Limbo (RR)
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PUNTERS IN THE WILD (RR)

HOBBITS OR PUNTERS? (CD)

JACOB Pretending to be a boat (CD)

the matukituki (SH)
Hydration is key (CD)

“Look at the size of his sword” (CD)

YOU SHALL NOT PASS (SH)Why walk to MORDOR? (SW)

A-SHIR(e)-ING HUT (CD)
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CLOSE BONDS FORM at BUSHBALL...

AN
NI
E’
S 
AP
PL
E 
CR
UM
BL
EJENNI on the JOB

WISE WORDS FROM THE PATRON?

NO
 A
DM
IT
TA
NC
E 
EX
CE
PT
 O
N 
PA
RT
Y 
BU
SI
NE
SS

THE ONE RING? (SW)

SHOULD WE WORRY THAT THIS MAN DRIVES THE BUS?

High stoke (SW)

NOT SURE THIS IS

I regret to announce — this is The EnD.

I am going now

CONOR DIDN’T GET THE MEMO ABOUT THE 

CHANGE FROM THE 80’s THEME (SW)

One keg to rule them all (SW)

IN THE LORE (SW)

umm...
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WEIGHT REDUCTION (SH)

WHO SHAT OUTSIDE? (SH)

LOADING UP THE UTE (SH)

COOKIE MONSTER? (SH)

KERRY ON A MISSION (SH) Lekker Bezig (SH)

TIMO’s MAGIC (SH)

HARD TO KEEP DUTCH away

FROM WATER (SH)
COTTON EYE JOE (SH)
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As some of you may know, I’m a huge fan of 
Glühwein (Mulled Wine) and making it in ob-
scene amounts for tramps, flat crawls and sauna/
spa time at Abbey College. Now some folks have 
requested the recipe and I finally found some 
time to actually write it out.

Ingredients
• Bottle of wine (I mostly use Merlots) + 

250mL of Port wine (Optional)
• 10 ish cloves
• 2 star anis whole
• 3 sticks of cinnamon
• 10 ish allspice berries
• Sugar
• 1 Lemon and 1 orange
• Magic

The most important step of all is to play: “Con-
cerning Hobbits” by Howard Shore at a pleasant 
volume throughout the whole process.

Preparation
1. First start off with pouring the wine in a 

pan/slow cooker and heat it up to just below 
70 degrees, then a pan on the furnace with 
each 500mL of water and add the spices. 
Bring it to a boil and let it simmer for 
20-30 minutes until you have like 100mL 
remaining, let it cool down a bit, sieve out 
the spices and pour it into the wine. 

2. Juice the orange and lemon and add just a 
little bit of the juice (changes the taste very 
fast oranges!!!), slice the peel in long parts 
and add it to the mix. 

3. Add sugar to taste and keep it warm at 
just below 70 degrees for a few hours (not 
needed, helps with flavor). Best served hot/
warm and can be easily reheated in the 
microwave.

Personal flavour
I usually get a box of red goon, if you want to do 
fancy you can do 3 bottles of merlot and 1 bottle 
of port wine for that better taste. Also some folks 
use brown rum in it but yet have to do it myself 
that way. 
All of the spice quantities are basically a ballpark, 
for sugar I use about 200-500 grams depending 
on the amount made. •

ROBIN’S GLÜHWEIN
ROBIN REIJERS

A man of great Taste (SW)
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Disclaimer: most of this was written about 11 pm on 
Bushball. I was sober, but sleep deprived and drunk on 
the general energy of the room, and had just finished 
cleaning up after someone vomited all over two oth-
er people’s sleeping bags. It’s the worst written poem 
you’ll probably ever read, but at least it’s authentic.
 

It’s Middle Earth at Bushball 2019
With hobbits, elves, dwarves and men
It’s the Lord of the Mt Aspiring!
We carry packs, costumes and a beer, or ten.
 
With bread to feed an army of orcs,
A keg, the boombox, multiple wheelbarrow loads
So much fun, friendship and cheer,
Aspiring hut feels like it’ll explode!
 
Fairy lights brighten and colour the hut
The banner stands proud, Mt Doom is alight
“No entry except on party business”
We gather together for a great night
 
Mastering the towel-mopping-the floor dance
Chatting and checking in, I’m in such stellar spirits
When some prick shits on the doorstep, and again at the tap,
I cheerfully clean it up, singing the lyrics
 
Patron Torea tells how her parents met
At an OUTC Bushball of yesteryear
A romance is started between her and Tom
Perhaps history will reappear
 
A few people go missing, in sets of two
I search for them to make sure they’re okay
There’s a bit of a knack to looking for them
Without coming across them in the midst of their play
 
With the hut overcrowded, exec pitch their tents
A good nights sleep and some peace and quiet
Inside the hut, energetic members continue the party
It really sounds like a riot
 
Cheers social officers for a fantastic event,
Cheers NZAC, DoC and the Aspinals for the use of the hut every year
Cheers everyone whose here, you’ve made it an incredible night
I need a good sleep now after that great atmosphere! •

BUSHBALL FROM ONE OF 
THE FEW SOBER ENOUGH 
TO REMEMBER IT
ASPIRING NP, ASPIRING HUT
JENNIFER PALMER
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BOTANICAL EATING
CARA-LISA SCHLOOTS

On the mention of my being a botanist on a tramping trip I am, without fail, questioned about tasty native 
species one can forage for while tramping. Put simply, New Zealand is not a great place to go foraging for 
wild foods. In fact, the best foraged foods you can find are introduced species which in many cases are also 
considered to be invasive. Foraging while tramping is rather dire. The best tramping locations typically 
have few of the exotic plants which provide actually tasty or nutritious food. But I think most trampers 
have considered surviving in the wild with no food before, be it by choice or not, and one cannot argue that 
it is of some value to know at least some wild food sources. 
I have endeavoured to support the following basic guide with both reliable sources and personal experi-
ences, the latter is certainly less accurate and individual tastes differ. A large amount of the information 
has been sourced from “A Field Guide to the Native Edible Plants of New Zealand” by Andrew Crowe. It 
is an excellent book and I highly recommend it. The author is one of those people that has considered, 
and actually tried, going into the wilderness without any food supplies for the fun of it. Another excellent 
source I used extensively is the online Landcare Research Manaaki Whenua Maori Plant Use Database.
This guide will be focussed on plants you are likely to find in the southern South Island; my personal back-
yard and where I am most familiar with the plants. The selection should cover most environments, except 
those where there are no plants.

BUSH LAWYER
Rubus australis, R. cissoides, R. parvus, R. schmide-
lioides, R. squarrosus
You can tell by the name that this is not a friend-
ly plant, although I’d rather run into one of these 
than a lawyer in the bush. They occur in all types 
of habitat from scrub to dense forest, but don’t wor-
ry too much about trying to spot them; they’ll find 
you first. The feeling of your flesh being shredded is 
generally a good indication that there’s some lawyer 
around, and upon closer inspection you will find a 
climbing vine with spines on every surface includ-
ing the leaves. Miniature blackberry-like fruit can 
be found from December to April on female plants. 
They range from yellow to red and taste okay, albe-
it rather seedy and bland. If you’re really desperate 
you can cut the vines and drain the liquid to drink.

COPROSMA
Coprosma species
Coprosma species actually belong to the same family 
as coffee, and this option was certainly explored by 
early settlers. Perhaps in desperate times you may 
wish to retrial this failed venture. While some spe-
cies of Coprosma are commonly called shit shrubs, 
the berries actually taste excellent (at least in con-
trast to what I imagine shit tastes like), although 
there is a slight aftertaste which some individu-
als, myself included, find somewhat unpleasant. 
You can eat the berries of all species of Coprosma, 
which come in a variety of colours ranging from 
white and blue to orange and red, with the general 
consensus being that the white and blue colours are 
far superior in taste. They are a fairly reliable find 
within forest and scrub and can be identified by 
their typically shrubby growth and opposite leaves. 
I have found occasional bushes still with berries in 
the depths of winter, although they are even more 
tasteless when frozen. The leaves come in a range of 
shapes and sizes, and the species themselves are no-
toriously difficult and aggravating to identify even 
among experts.
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MĀNUKA/KĀNUKA
Leptospermum scoparium & Kunzea species
A very common small tree in the Myrtle fami-
ly with fragrant foliage and pretty white flowers 
which are very attractive to bees. It is a common 
component of regenerating forest and in scrubby 
areas. I have frequently used Manuka/Kanuka to 
make a tea, however I haven’t found it to give much 
flavour. With added honey however, I find it quite 
tasty and think it enhances the flavour somewhat, 
but there is likely to be a large regional variability in 
the strength of the tea. Oil and honey sourced from 
Mānuka in particular have significant antibacterial, 
antifungal and antioxidant properties and research 
suggests that native parakeets may chew the leaves 
to manage external and internal parasites. Occa-
sionally one may find what appears to be a lump of 
damp icing sugar on 
a tree which tastes as 
it appears and can 
be chewed 
to alleviate 
coughs. 

MIRO
Prumnopitys ferruginea
Finally, a plant with real use in the outdoors. A de-
coction of the leaves and bark can be used to treat 
gonorrhoea. Miro is a tall tree up to 30 m tall with 
ferny foliage and slightly curved leaves. The rath-
er large edible red fruit is found on female trees in 
winter and has been described as “a plum of a spicy 
flavour”, which sounds highly unappealing. A much 
more appealing description I have encountered is 

that the flesh tastes like a 
mango, albeit a very, 

very small one. 
However others 

have described the 
fruit as “trash” due 

to the strong taste of 
tannin, which is so strong 
in the berries that it will 

flavour the flesh of kererū 

who feed on it. Ultimately it was prized because 
it attracted kererū. In urban areas take care not to 
confuse this species with the introduced yew tree 
which is poisonous.

PŌHUEHUE or PUKA | MUEHLENBECKIA
Muehlenbeckia species
Most species are vine-like with small inconspicu-
ous leaves and produce very discreet and easy to 
miss small semi-translucent whiteish fruits, which 
actually consist of swollen 
petals. They ripen in 
summer/autumn and 
are a little gel-like but 
sweet and rather 
juicy for their size. 
Rather labour in-
tensive for relatively 
little reward.

PĀTŌTARA
Leucopogon fraseri
Pātōtara is a small creeping plant up to 15 cm 
tall with surprisingly spikey leaves that make it a 
particularly uncomfortable seat despite its almost 
mossy appearance. It has small pleasantly scented 
and beautifully detailed white flowers upon close 
inspection. Descriptions of the fruit vary from “as 
large as a currant” to the much more apt descrip-
tion of “edible berry”, although some say it rates 
quite highly in our native fruits and is sweet and 
juicy. I find the bright orange berries dry and taste-
less with practically no actual flesh. It can be found 
in open areas both above and below the bushline 
and is rather common, the berries ripen in sum-
mer/autumn. 
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RIMU
Dacrydium cuppressinum
One of our most distinctive forest trees, it grows 
to 50 m tall, often sticking out of the surrounding 
forest and provides a home for many epiphytic spe-
cies. It is most well-known for the long drooping 
foliage of young plants but also produces small 
fruit once mature, although you are unlikely to be 
able to pick it straight off the tree due to its height. 
The fruit is edible, consists of a red fruit with a 
green-black seed at the tip the latter which is best 

removed, and occurs in 
abundance every other 

autumn. The fruit was 
highly prized by Māori 

and while quite sweet and 
tasty it does have a rather strong 

tannin aftertaste. Ideal wood for 
making a war spear.

TĀWINIWINI or TAPUKA | SNOWBERRY
Gaultheria species
Probably one of the best, and most popular forage-
able tramping snacks in summer/autumn, particu-
larly above the bushline, although I have encoun-
tered berries above the bushline in mid-July. The 
shrubby forest species produces inferior red ‘ber-
ries’ which are much too dry to be worthwhile in 
my experience, but are edible. Sources suggest they 
are sweeter in summer/autumn. An infusion of the 
leaves is used for asthma, so if you forget your inhal-
er... The best species is Gaultheria depressa which 
creeps or forms a low shrub and has big juicy white 
‘berries’. The bigger the ‘berry’ the more worth 
your while it will be. The berries are in fact swol-
len petals but are quite palatable although without 
much discernible flavour, and I have snacked on 
them profusely to 
very slightly al-
leviate my thirst 
on above bush-
line traverses 
where I have 
found myself 
without water.

KAREAO | SUPPLEJACK
Ripogonum scandens
Supplejack is often encountered as a leafless black 
stemmed knot of vines, barring your passage 
through a dark and damp section of forest that is 
probably already slippery enough without vines 
tripping you up or catching on your pack as you 
try to manoeuvre through a gap resembling a large 
rabbit snare. You can eat the flesh of the bright 
red berries (the skin is rather thick and I usually 
end up spitting it out) which may be present at 
any time of the year, and which I have also heard 
are comparable in flavour to a mango. The tips of 
the shoots when they show new growth taste like 
a fresh green bean or asparagus and provide addi-
tional hydration as they have a high water content. 
Despite actually having some flavour and mass they 
have been described to me as “not memorable” but 
if I am being honest they are probably one of the 
better options out there. If you have time (and the 
appropriate equipment) you might consider using 
the roots to brew beer. It is 
recommended to chop 
the roots into short 
slivers to enhance the 
flavour. 

TŌTARA
Podocarpus species
A lowland tree, or a sprawling alpine shrub that 
will do its best to trip you up. It produces sweet and 
juicy fruits which taste somewhat of turpentine and 
it is best to separate the small dark seed from the 
red fleshy part. The sprawling shrub is rather more 
accessible in terms of being able to access the fruits 
which appear in summer, while the tree fruits in 
autumn. Large solid sections of bark can be peeled 
off the trees and used as a splint and the wood can 
also make up the hard stick component you need 
to start a fire by friction. It was a major timber tree 
due to its hard wood and rot resistance, and Māori 
preferred it for 
carving canoes.
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KŌTUKUTUKU | TREE FUCHSIA
Fuchsia excorticata
A small semi-deciduous tree common in damp 
gullies or near streams with very distinctive orange 
peeling bark which can be used to write on. The 
berries are a light to deep fuchsia colour, edible, 
and can be used to make jam, or stewed with honey. 
Some have confessed in finding it difficult to stop 
collecting fruits once a tree with particularly large 

and juicy fruits has been found. They 
have been described as “more pal-

atable than any other native fruit” 
and “one of the best tasting fruits 
of the forest”, and a variety of na-

tive birds appear to agree with 
this. Personally I cannot 
abide the aftertaste, but 

I seem to be a minority in 
holding that opinion.

MAKOMAKO | WINEBERRY
Aristotelia serrata
A sparsely leaved tree often growing in disturbed 
areas from lowland to bushline. It has very soft 
heart shaped serrated leaves and is partially de-
ciduous. The dark purplish berries ripen in sum-

mer, and only occur on female trees. 
The berries can be eaten 
but vary in taste, some 

find it delicious, others 
totally forgettable and 
others quite bitter. Take 

care when eating to only 
crush the berry, and not the seed 

which has a nauseous bitter taste. 
Early European settlers used it for 

making jellies, jams and wine, as the 
name may suggest. 

WHARAWHARA, KAKAHA + | ASTELIA
Astelia species.
Flax like plants found on the forest floor and above 
the bushline among tussock, with some species 
which grow epiphytically (in trees). The flowers 
remain hidden amongst the foliage rather than 

protruding like flax. There are separate male and 
female plants so not all plants will provide fruit. 
Berries ripen in summer/autumn/winter and were 
eaten by Māori, described as “honey sweet berries”. 
They are typically red, orange or purple and in my 
very limited experience of an orange berried spe-
cies taste absolutely awful. The red berries of A. 
solandri supposedly produce a clear, pleasant jel-
ly. The seeds are an excellent source of fatty acids 
so if you feel some cardiovascular disease coming 
on they should help protect you 
against that. The base of 
the flower stalk can also 
be eaten, but it is bland. 
And finally, if you are 
out to impress, you can 
use red Astelia berries 
as a blush for your cheeks.

HARAKEKE or WHARARIKI | NZ FLAX
Phormium tenax & P. cookianum
A tall wide leaved grass like bush that is very wide-
spread, from coastal areas to above the bushline. Its 
most well-known use is as a fibre for weaving and 
plaiting into ropes, baskets and many other useful 
items. It is also hands down my favourite tramping 
snack. On a warm spring/summer day one can con-
sume large quantities of the delicious sugary nec-
tar which accumulates in the cup shaped flowers, 
probably pollinating as you go judging by the large 
amount of pollen I accumulated on my face dur-
ing one such trip. Māori collected this ‘honey’ in 
calabashes and used it for sweetening other foods. 
Apparently the black shiny seeds which are found 
in summer/autumn provide a passable alternative 
to coffee. There are also many traditional medici-
nal uses for various parts of the plant that are too 
extensive to list 
here. Do not eat 
the roots of any 
New Zealand 
flax as they are 
highly purgative 
(they will make 
you poo, in a bad way).
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PĀNAKENAKE | PRATIA
Lobelia angulata
A tiny creeping herb which forms mats with small 
white flowers. I have typically observed it on stream 
banks in the forest, and also on more open river-
beds. The leaves are found year round and can be 
cooked and eaten as greens. I could find no 
information regarding the fuch-
sia-coloured berries, so it is best 
to refrain from these unless you 
are able to find good evidence 
that they are edible.

TARAMEA
Aciphylla species
There are a range of very descriptive 
and informative common names for 
Aciphylla; Bayonette-grass, Spear-
grass, Spaniard, and Bloody-Span-
iard, the latter which you will find is 
inadvertently the most common 
way to refer to it. Any interaction 
with this plant is dangerous due to 
the rather sharp pointed leaf tips which will easily 
skewer your eyeball or any other body part should 
you come within range. The roots of taramea which 
have not yet flowered can be pulled up, usually with 
a rope, and are said to be “somewhat like a carrot”, 
but I am uncertain if this refers to their shape or 
taste. They are difficult to enjoy raw so cooking is 
recommended. They are a sought after snack by 
wild pigs. 

MOUKU | HEN AND CHICKENS FERN
Asplenium bulbiferum & A. gracillimum
A ground-dwelling fern common in dark, damp 
lowland forest areas. If forms a loose crown of 
fronds and sometimes the mature leaves are 
adorned with tiny baby plants or bulbils, which 
eventually fall to the ground 
and grow. It was a popular 
food source for Māori who 
steamed the young shoots in 
an earth oven. The young leaf 
buds are versatile in a stir fry 
and potentially good steamed, 

resembling bitter asparagus. I have found them to 
be a bit too hairy to be pleasant, but this definitely 
improves once they have been steamed and incor-
porated into a dish. The roots and unfurled leaves 
can also be eaten, although I suspect that younger 
leaves will be more palatable. Asparagus is probably 
still a better option if available.

BEECH STRAWBERRY
Cyttarria gunnii
Only found on and around silver beech (Lophozo-
nia menziesii) trees, this yellowish somewhat golf 
ball resembling fungus can be found in spring. It 
has been described as “remarkably lacking in fla-
vour, although not unpleasant. Cooked in butter it 
improved but still tasted bland and was compared 

to zucchini”, which actually sounds quite good es-
pecially as zucchini can be rather 
expensive. It is slimy, bland and 
chewy when eaten raw pro-
viding further evidence that 
butter does indeed improve 
anything and everything. It is 
not known to have been eaten by Māori. 

Of course, I must include a disclaimer. I have done 
my best to choose plants which are straightforward 
to identify, have few or no dangerous parts and 
which you are unlikely to confuse with a dangerous 
species. However, do not underestimate how easy 
it is to misidentify plants and make the mistake of 
eating something poisonous. I cannot say this with 
enough emphasis. Please make sure you know you 
have the correct plant, and please do not try ‘tasty 
looking’ things while out in the forest unless you 
are with someone who knows their stuff or you are 
very familiar with your stuff yourself. We have na-
tive species which have deleted elephants with ease 
so the danger is very real. 

If you have any questions, want to go on a botanical 
hike or just wanna chat about plants, find me on the 
Instagram: @ciel.outside. •
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In the summer of 2018-2019, I spent 77 days walk-
ing the length of the South Island (1400km), with 
my journey mainly based around walking the South 
Island section of the Te Araroa trail northbound. 
People keep asking me how my trip changed me 
- who did I become? The answer to that is hiker 
trash. I became hiker trash.
Hiker Trash is a term used to affectionately de-
scribe hikers who have sunk to a lower standard of 
living. Nowhere is it more apparent than in a group 
of thru-hikers who have been living on the trails for 
months. However becoming a piece of hiker trash 
is not an exclusive process. Here is your one stop 
guide to essentially becoming homeless and not 
giving a damn:
There are three necessary preparation steps to be-
coming hiker trash:

Step One:
Pack the bare minimum you think you need to 
tramp for three months. Then get rid of a further 
5kg. Crocs are compulsory. Only 2 pairs of socks 
and 2 pairs of underwear permitted. No shampoo, 
soap, deodorant, detergent or scrubbing brush al-
lowed - you won’t be washing your hair for the next 
month and you’ll discover all you need to wash a 
pot is your fingers and water (you will get used to 
breakfast that tastes vaguely like pesto). No bowl, 
cup or plate required either - you can eat/drink out 
of the pot. 

Step Two:
Buy half the food you think you’ll need - because 
she’ll be right. 

Step Three:
Start walking. Keep walking. Walk until there is a 
fine layer of white salt on all your clothing from 
sweating so much or your socks stand up by them-
selves (see exhibit A). Then walk some more - only 
emerge into civilisation after a minimum of a week 

in the hills.
Now that you are hungry, tired and stink - the real 
hiker trash magic will begin to happen.
Signs you are hiker trash:
1. You will sleep anywhere or everywhere. Ran-

dom patches or ground or tables are prime 
sleeping real estate (see exhibit B). Extra ku-
dos if you have your afternoon nap on the ex-
pensive outdoor furniture of a random fancy 
trail side resort which you are not staying in 
(see exhibit C).

2. Everything you wear needs a wash. Therefore 
you end up wearing long johns and a raincoat 
when you are in town while everything else 
you own is being washed. You never ever use 
the dryer. Why would you pay for that when 
the world is your oyster when it comes to 
washing lines. Random bushes and children’s 
playgrounds never disappoint (see exhibit D 
and E). You also find it acceptable to wash 
your clothing and socks in a toilet hand basin.

3. You will swim and wash in almost anything no 
matter who is watching (and consider swim-
ming and washing the same thing). Some-
times this happens while fully clothes (see ex-
hibit F) or while wearing nothing at all. Lakes, 
rivers and waterfalls are your mainstream op-
tion, but extra kudos goes to those who wash 
in fountains or in the sprinklers on people’s 
front lawns (see exhibit G). 

4. You are a vacuum cleaner when it comes to 
food. After eating less than half your calorific 
needs for the past 7 days, you come into town 
and beeline it for the nearest Four Square (su-
permarket if you are lucky enough to be in a 
big town). You buy enough food to feed a fam-
ily of four for a few days and then proceed to 
eat it all outside the store in one sitting (see 
myself in full vacuum cleaner mode in exhibit 
H). You then feel incredibly full and like you 
will never need to eat again. Therefore when 
you go 5 minutes later and do your re-stock 
for the next week you buy half the food you 
will actually need, meaning you will be raven-
ous when you next come into town and the 

HOW TO WALK THE 
LENGTH OF THE 
SOUTH ISLAND
TE ARAROA SOUTH ISLAND - NORTHBOUND
MADDY WHITTAKER
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cycle will repeat itself. Truly trashy hikers will 
walk massive days or camp multiple days for 
the once weekly BBQ buffet at the backpack-
er’s in St. Arnaud. I can confirm it is worth the 
wait….

5. You have walked through multiple pairs of 
shoes. You have glued, stitched, tied and 
duct taped them together to try and get them 
to survive to the nearest town with shoes. 
Sometimes they haven’t made it and so you 
have walked multiple days through bogs and 
through snow in crocs (see exhibit I, J and K).

6. You know all the tricks when it comes to mak-
ing your gear last far longer than it is designed. 
Do you even thru-hike if you haven’t used two 
tent pegs and duct tape to splint a walking 
pole for 600km? (see exhibit L)

7. You wonder why you ever needed a fridge as 
you eat cheese which hasn’t been refrigerated 
for 7 days (5 of which were a heat-wave). She’ll 
be right. 

8. You become a hitch hiking queen. Hitch hike 
in the back of a ute (see exhibit M), in a kayak, 
in a water taxi, in a post boat etc etc. You will 
not be fazed by the prospect of fitting 7 people 
and 6 packs into a car with only the driver and 
passenger seat (see exhibit N). You will find a 
free way to get where you want to go.

9. When you come into towns, you choose a café 
purely for its electrical outlets so you can re-
charge your phone. 

10. You restock your salt supply for the next section 
from shakers on the outside tables of cafes.

11. You can smell clean clothes on day hikers be-
fore you see them.

12. You choose a bed in the hut next to the win-
dow so you can drain your pasta water with-
out having to move off your bed. 

The list could go on and on forever. Anything you 
do while tramping which would thoroughly disgust 
your grandmother probably falls into the hiker 
trash category. If you can’t identify with any of the 
above then it’s time for you to get out there and get 
dirty, tired, hangry and cheap. That’s when the real 
adventures happen… •

Exhibit A (VF)

Exhibit B (JH)

Exhibit C (HM)

Exhibit D (CJ)

Exhibit E (VF)
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Exhibit F (MW) Exhibit G (HM)

Exhibit H (CJ) Exhibit I (VF)

Exhibit J (MW) Exhibit K (MW)

Exhibit L (MW) Exhibit M (MW) Exhibit N (TSF)
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PREPARATION: 

I am a firm believer that the best preparation is to 
just wing it. When preparing to walk the length of 
the South Island, I recommend doing basically no 
tramping for several months and then gradually 
building up to it by doing something nice and 
easy like the Five Passes a couple of days before 
leaving. Several thousand metres of elevation 
gain over Fohn pass and Fiery col, followed by 2 
hours of bush pashing (Ed. I don’t remember this 
bush pashing? I do remember a lot of bush bashing 
though) in pitch black after already walking for 14 
hours is a great leveler and will do wonders for your 
self-confidence just before starting the trail.  

Tip 1 - It’s best to fuck up your legs right at the start, 
that way they won’t hurt as much when they are 
absolutely munted later on.  

If you have printed out (or even read) all the trail 
notes/maps and mailed yourself carefully planned 
food parcels for the next 3 months, you’ve gone too 
far. If you don’t know where the start of the trail is 
you’ve probably done slightly too little – it’s about 
getting the balance right. Skim read the first para-
graph of the notes so you know where to start and 
start walking south (or north), you’ll be fine.  

GETTING THERE:
  
Hitchhiking from Alexandra to Nelson up the 
Westcoast in 3 days is definitely doable and you 
should try it even if there is severe rain and thun-
derstorms forecasted - bonus points if you can do it 
in less than 10 hitches. 

Tip 2 - Don’t get stuck in Whataroa, it’s a shithole.  

Tip 3 - If someone called Jerry picks you up in 
Greymouth, he’s not actually that bad a guy - Don’t 
be fooled by the house plants and bootleg alcohol 
in his pickup. 

Tip 4 - Don’t get stuck in Rungata, it’s a shithole.  

Tip 5 - Sleeping in the back of a stranger’s pickup 
truck on a beach north of Westport is more com-
fortable than sleeping in the rain.  

Tip 6 - If you can’t get all the way to Nelson just get 
dropped off 5km out of Richmond and walk along 
the highway- it’s fun.  

ON THE TRAIL:  

Tip 7 - Now that you’re on the trail, you’re going 
to want to try to get some big days in early, go for 
a 45km day within your first 3 days - The Queen 
Charlotte track is basically a road and your feet will 
feel great afterwards.  

Tip 8 - lose your gaiters as early as you can- you 
won’t even need them later on and you won’t regret 
it at all.  

Tip 9 - The Richmond Ranges is arguably the best 
section of the TA in the South Island; however, it is 
also is where the real shit starts. Keep in mind that 
you may experience extreme heat, lack of water, 
exposure, loose scree on Mt Rintoul, wasp stings, 
stinging nettles and (most dangerous of all) wild 
goats. It’s all easily doable in 6-7 days.  

Tip 10 - Walking the 45km from Red Hills hut to 
Hopeless hut is reasonable in a day. Bonus points if 
your headlamp dies less than 2 minutes after arriv-
ing at the hut in the pitch black of night.  

Tip 11 - Crossing streams in the dark with a dying 
headlamp isn’t fun.  

Tip 12 - Take a rest day at Blue Lake. It’s pretty cool. 

HOW NOT TO WALK 
THE LENGTH OF THE 
SOUTH ISLAND
TE ARAROA SOUTH ISLAND - SOUTHBOUND
JAKOB MORGAN
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Tip 13 – Walking 39 km from Blue Lake Hut to 
Anne Hut over Waiau Pass in one day is reasonable.  

Tip 14 - Staying in the hotpool with the most pow-
erful jet for 4 hours next to an old Chinese man is 
a good way to spend a rest day in Hanmer Springs. 

Tip 15 - Halfway hut, Kiwi hope Lodge, and 
Huranui No. 3 all have mice (the mice at Huranui 
No. 3 ate all my Panadol, so they are either high as 
fuck or dead right now).  

Tip 16 - Read the walls at Harpers Pass Biv, they are 
pretty interesting 

Tip 17 - Check the forecast. 

Tip 18 - If a stream is more than chest deep don’t 
cross it. Also don’t walk in thunderstorms. 

Tip 19 - Crossing a stream which is more than 
chest deep during a thunderstorm is less fun the 
second time around when you have to re-cross it to 
get back to the hut that you started from. 

Tip 19 - When stuck in a hut for 3 days with an old 
Dutchman and a French girl make sure you have 
enough dry firewood/ food/ gas/ a working gas 
cooker between you, or tensions may escalate.  

Tip 20 - Arthurs Pass is kind of a tourist trap, grab 
a pizza and then get out.  

Tip 21 - If you break your walking poles it probably 
doesn’t matter because you won’t need them for any 
of the river crossings later on anyway. 

Tip 22 - Walking the 37km from the Morrison 
footbridge to Bealey Hut is also a reasonable dis-
tance to cover in a day.  

Tip 23 - One of the main things to keep in mind 
when walking 800km by yourself is, well, your 
mind. Not going crazy is one of the best things you 
can do. To keep your mind active, I recommend:  

• Talking to yourself – no one is around to think 
you are crazy. 

• Re-enact Monty python sketches (I recom-
mend the Dead parrot and the Cheese shop). 

• List the Periodic table of elements. 

• Just think about every single thing you’ve 
done wrong in your entire life. 

• List foods you want to eat when you get back 
home.

• Think of meaningful ways to improve your-
self (which you will inevitably forget about. 
Honestly, I was so surprised how fast I re-
gressed back into usual bad habits, anyone 
who tells you this is life changing is full of 
shit).

Tip 24 - Its totally cool to go 3 weeks without 
showering. 

Tip 25 - No one will like you after you go 3 weeks 
without showering.  

Tip 26 - Hitching the detours around the Rakaia 
and Rangitata rivers is possible but you have to be 
either pretty lucky or kind of an asshole. If a guy 
from Methven offers you a place for the night say 
yes, but don’t stay in Methven for too long because 
it’s kind of a shithole. If some lost Americans offer 
to take you part of the way up the Rangitata claim 
that you also have “no idea where you are”, and that 
“there must be a bridge across the river somewhere 
further up”, and they’ll probably end up taking you 
the whole 60km up the dead-end gravel road to the 
trailhead. 

Tip 27 - Try not to lose your hat when hitching a 
ride on the back of a pickup.
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Tip 28 - Don’t walk up Bush Stream after a large 
rainstorm. Just don’t cross flooded rivers in general 
but also eating shit after getting flipped over rapids 
and wrecking your knee isn’t fun.  

Tip 29 - It’s possible (but not recommended) to 
limp the last 60km of the Two Thumbs track into 
Tekapo on one leg.  

Tip 30 (Food tip 1) - If a Spanish and French couple 
offer to cook you a possum if they catch it with the 
axe and possum trap that they brought with them, 
don’t.  

Tip 31 (Food tip 2) - If an Englishman and a Ger-
man ask you to try and collect Spaniard roots with 
them, don’t. They are impossible to pull out, not 
worth the effort and even after boiling them for 3 
hours they were basically inedible.  

Tip 32 - It’s okay to bail, it’s okay to fail and it’s okay 
to quit.  

After 5 weeks, and two thousand kilometers of 
hitchhiking and tramping, I arrived unceremo-
niously in Tekapo. Tired, sweaty and lean, with a 
busted knee, ripped shorts and a broken tramping 
pole, I decided to call it quits. I wasn’t lying when I 
said this was a guide for how not to walk the South 
Island, because I didn’t. And whilst arguably the 
only reason I didn’t make it to Bluff was because 
I “winged the whole thing”, you learn more from 
your failures than you do from your successes. Bad 
days make good stories, so don’t be afraid to fail. 
Also, Bluff is kind of a shithole, it was probably for 
the best. •



..HOT SINGLES NEAR YOU...’

  » Addict Needing Companion 
OUTC is reaching out looking 
for a female companion for one 
of our members - a tall, slen-
der male. He has a serious hut 
bagging addiction and requires 
constant support if he is going 
to come clean. He can cook well 
and is mostly clean. Enquire 
at Kerry.hutbagger.clapham@
gmail.com.
------------------------------------
  » Law Student Looking For 

Love Curly haired male look-
ing for love in the hills.  Looking 
for a ratio decidendi rather than 
more obiter dictum. Just looking 
for the wright girl. Preferably 
someone who can carry 70kg as 
I am a cripple. Geniunely a good 
bloke. Email libel@camwright.
lawyer.co.nz
------------------------------------
  » Just A Paris Looking For 

My Helen Are you into classi-
cal Greek? Have you never con-
sidered leaving university? Well 
I’m the Paris, I mean, man for 
you. Lover of disco, big hair and 
no cares. If this sounds like you, 
I urge you to make contact via 
carrier pigeon. Send enquiries to 
Lusty’s Lagoon, I’ll be back next 
summer.
------------------------------------
  » Busfahrer Do you enjoy bor-

derline humour? Are you Dutch, 
German or Scandinavian? Do 
you want to travel the country? 
This may sound like human traf-
ficing but really I’m just looking 
for someone to clean the bus 
toilet at the end of the day. Email 
me at Jacob69@busnz.org.nz. 

  » Looking To Branch Out 
Ex-arborist male stumped in 
love. Spruces up nicely. Seeking 
female to put a ring on. A bit sap-
py but willing to leaf that behind 
for the right girl. Not just here for 
a root. Text 021 116 5799.
------------------------------------
  » German Looking For 

Climbing Partner Exchange 
student looking for short-term 
male climbing partner. Has to 
know his way around a rope. Bo-
nus if you like sauna. Email me at 
Lisa@edu.de.
------------------------------------
  » Hunter Hunter Hunting For 

Hunters Female looking for 
hunter boy. Must be able to pro-
vide plenty of meat. Slut for a 
mean cut. 12 pointers considered 
only. Featured on the cover of the 
naked issue of the Critic.
 //RETRACTED - Hunter hunter 
has found a farmer boy instead.
------------------------------------
  » Sexy Alaskan I already have 

a bromance with a classmate. We 
love to go snorkeling together ;). 
Any interested girl will have to 
be okay third wheeling. Find me 
on Instagram @the_vanman.

..ADVERTISEMENTS........’’....

  » Editor Looking for someone 
to edit your stories, books or 
journals? If the answer is yes get 
in touch with Tōrea! She’ll nev-
er finish the job but hopefully 
get someone else to. Just email 
Tōreaupamountain@gmail.com 
and you’ll definitely get a prompt 
response.

  » Sensual Sauna Do you like 
getting sweaty and naked? So do 
I, in the sauna of course. Look-
ing for folk to join, I’ll provide 
the glüh wein. German way only. 
Email ahead of time to Robin@
abbeycollege.otago.ac.nz.
------------------------------------
  » Wilding Pine Exterminator 

Get rid of those wilding pines 
easily by hiring me. I am pas-
sionate about killing the bas-
tards. Email me at Kerry.the.
pine.killer@gmail.com.
------------------------------------
  » NZ Plant Investigators Have 

you lost touch of a plant and 
want to re-connect? Are you a 
tramper trying to locate a plant 
in relation to an inheritance 
or will? NZ Plant Investigators 
can assist. Our investigators are 
able to locate hard to find plants 
within New Zealand. But in all 
seriousness if you have photos 
of cool plants that you’d like to 
know more about send them to 
Cara at caralisa95@gmail.com.

..COMMUNITY NOTICES .’’’....

  » Unsubscribing From The 
Email List For those who don’t 
know there is a massive impos-
sible to miss UNSUBSCRIBE 
link at the bottom of list emails. 
Cheers - OUTC Webmaster.
------------------------------------
  » 2020 Cancelled The or-

ganizers of 2020 wish to inform 
everyone that the year is official-
ly cancelled due to unforeseen 
circumstances. 

>>CLASSIFIEDS



  » Hot Group Massage Join 
our hot group massage coming 
to a hut near you. Relax those 
shoulders with some Tigerbalm 
and jump on the end of the train. 
Great way to get to know your 
fellow trampers.
-------------------------------------
  » OUTC Canterbury Branch 

Are you no longer at universi-
ty? Do you no longer live in the 
Otago region? Are you as crusty 
as a piece of pasta that has spent 
the last 10 years on a hut floor? 
Say no more, send use a fax with 
your mountaineering experience 
and we will consider your appli-
cation.

..MOVIE SCREENINGS .’’’.’’’’...

  » Underwater Pollination Di-
rected by Aidan Braid & Cam-
eron Jardell. An exciting plas-
tercene bonaza filmed entirely in 
the gear room. 
------------------------------------
  » 6 Months B.C Directed by 

Eugene Yeo. Explore the wilder-
ness of the South Island from the 
perspective of 'Euge' and many 
international girls.

LETTERS TO 
THE EDITOR
Dear Editor,
Why do you harass me like this? 
I have been asked on 37 separate occasions for Antics 
articles. 
Emails, Facebook and messages in hut books. There is no 
escape. 
When will this end? When can I go tramping in peace?
- Cameron Wright, Dunedin 

Dear Cameron, I am sorry you feel this way. I try my best to 
harass a range of trampers so that people don't have to just 
read my drivel. Hope you can understand. - Sam

Dear Editor,
I have recently spent time as a hut warden at Welcome Flat 
Hut and have thoroughly enjoyed the copy of Antics 2018 
that was left there. I am writing to enquire if I purchase a 
copy for myself?
- Lovely lady from St Arnaud

Unfortunately we lost your letter in our gear room, but we 
would be more than happy to send you a copy if you write 
again with your address!!! - Sam

FINAL WORDS
So here it is, another Antics done and dusted (finally!). I hope 
you enjoy reading the tales as much as I have and get inspired 
to plan trips of your own. Antics is certainly a special pub-
lication that must be cherished. There has been some con-
troversy of late surrounding editorial oversight and people 
trying to hurt others by submitting mean-spirited things for 
publication. I have endeavoured to strike a balance between 
good banter whilst respecting peoples opinions - not an easy 
thing to do. The last two years of editing certainly has been a 
wild ride but the fruits of my labour are well worth the sweat 
and tears put into every copy, although I wouldn't wish it on 
anybody else (good luck Aimee and Eugene for 2020 haha). 

That's all for now, see you in the hills,
Sam.

Any complaints can be sent to: dontbeawanker@outc.org.nz



TRIP INDEX
OTAGO & SOUTHLAND

NO SMALL TRIP - South Face of Mt Aspiring

Cameron Jardell Liam Pyott Mason

MOUNTAINS, LAKES & INFLUENZA - Mt Erebus

Tōrea Scott-Fyffe Maddy Whittaker Darius Mortimer-Webster

Shar Mathias Poppy Mitchell

SILVER LINING - Silverpeaks Circuit

Sam Harrison Natasha Cox

THE FINAL COUNTDOWN - Mt Clare & Princhester Creek

Ben Clarkson Sam Harrison Aimee Pitcher

Ruqayah Scott-Paul

BIG HUT [EXEC TRIP] - Big Hut (duh)

Jennifer Palmer Kerry Clapham Timo Milne

Anna Cameron Jardell Sarah Mankelow

Aidan Braid Shar Mathias Tom Hadley

Maddy Whittaker Sam Verschaffelt Sam Harrison

Betty Orr-Mcfaul Charlotte Patterson Luca Karjalainen

Danielle Cooper

FOSSIL-FUEL FREE SILVERPEAKS - Jubilee Hut

Shar Mathias Shanti Mathias

FRIENDLY ROBINS & CAKE IN A BILLY - Rees Dart Track

Jennifer Palmer

SCORE OUR INDOOR DECOR - Lake Nerine

Aidan Braid Sam Verschaffelt Maddy Whittaker

HOW TO BE A VEGAN - Scotts Creek Track

Lachie Watson Prina Sumaria George Ponniah

Oli Linscott Thea Bjornstol Maddie Megery

Joao Carvalho Mats Mysen Nathan Cheng

THE GREAT OUTC ASPIRING TAKEOVER - NW Ridge of Mt Aspiring

Maddy Whittaker Rowan Cox Lottie Armstrong

Imogen van Pierce Liam Pyott Tōrea Scott-Fyfe

Olivia Traux Erin Houlihan Lucas Zeller

Cara Lembo

MEMOIRS OF A TRAMPING NEWBIE - Shelter Rock Hut

Ingvild Fredwall Andrea Štefancová Justiva Taylor

Ľudmila Borošová Ina Kleveland

FOUR SEASONS, FIVE PASSES - Five Passes Loop

Sam Harrison Jakob Morgan Julian Smith

FADING GIANTS - Bryant Glacier

Cam Wright Katie Snowden Molly Dolan

Miles Brooks Kaitlyn Siegel Sophie Johnson

Kendall You Mak

WALKING THE “NORTH ROUTEBURN” - North Routeburn Track?

Lucy Patterson Hanne Haver Ben Russel

Paige Win Emily Clegg Emily Walter

Maddy Lindemann Elyse Gonzales Lauren Coleman

Bunkim Lim Sonakshi Dua Logan Piz

Camille Folorentin Anna Zrinyi-Morgan

A VERY SERIOUS EXPEDITION TO THE SILVERPEAKS
 - Jubilee Hut

Cameron Wright Tim Coates Ben McKinlay

George Early

SUGARLOAF TEA PARTY - Sugarloaf Pass

Hanne Roberti Kevin Lee Ailsa Neilson

Josephine McKenzie Amanda Reilly Kira Lee

Thomas Mortimer Samuel Daub

THE WONDERFUL SPECIES OF LAKE HARRIS - Lake Harris

Jennifer Palmer Brenna O'Neill Isla Hutchinton-Bryant

Lauren Robinson Aashima Yadav Maya Siskin-Lavine

Sienna Cabrera Kelly Nooy Allison Herdje

Jin Komerska Nicole Albanese Anna Memberg-Toft

TRAMPERS HATE HIM



WESTCOAST
MYTHICAL MONKEY SCRUB & UNMARKED NIPS
- Stafford Hut & Cascade Plateau

Sam Harrison Cara-Lisa Schloots Jamie Mapley

Ian Geary Kerry Clapham

3000M ABOVE BEACH CRICKET - Mt Sefton

Maddy Whittaker Tōrea Scott-Fyffe

COPLAND TRIP REPORT - Welcome Flat Hut

Aimee Pitcher Sam Harrison Ella Boyd

Kerry Clapham Luke Trainor Robin Reijers

Hanne Haver Rowan McCommish Bex Chrystal

Jakob Morgan Isabel Jeha Irineo Sanchez

Carlie DeBack Clair Pluim Malene Nielson

Eva Pots Lisa Ardnt Santashree Mitra

Jamie Payton Stella Blomfield Helena Hannas

Brenda Rubio Caleb Kulman Sarah Cree

Andrea Stefancova William Knapp Robbie Cant

Laura Grose Emily Westcott Bea Smellie

Ash Heaphy Tamara Dick Emily Golden

Florence Dean

WETSUITS IN THE MOUNTAINS, A SERIES OF HAIKUS
 - Haast Pass

Eugene Yeo Lauren Knott Emma Dondes

Cameron Jardell Timothy Gilmour Briton Black

Anika Levy Emma Mead Vicente Lobo

Kevin Lee Jane Millard John Commissaris

Camilla Ulsøe

ONE NIGHT STAND MOUNTAINEERING - Mt Brewster

Tom Hadley Maddy Whittaker Conor Vaessen

A SERIES OF UNFORTUNATE EVENTS - Westcoast Roadie

Eugene Yeo Lauren Knott Emma Dondes

HONEY NUTS, MT ARMSTRONG & LEGSTRONGER - Mt Armstrong

Jennifer Palmer Kevin Lee Robert Kilpatrick

Isla Hutching-Bryant Mathew Denys Kim Miller

William Wallace Robin Reijers

THE LEAST SUCCESSFUL FISHING TRIP OF ALL TIME
- Cameron Hut

Cameron Wright Aidan Braid Sophie Westgarth

Isla Evison Jakob Morgan Caitlin DiCara

Salomé Baumann

CANTERBURY & TOP OF THE SOUTH
WHO INVITED CUTC? - Mt Sutton & Maitland Valley

Sam Harrison Lachie Watson Phoebe Fulton

Lauren Knott Luke Whitehead Oscar Wilde

Aksel Nytun Forshei Nicholas Lewis

WHY YOU SHOULD NEVER MAKE YOUR GRANDMA YOUR 
EMERGENCY CONTACT - Bealey Spur Hut

Shar Mathias Shanti Mathias Emma Crampton

PLB'S & PERSPECTIVE CHANGES - Ball Pass

Maddy Whittaker Charlotte Patterson Emma Crampton

AHURIRI BIKE PACKING - Top Hut

Cameron Wright Harry Mason Dylan Thomas

FACT CHECKING KERRY'S EMAILS - Gunsight Pass

Cara-Lisa Schloots Kerry Clapham Luca Karjalainen

Danielle Cooper Kendall You Mak

HOW TO HITCH WITH HUNTERS - Dasler Biv

Sam Harrison Kerry Clapham Aimee Pitcher

Kate Wilkinson

OUT OF THE NOTEBOOK AND INTO THE LANDY - Chloe Col

Tōrea Scott-Fyfe Maddy Whittaker Rebecca Vella-King

Jono Davies Josh Donn Cara-Lisa Schloots

OH GODLEY - Godley Hut

Conor Vaessen Tom Hadley Lottie Armstrong

Maddy Whittaker Tōrea Scott-Fyfe

ASSAILING AISLA
 - Tasman Saddle Hut

Maddy Whittaker Lottie Armstrong Chris Greenan

Tōrea Scott-Fyfe Rowan Cox Jamie Gardner

Luca Karjalainen

BUTTERFLY BUTTRESS: A 33HR EPIC - Butterfly Buttress

Conor Vaessen Scott van Heerdan

OTIRA (AN ATTEMPT AT WHIMSICALITY) - Mt Philistine 

Shar Mathias Shar's Dad

PASS TO PASS - Arthurs Pass to Lewis Pass

Cara-Lisa Schloots

A NOVEL CLUSTER - Mt Somers

Ben Clarkson Lisanne Vermeulen Claire Pluim

Kevin Lee Robin Reijers Jennifer Palmer

RECOLLECTIONS OF  A MINDBLOWING PLACE
 - Tasman Saddle Hut

Tom Hadley Maddy Whittaker Tōrea Scott-Fyfe

James Waetford Tanja De Wilde



FIORDLAND

THE GEARLIST - Glade Pass / Dore Pass Route

Lachie Watson Oli Linscott Luke Orange

Cyril Carponcin Kendall You Mak

SOMEHOW THIS BECAME AN ARTICLE 
- Gertrude Saddle & Barrier Knob

Maria Magnan Kevin Lee Keri Nauman

Logan Piz Emily Clegg

A LONG LEPRECHAUN JOURNEY DOWN THE LIVINGSTONE 
RANGE  - Livingstone Range

Katie Snowden Lucy Patterson Luke Trainor

Francesca Bell Autumn Skerlec Jacqueline Duckett

Jack Devine

A LEISURELY STROLL UP GIFFORD'S GAP - Gifford's Gap

Maddy Whittaker Sam Verschaffelt Conor Vaessen

Riley Smith Dylan Longridge Sam Adler

SCRUMPY, HELICOPTERS & A ROLL MAT - Lake Roberts

Danielle Cooper Nic Durkin Lea Elkjaer Tarpgaard

Emily Golden Johanna Round Emerson Smith

Megan Wagnon

CLIMBING & FALLING IN THE DARRANS - The Darrans

Tom Hadley Olivia Traux Conor Vaessen

A TRAILRUNNING TOUR OF THE ROUTEBURN 
- Conical Hill via Deadmans Track

Brook MacDonald Julian Laking Martin Agrimis

Joshua Ferrer

CAIRN, BIVVY, DAVE, JONO, MADELINE - Mt Madeline

Conor Vaessen Maddy Whittaker Tom Hadley

Lottie Armstrong Andy Longman Anna Murdoch

Alex Nicolle

MITRE PEAK - AN ADVENTURERS LOG - Mitre Peak

Cameron Jardell Briton Black

SWIMMING LESSONS ON THE DUSKY - Southern Fiordland Traverse

Maddy Whittaker Tom Hadley Luca Karjalainen

Sam Waetford Oliva Traux

6 7 8 9 10

♠️ 40 140 240 340 440

♣ 60 160 260 360 460

♦ 80 180 280 380 480

♥ 100 200 300 400 500

NT 120 220 320 420 520

500 Continued. Scoring table above. Rules: 
• If a team does not win the amount of tricks bid, they go negative the 

amount for the bid.
• If a team wins all ten tricks in a round, and their bid amount won is less 

than 250 points, the team is awarded 250 points.
• If a “no trump” bid is played, the joker is still considered trump. When 

led, the player must call a suit for others to follow. If not led, it can only 
be played if the player holding it cannot follow the lead suit.

• The off suit jack is considered part of the trump suit, and when played, 
trump is required to follow suit.

• The minimum amount a player can bid is six. •



SHITHEAD
Set up: Each player is dealt three cards facing down (these 
cannot be looked at until played i.e randomly); then three 
cards facing up, placed on top of those first three cards; 
then three cards which they can hold in their hand. The 
players are not allowed to touch the cards on the table 
until their hand is played.
Gameplay: The object of  the game is for the player to 
get rid of all the cards in their hand, and then all of the 
cards on the table. Each player must play a higher card 
than the one before onto the discard pile, if a player can’t 
do this then they pick up the discard pile. Everytime a 
player plays they must pick up to ensure they have 3 cards 
in their hand, until the deck is exhausted. 
Once the draw deck and the players hand is exhausted 
they must play the three cards face up cards from the 
table. Once they are exhausted the facedown cards must 
be played (at random). 
There are a few special cards in the game that fall outside 
the regular hierachy (4 being lowest and an Ace being 
highest). The special cards are as follows: 
• 2 resets the discard pile to the lowest card from the 

previous play, but the pile stays on the table; 
• 3 is an ‘invisible card’, it skips the players turn so 

they can avoid picking up the discard pile; 
• 8 (Must be played in within regular hierachy order) 

when played the next player must play lower than 
an 8; 

• 10 clears the discard pile out of the game for good 
and the player may go again. 

Players can play multiple cards of the same value onto the 
discard pile (e.g 3 kings). If a player plays four of a kind, 
this burns the discard pile. Despite it not being their turn, 
if a player can complete a four of a kind, they may do so 
out of turn, resulting in a burning of the pile.

SPOONS
Set up: Players are seated around a table. In the middle of 
the table is a collection of spoons, the number of spoons 
being one less that the total number of players (other 
objects can be used e.g match sticks, but they must be 
fairly uniform in shape). Each player is dealt four cards 
and the remainder of the deck is placed next to the person 
to the dealer’s left.
Gameplay: The player with the deck picks up one card 
from the deck and then discards one card to their left (it 
can be the card they just picked up). The player to their 
left then picks up the discarded card and so on and so 
forth around the circle. The aim of the game is to obtain 
four of a kind, the first player to do so grabs a spoon. The 
remaining players must then also claim a spoon. The 
player who misses out on a spoon is eliminated (or must 
take a drink) and another spoon is removed. 

SNAP
The basics: 52 card deck is used, objective is to win all 
the cards.
The deal: Deal out all cards face down, one at a time, 
beginning to the dealer’s left. Each player puts their cards 
in a pile, face down in front of them.
The play: The player on the dealer’s left turns over their 
top card and puts it face up starting a pile of cards next to 
their face down cards. The next player to the left does the 
same and so on around the table.

When someone turns up a card that matches a card 
already face up on another player’s pile, the first person to 
notice the two matched cards calls out “Snap!” and wins 
both piles. This player adds the cards to the bottom of 
their face-down pile.
When two players shout “Snap!” at the same time, the two 
piles are combined and placed in the center of the table 
face up. These cards form a “Snap Pot.” Play continues 
where it left off with the player to the left of the last 
player who turned over a card. If a player spots a card 
that matches the card on top of the Snap Pot, they shout 
“Snap Pot!” and win all of those cards. During the game, 
if a player runs out of cards in their face-down pile, the 
cards in the face up pile are turned down and the player 
continues to play.

500
Set up & Basics: There are two teams of two, with part-
ners sitting opposite one another. The game is played with 
a deck of 43 cards, with the 2's and 3's discarded and the 
4's of the black suits discarded also. There is one joker in 
the deck. Each player is dealt a set of three cards, with 
three cards being placed in the middle. Then an addition-
al three is dealt, and then an additional four - exhausting 
the deck. The objective is to score points through bid-
ding and winning tricks as a partnership team. A trick is 
created by each player taking a turn playing a card into 
the middle. The winner of the trick is the player with the 
highest ranking card. 
Ranking: Cards are ranked with the Joker being the 
highest, then the Aces down to the the 5's or 4's until a 
trump suit is established. When a trump suit is called (e.g 
hearts), the highest ranked card is the joker, followed by 
the trump suit jack, then the jack of the same colour (e.g 
diamonds) and then Ace down to the 5 or 4.
Bidding: The player left of the dealer is first to bid. They 
can place a bid or pass on bidding. When bidding, a player 
will announce how many tricks his/her team will win, and 
what suit he/she wants trump to be. A bid of “7 heart” 
means a team needs to take seven tricks and wants hearts 
as the trump suit. Each bid going forward has to be higher 
than the previous bid. A player can bid the same number 
of tricks in a higher suit or bid more tricks in any suit.
Suit Rank: No-Trump/Spades/Hearts/Diamonds/Clubs. 
The bid winner gets to look at the three cards that were 
dealt into the middle and will discard any three cards he/
she chooses.
Gameplay: The bid winner leads the first trick. Every 
player is required to play a card in the same suit as the first 
card played whenever possible. If a player does not have a 
card in the lead suit, he/she can play any card. 
The winner of the trick is the player with the highest rank-
ing trump suited card. If no trump suited card gets played, 
the winner of the trick is the player with the highest rank-
ing card in the lead suit. The player that wins the trick 
leads the next trick. At the end of the round, each team’s 
tricks are counted.
Scoring: The bid winner’s team is awarded points based 
on the bid made. Every trick the opposing team wins dur-
ing the round is worth 10 points. The first team to 500 
points wins the game. Continued on opposite page.

DEFINITIVE CARD GAME RULES






