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YEAR IN REVIEW EDITORIAL

There was no way that I knew what 
I was getting myself in for when 

I signed up to be editor at the AGM. 
Maybe I’d had a few too many Spei-
ghts. It took some perusing through 
the archives of past journals to work 
out what the hell to put in an editori-
al. My first attempt was somewhat in 
line with what Grub concluded in An-
tics 1986: “Bitch bitch, nobody helped, 
everybody hates me”. There may even 
be some truth to that, especially re-
garding my friendly unsolicited slid-
ing into DMs to ascertain how that last 
trip went. If you were in the club in 
2018 you’d know.
When I first arrived at university, 
bright eyed and bushy tailed, I had 
heard something about the tramping 
club. A mysterious organisation of 
students who hold balls in the bush, 
cart refrigerators into isolated places 
and many other shenanigans besides. 
Who wouldn’t be eager to join? I 
still remember my first BYO at the 
Shahi Tandoor on George St. I knew 
absolutely nobody, everybody was 
dressed weird (half-formal, half-
tramping, classic) and smelled a little 
funny. Perhaps they hadn’t washed 
since their last trip. Somehow that 
resulted in me being in Fiordland 
the next day with Sasha, Hazel and 
Luke running around like lunatics 
and having the time of my life. 
Knowing Sasha resulted in me going 
to Snowcraft in 2016 which was also 

a blast, with characters like Katie 
and Hamish. After that, for the next 
year or so, I got caught up in student 
life, doing nothing in particular and 
spending my weekends with a bottle 
of Scrumpy in my hand. Now that’s 
alright if that’s what you’re in Dunedin 
for, but it didn’t quite satisfy me. So 
when I saw an email from James 
Waetford to the list asking for punters 
for a winter trip I jumped on it (the 
opportunity, not my computer).  Now 
from his own admission later, he 
hesitated to take me, a second year he 
had only seen tipsy at the BYOs, on a 
weekend mission to Annette Plateau. 
But the decision he made to drag me 
along sparked a change in my life 
(excuse the cliché). It’s a spark that 
many of you reading will be familiar 

The Antics 2018 team at the end of year awards 
[K Lee].

EDITORIAL Sam Harrison
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YEAR IN REVIEW EDITORIAL

with (especially if you’ve read past 
editorials/president’s reports), caught 
from exposure to altitude, the open 
air and the beauty of the backcountry. 
I had to get back out there and I did, 
getting along to and helping with 
Bushball, Copland, Paradise... the list 
goes on.
I suppose what I am trying to convey 
is the importance of getting involved 
and getting younger members 
involved. If cards had fallen differently 
I might not have spent a year of my 
life editing Antics, I might’ve actually 
done something productive, but here I 
am! So make the most of the email-list, 
get to know some freshers at Paradise 
and Fiordland, and drag them behind 
you as you explore the backcountry. 
Because those tired, grumpy and 
hangry punters will be the leaders, 
committee members and nagging 
Antics editors of the future.
I have striven to compile Antics 2018 
as a rough guide to the club’s activities 
and traditions as they stand at the time 
of writing. It has been a great privilege 
to have been able to laugh at everyone’s 
misfortune and smile at good times 
recollected. It is my great pleasure to 
be able to pass those stories on to you. 
Whether you’re stuck in a hut, sitting 
on the dunny or relaxing in your flat.
So without further ado, I present to 
you Antics 2018. Big thanks goes 
out to all those who relented to my 
endless nagging and finally submitted 
your articles and especially to Katie 
for proofreading. Also a shout out to 
Jake and Eastcoast Passenger Services 
for their generous help with the bus 
that made many of these adventures 
possible.

P.s Sorry for all the nagging.
P.p.s Not sorry if you never ended up 
handing in your promised articles. •

Top: A little inebriated following a tramping 
club BYO with Katie in 2017;
Bottom: My first ever OUTC trip in 2016, 
with Hazel, Luke, myself and Sasha on 
Gertrude Saddle.
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YEAR IN REVIEW PRESIDENT’S REPORT

I didn’t know too many people in 
the club when I first joined. De-

spite this, it turned out to be the best 
decision of my entire time at univer-
sity. I awkwardly joined the executive 
because the only thing I really knew 
how to do was walking up hills (you 
should honestly be surprised at how 
many people fail at that…). I ended 
up going to pretty much every Happy 
Hour after that, not just for hot chicks 
but also the hot chips. For me it was 
a great place to meet new people and 
find a trip to jump on (as the only 
thing I owned was a bike and that 
never got me very far…). I figured if I 
hung round long enough I’d be able to 
nab a seat in someone’s car. So, thanks 
to all the people that own something 
with four wheels and a motor. Then 
I started hanging around the gear-
room… I think that’s how I ended up 
in this role! 
I’ll get to the point, I would generally 
say the year went smoothly, besides 
the broken window at Bushball, a 
grumpy couple on the Copland track 
(who should have just gotten over 
themselves), and an angry motorist 
in an oversized motor-home at the 
Cascade Creek Carpark. It was good 
to see that for the first year since I’ve 
been in the club that no vans were 
damaged or crashed on one of our 
tramping trips. 
Paradise went smoothly, ‘good’ weather 
with an awesome after-party. We held 

the river crossing on the Sunday of 
Paradise  again, which seemed to work 
nicely. Fiordland was awesome, good 
weather, great logistical planning and 
nobody was left behind this time… 
Makarora was also no problem, and 
great weather. OUTC also took a 
busload to TWALK, courtesy of Jake.
Second semester went off with a bang 
with Bushball being the first club 
trip of the semester. We also had an 
unexpected Australian who showed 
up to Aspiring Hut and got more 
than what he bargained for (I’m sure 
someone has written an article about 
him somewhere [Editor: see page 
193]). One nag i have is the inability 
of some people to walk 50 metres into 
the bush or head to a toilet to take a 
shit. Shitting outside a hut or in a 
woodshed is not okay and the club 

PRESIDENT’S REPORT

Hamish at Bushball [S Harrison].

Hamish Sturmer
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YEAR IN REVIEW

needs to teach various members of 
the community, mainly internationals, 
about what is okay (just shit in the 
fucking toilet). The Copland trip over 
the mid-semester break was another 
great trip from what I heard but I don’t 
think a huge amount of tramping was 
involved. That trip was different from 
previous years, it also involved staying 
at Franz Josef and a night near Arthurs 
Pass. I am 100% sure Jake is just way 
too keen to start a bus touring club. 
Snowcraft also happened 2nd sem, 
so thanks to Rowan, Lottie and Liam 
for making that happen. It’s good to 
see people are interested in the alpine 
environment. 
Not a huge amount of activities were 
added this year to the agenda of 
OUTC. We however did add in a cave 
rave down at Long Beach in the first 
semester. That almost turned into 
a disaster as the tide was in and we 
didn’t have a car that could get over 
the ford. So Dan and I had to drag a 
keg, bush box and generator all the 
way down there on seaweed… The 
club also started a trail running group 
every Thursday run by Kate, so a 
massive thanks is owed to her. Thanks 
to Sam, not only for editing Antics for 
us but for convincing Norsewear to 
sponsor OUTC for the next few years 
with some awesome outdoor gear. A 
massive thanks to Jake, who has just 
been added to the life member list. 
He has been driving OUTC members 
around on almost every large club 
tramping trip for the past few years. It 
makes it significantly cheaper to run 

several trips, around $65 for Paradise 
and Fiordland. 
We did remove the $15 for one 
semester option for membership fees, 
effectively making one semester $20; 
the same as a year’s membership. 
This was a $5 increase which I think 
is justified. Several reasons being the 
cost of most things is increasing, and  
to cover admin and gear cost. A large 
amount of money every year goes to 
rock climbing that generally needs 
replacing often for safety reasons. 
The demand for rock climbing is 
increasing and money is needing 
to cover ongoing cost for it.  The 
people who are generally affected are 
internationals not Kiwis so it’s a bit of 
a stitch up for them as they are often 
only here for one semester. My advice 
for the coming executive is to buy 
more tramping gear and look after the 
stuff we have! •

Cave Rave antics [D Larkin].
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YEAR IN REVIEW PATRON’S REPORT

Well it seems that after 6 years of 
being an active member of the 

OUTC, I too have reached official old 
crusty status and as such was elected 
as this year’s Patron. The Patron’s role 
is simply to be “old and crusty and give 
a speech at Bushball”.  Unfortunately 
I threw out my speech moments af-
ter giving it at Bushball and am now 
having to rewrite it many months on 
- bugger.

As I handed over my $30 at clubs day, 
in my first year of university in 2013, 
I honestly thought that I was wasting 
$30. I had spent every opportunity 
tramping and hunting as a kid and 
had just spent the summer holidays 
possum trapping around the hills 
of Central Otago and the Catlins. I 
thought I knew a thing or two about 
the backcountry and didn’t think 
I’d get much out of the club.  I had 
heard rumours that the club was more 
interested in drinking and arguing 
with each other than actually going 
tramping, but I signed up anyway as 
I thought I should give it a chance. 
Looking back 6 years on, I can gladly 
say that those initial thoughts could 
not have been more wrong and joining 

Top: Rowan’s successful 2015 presidential 
election bid in 2014; 
Bottom: Rowan, punter edition [L Gardener].

PATRON’S REPORT Captain Cox (a.k.a. Rowan)
Patron
Noun.
1.  A person who gives a speech at 
bushball.
2. Someone old and crusty who has 
been around far too long.



6

YEAR IN REVIEW PATRON’S REPORT

the OUTC was the best $30 I ever 
spent.
My first trip with the OUTC was of 
course Paradise, where I meet a lot of 
cool people, who despite the rumours, 
seemed to do a lot of tramping and 
not much arguing.  I quickly became a 
regular at Happy Hours and pot lucks, 
which followed on to many great 
weekend trips. The doors soon opened 
to the world of climbing and alpine 
trips, after a few of the old crusties 
of the day eventually convinced me 
to go on the annual Snowcraft course 
(I was initially reluctant due to the 
impression that mountaineering was 
too dangerous). It was this course and 
subsequent following trips that taught 
me the initial skills I required to do 
all sorts of trips that I never thought 
possible.  Over the last 6 years these 
trips include long 10+ day trips like 
The Olivines through to hard weekend 
mountaineering missions - there 
simply is far too many to list.  In the 
last couple of years as an old crusty,  I 
have tried to repay that favour, by also 
passing on some of these skills to the 
new members of the club.
But now that I have found myself living 
away from Dunedin, I’ve realised 
that trips and the handing down of 
knowledge is only part of the true 
value of the OUTC.  The other part 
was highlighted when I had a rather 
bad accident while climbing, which 
left me in hospital with many broken 
bones.  I was completely overwhelmed 
by the number of friends that visited 
me while in hospital and offered to 

help in the months following the 
accident. These friendships are the 
other part of the OUTC, friendships 
that were forged in the mountains and 
I know will last long after we have all 
left the OUTC.
Adventures, learning new skills and 
friendships really does sum up what 
the OUTC has meant for me, but of 
course no Patron’s report would be 
complete without some advice for “the 
kids these days”.  So here it is....
“When you finish uni you won’t 
remember that A+ you got on an 
assignment, but you sure as hell will 
remember that epic sunrise, summit 
view or neat little hut in the middle of 
nowhere.  So don’t take your grades to 
seriously and get involved!”
 
See you in the hills! •
 

Rowan topping out on the south face of Single 
Cone in 2017 [P Dinsdale].
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YEAR IN REVIEW CLIMBING REPORT

Overall 2018 has been a busy year 
for rock climbing within the 

club. Climbing Wednesdays have 
been successful and fun climbing was 
had on a few of the big club trips. 
Rockcraft also went swimmingly with 
a keen bunch of people learning the 
basics.

Climbing Wednesdays
Every wednesday during daylight 
savings the club’s keen climbers met 
up after class to make their way to 
Long Beach.  These were open to 
anyone that knew how to belay with 
any gear required supplied by the 
club. The wednesdays were a blast 
with many a keen bean meeting up to 
wrangle their way up some rock. The 
wednesdays gave everyone a chance 
to meet new people and other like-
minded vertical ascensionists. These 

were also an opportunity to refresh 
one’s skills and I’m happy to say that 
there were no injuries or near misses. 
The wednesdays continued on the 
start of daylight savings at the end of 
semester two, allowing us to check out 
Mapoutahi and Doctor’s Point! Thank 
you to all the people who helped out 
on these nights.

Paradise
The Paradise trip this year was a great 
opportunity to check out the awesome 
climbing in the area. Ravages of Time 
was the goal, however the weather was 
not with us and hence we checked out 
China Wall. This was a great rainy 
day trip due to the overhanging rock 
overhead - would recommend. The 
rain didn’t prevent Sam Waetford 
and Beth Scott from attempting 
Ravages though! Their approach 
however, turned out more treacherous 
than the climb: a slippery slope and 
sudden stop resulting in a “sprained” 
ankle and a half hour hobble. Turns 

CLIMBING REPORT

Conor showing his best finger work to a rock.

Conor Vaessen

Climbing at Makarora.
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YEAR IN REVIEW CLIMBING REPORT

out Walkie Talkies come in handy, 
allowing our party to help piggyback 
Beth out the rest of the track. The 
next day to all our surprise, an X-ray 
showed a broken ankle and revealed 
Beth to have a pain threshold as tough 
as nails. Ravages may have escaped us 
this time but there will definitely be 
another opportunity!

Makarora
For this year’s Makarora trip we 
decided to split off a van load of 
people and climb at Hospital Flats. The 
amazing weather and good company 
resulted in some stellar climbing at the 
Tombstone and Main Walls. During all 
the climbing we refreshed and taught 
people how to clean a route and rappel 
down after. This came in handy upon 
venturing to Little Big Wall where 
nearly everyone had an opportunity to 
do a double rope rappel from the shelf 
above. Overall a fun weekend!

Bushball
The plan for Bushball was to climb 
before the walk in to Aspiring Hut 
but the weather precluded us from 
climbing at the Road End Wall. New 
plan: wake at 7am after Bushball and 
climb until everyone catches up. A 
raucous Bushball and long night 
proved to be inhibitory to this plan. 
My blaring 7am alarm snapped awake 
a bunkroom of bodies all haphazardly 
scattered. Sitting up, dizzyingly 
thinking a blood rush was making the 
world spin, only to actually realise I 
was very much still drunk. New new 

plan: sleep until less drunk, hoping 
the walk down the Matukituki would 
sober everyone up. This proved to 
work well and after arriving after 
lunch at the road end we had superb 
climbing at Pearly Gates - dusty but 
doing some rad small multi-pitch.

Rockcraft
Rockcraft was a success, teaching 30 
odd people the basics of belaying, top-
rope, and climbing safely. Knot-tying 
and belaying were taught at the Logan 
Park High School climbing gym. This 
worked well, with 30 people taught 
over two weeknights. The weekend 
then gave an opportunity for everyone 
to practice their newly learned skills. 
A trip to Long Beach with top-ropes 
set up led to a day of fun and safe 
accomplishment. Hopefully these 
skills have been put to good use since!

I know there were many other fun 
trips throughout the year and from 
the gear-hire forms there was lots 
of climbing done! Overall, 2018 was 
eventful and hopefully 2019 brings 
even more adventurous antics! Thanks 
to everyone that helped out with 
climbing during the year - you’re all 
awesome!

Rock on! •
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YEAR IN REVIEW GEAR OFFICER’S DRINKING GAME & AWARDS

Take a sip:
• Someone returns a wet tent fly.
• Someone returns a dirty pot.
• Crampon lost in crevasse.
• Someone asks if a puffer jacket is a 

good enough raincoat. 
• Someone asks if their ultra 

lightweight boots are okay with 
crampons.

• Sam sends an email.
• A group hires gear out under 

different names and returns it all 
at once.

• Another cooker starts leaking.
• Another fly gets a rip.
• Another helmet needs re-gluing
• Someone asks “when can we hire 

gear?”

Finish your vessel:
• Someone wants to hire 4+ sets of 

snow gear.
• All our snow gear is at Mueller 

Hut.
• Luca has all the climbing gear out.
• $500 goes missing from the gear 

room.
• Someone wants to hire/return 

heaps of gear right on 6pm.
• Another box of FMC mags arrives.
• Gear room gets taken over by 

merch.
• Someone “accidentally” packs 

snow gear in their suitcase to the 
USA.

With all these reasons to drink, who 
even needs Happy Hour? 

Gear officer awards:
Most items borrowed at one time: 

Logan Haydel 

Most trips to the gear room: 
Will Fritzke

Greatest total amount of items borrowed: 
Luca Karjalainen

Items borrowed for the longest 
period of time: 

Crusty Constitution St Flat

Special mention to some of our favourite 
comments from the gear hire forms:
Reason for borrowing: 
• “Don’t have tramping bag”.
• “Weekend trip”.
• “Like a totally massive hike”.
• “Some fresher yacked into my pot and 

hasn’t cleaned it yet”.
• “Crushing ice”.
• “Fun”.
• “Doin shit”.
• “Sam asked for it”.
• “Chillin’ on the harbour in ma 

packraft”.
Further comments:
• “These boys are gonna send it”
• “5 pass sorry jenny alot of gear haha 

at least i note what i take”
• “yo”
• “gg”
• “Hamish is a good president”
• “Sam is the best, give him a bonus”
• “Jack is a lovely human being”
• “Good guy”
• “party”
• “chur chur”
• “Chur”
• “thanks”    •

GEAR OFFICERS’ DRINKING GAME & AWARDS
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CARD GAMESODDS & ENDS

LAST CARD
Set up: Each player is dealt seven cards 
and the rest of the deck is placed on 
the table. The top card of the deck is 
placed face up on the table and the 
game begins.
Gameplay: Play rotates in a circle. Each 
player must put down either a card of 
the same suit or number. If a player has 
multiple suits of the same card they 
may play all of these. If a player cannot 
play, they must pick up. The cards 5 
& 2 result in the next player having 
to pick up that amount of cards from 
the deck respectively, unless they can 
deflect the attack on to the next player 
by playing a 5 if a 5 is played and a 2 
if a 2 is played. That next player would 
then have to pick up ten or four. If a 
player plays an ace, they can choose 
a new suit. If a player plays a 10, then 
the turn of the next player is skipped. 
If a player plays a 7 the order of play is 
reversed. The aim of the game is to get 
rid of all of your cards. On your last 
card you must say ‘Last Card’, if you 
fail to do so, you can be called out by 
another player and you must pick up a 
card instead of winning.

SCUM / K’S & A’S
Set up: Each player is dealt a card 
until the deck is exhausted. [After 
the first round, the Scum and Vice-
Scum must give their two highest 
and single highest cards respectively 

to the President/King and the Vice-
President/Queen].
Gameplay: The player with the 3 of 
spades begins. Each player takes a 
turn at playing a card, which must 
be placed according to the hierarchy 
of cards. If a player cannot play, they 
must pass, and may not play again 
until the trick restarts. A player can 
choose to pass even if they can play 
a card. The hierarchy of cards is as 
follows: Joker is highest, followed by 2, 
Ace, King, Queen, Jack, 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 
5, 4, 3. Each player must play a higher 
card than the player before them; suits 
are irrelevant. The player beginning 
the trick can choose to play doubles, 
triples or quadruples if they have two, 
three, or four of a kind. The following 
players must then also play the same 
number of cards or must pass. If three 
cards are played in consecutive order, 
then a player can call consecutive, 
meaning that the following cards must 
follow in the same fashion (e.g 5, 6, 7, 
8). When no player can play a higher 
card, the owner of the highest card 
in the trick wins and they begin the 
next trick. The aim of the game is for 
players to get rid of their entire hand. 
The first person to do this becomes the 
President for the next round, followed 
by the Vice-President. The last two 
players are Vice-Scum and Scum 
respectively. This is relevant to the set 
up phase mentioned earlier. ♠

CARD GAMES FOR SOGGY NIGHTS IN A HUT: I
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When I set off up the Wairoa 
Valley little did I know what I 

was getting myself in for. It was a crisp 
morning on the 27th of December 
(EDIT: I know, scandalous to start 
Antics 2018 with a story beginning 
in 2017, but who knows if that Antics 
will ever come out?), blue sky above 
and only a slight hum of aggressive 
insects rising from the forest. Waving 
goodbye to my parents we made our 
way up the valley on a forestry road. 
This marked the beginning of my 

long and torturous journey learning 
the German language. My tramping 
accomplice and torturer was Cara-Lisa, 
who you might know from my adven-
tures on Stewart Island (Antics 2017). 
She began my lessons with perhaps 
the two most important words in any 
German speaker’s arsenal. ‘Noch mal 
bitte’ — Useful when I cannot decipher 
the enigma; ‘again please’ in English. 
Followed by ‘frühstücken’ — Useful for 
when I am distracted by my rumbly 
tummy and decide it is time to have 

A LESSON IN MOUNTAINS: 
VOR ANGST IN DIE HOSE MACHEN
Sam attempts to learn German whilst walking the 
Alpine Route in the Mt Richmond Forest Park with 
Cara, scares himself shitless in the process.

Sam Harrison

View from Bishop’s Cap, Cara 
pictured centre [S Harrison].
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my morning porridge; ‘to have break-
fast’ in English.
By the time I had learnt these two 
important German phrases we were 
well on our way to Mid Wairoa Hut. 
The track winded up along the river, 
which was occasionally reclaimed in 
parts by the bubbling waters below. 
Alas, the further we penetrated into 
the wilds of the Forest Park the louder 
the hum of aggressive insects became. 
This climaxed in an unappreciative 
yell of pain from Cara, courtesy of 
a friendly wasp. Not far from this 
unhappy encounter I stumbled upon 
a curious collection of white marbles 
tucked under the leaf litter. On closer 
investigation, the marbles turned out 
to be large hail stones, much to my 
disappointment as I had hoped they 
were the eggs of some alien species. 
The frequency of the icy marbles 
increased so much as we went along 
that we had to employ our skiing abil-
ities to descend the sloping sections of 
the track.
Our best carving got us safely down 
to the clearing that housed the hut. A 

standard six bunk forest service design; 
it was cosy enough. The interior was 
baking hot, with the hut’s metal sides 
absorbing the hot afternoon sun. On 
opening the windows a trickle of sand-
flies entered the hut. This trickle soon 
became more of a flood so we resorted 
to plan B; setting up the tent inner 
in the clearing to have some peace 
while we chilled out for the afternoon. 
From this sanctuary we witnessed a 
brutal and grisly slaughter of sandflies 
from none other than our friends, the 
wasps. Eventually our stomachs got 
the better of us and we returned to the 
hut for dinner.
[Cara’s evening report 27/12/17]
Dinner is falafel in pita bread. The pita 
bread is quite dry, but the falafel mix 
is very good and very easy and with 
some tomato, cucumber and feta it 
works well. Sam is obviously not satis-
fied and steals a few bites of my second 
pita. A calculated four squares of 
dark almond chocolate, Whittakers of 
course, rounds off the meal and after a 
terrifying visit to the wasp surrounded 
toilet it is time for bed.

Frühstücken! I can highly recommend 
dehydrated strawberries for furnishing 
porridge. Just down from the hut we 
turned onto the Te Araroa/Alpine 
Route, walking across the swing-
bridge. The track shot upwards from 
here for a solid sweat inducing 600m. 
This meant a slow trudge, trying to 
encourage Cara with a promise of a 
muesli bar and alpine plants soon to 
come. I’m not sure whether her leg was 

Sam’s mess inside Mid Wairoa Hut [S Harrison].
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swollen from the wasp attack or from 
her savage attempt to eviscerate it 
afterwards (which failed and resulted 
in self-inflicted wounds). Either way it 
did not look altogether comfortable to 
walk on. Cara unsurprisingly declined 
my offer to take a slight detour and 
walk over the originally named 
Bushy Top and instead opted to stop 
for lunch. After lunch she was a bit 
chirpier, fueled with carrots, hummus, 
salami and crackers. From here it was 
a gentle descent down to Tarn Hut.
Tarn hut, like Mid Wairoa is a stan-
dard Forest Service design, albeit with 
one less bed. Just down from the hut 
there is a shallow but large tarn which 
houses the frogs of the Forest Park’s 
class of 2018. The water was warm on 
the toes but the sight of thousands of 
tadpoles feasting on an unlucky worm 
was enough to put us off a swim. 
Soon enough we had company at the 
hut, first came a Canadian lady (who 
has one of the most Canadian jobs 
ever — bear watching guide) who was 
followed by a Dutchman. Both were 
walking the Te Araroa southbound 
and were enjoying the good weather. 
They were the first recipients of my 
meticulous plan of adaptions and 
changes for the TA. My plan includes 
such things as:
1. Making the Backcountry Hut Pass 

only available to NZ residents
2. Creating a Te Araroa Hut Pass that 

is more expensive than the current 
Backcountry Hut Pass, but still 
cheaper than individual tickets

3. Signing on backpacking estab-
lishments to the TA pass to give 
discounts, as an incentive to 
purchase

4. Possibility of limiting numbers 
further via a quota system if the 
market fails to regulate the trail

This systematic plan is a result of 
finding out that numbers on the trail 
are doubling every year. Places like the 
Mt Richmond Forest Park simply do 
not have the infrastructure for high 
walking traffic. Even currently, the 
small six bunk huts see ten TA walkers 
per day (/END RANT).
Two interesting fun facts came out of 
this conversation. Firstly, in Canada 
the waterborne parasite giardia is 
known as ‘Beaver Fever’. This is due 
to the fact that the water running 
downstream from a beaver lodge is 
filthy with giardia due to their faulty 
toilet plumbing. Secondly, and slightly 
less fun than a waterborne parasite 
causing the shits is that over 200,000 
large animals die in the Netherlands 

Cara attempts the crossword [S Harrison].
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in barn fires every year. The farmers 
simply collect the insurance and start 
over (presumably after enjoying the 
roast). From here talk shifted to how 
great Dutch media is at covering up 
the bad things about the Netherlands, 
especially hushing up climate change 
predictions. This is a problem for a 
country that is mostly below sea level, 
sustained only by its stupidly large 
and complicated system of dykes, 
canals and dams. Our Dutch friend 
concluded that perhaps the best solu-
tion was relocate the entire nation of 
the Netherlands to somewhere no one 
really wants to live in NZ, perhaps 
Nightcaps. From this southern base 
they could get to work building all 
their dykes and dams plus whatever 
else the Dutch get up to these days. 
Missing this entire chat including 
my TA rant was Hamish, a kiwi who 
turned up late to the hut.
[Cara’s evening report 28/12/17]
Dinner is the couscous tabbouleh, 
although I forgot the oil and end up 
making the couscous too soggy as I am 
lacking instructions for how to make 
it. It still tastes nice.

I spent the morning regurgitating my 
rant to Hamish, eager to hear more 
opinions on the matter. Cara dove 
deeper into her sleeping bag upon 
hearing the word’s ‘Te Araroa’ come 
out of my mouth. After that was over 
I almost caused a domestic incident 
by eating all four of the strawberries 
in the porridge. Safe to say I was not 
in the good books that morning. Cara 

is painfully slow as the track winds 
through the beech forest. She refused 
to let me go behind her for some 
unknown reason, perhaps she had bad 
wind. At one point it got so bad that 
when I stopped to wait for her to catch 
up I actually had to retrace my steps to 
make sure she was still following me. 
All this being said we weren’t making 
terrible time and before long we were 
standing beside Bishops Cap. An old 
Forest Service track cuts up to the top 
of the Cap before dropping down to 
the Lee Valley. We decided to make a 
quick 30 minute round detour to the 
top for the view. The track is unmain-
tained but has been recently marked 
by DOC and it takes 4 hours to get to 
the road end according to a scratching 
on one of the markers. The view from 
the top was a good one, covering both 
Purple Top and Rintoul as well as the 
track from Tarn Hut.
Back on the main track it wasn’t long 
before we broke into the alpine zone. It 
was here that something truly incred-
ible happened. Cara evolved from the 
slow plodder I had been coaxing uphill 
The view out to the Waimea Plains [S Harrison].
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into some kind of wild mountain goat. 
I found myself struggling to keep up as 
she charged across the open country. 
Going at this great rate we were soon  
over Purple Top and could see Mt 
Rintoul Hut on the saddle below. I 
stopped here to recover, forcing Cara 
to stay with me so as to save some of 
my dignity. She made quick pace down 
the hill and we were at the hut within 
30 minutes.
Mt Rintoul Hut is, surprise, surprise, 
another standard Forest Service hut, 
albeit one that looks quite dapper. 
It also has its own herd of resident 
goats, safe in the knowledge that most 
hunters cannot be bothered walking 
this far for an old billy goat. At the 
hut we meet an older couple and their 
son. The father was a Forest Service 
ranger in a previous life and had that 
wild Fiordland look to him, as if he 
had just come back from a search for 
the elusive New Zealand moose. My 
inner fireman screamed a little as they 
lit the fire in the clearing to boil the 
billy, fire danger was on extreme after 

all. However they did not burn down 
the Forest Park and all was well with 
the world. Hamish was also at the hut 
and got on swimmingly with the son 
as they both were into mechatronics. 
By the end of the evening the hut 
had filled out with six Kiwis in all, an 
impressive effort on the TA.
[Cara’s evening report 29/12/17]
*Crickets*

I manage to avoid disputes by leaving 
a strawberry for Cara. We started 
walking late morning. The track 
climbs steeply from the hut through 
bush before bursting out onto a scree 
slope leading to the top of Mt Rintoul. 
It was on top of the ridge leading round 
to the summit that I had a brush with 

The alpine section begins, note how far in front 
Cara is now [S Harrison].

Below: What our detour actually looked like 
[C Schloots]; Right: How I remember events 
[S Harrison].
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What do you mean 
we’re going over 

those sharp pointy 
death rocks... 

there was a perfectly 
good track back there 

Das macht Spaß!

Are you sure 
this is safe?

Es ist zumindest relativ 
sicher ... Keine sorgen, 
ich werde dein körper 

holen falls du fällst...

%@*#(@%!!! CAN YOU 
PLEASE JUST SPEAK 
BLOODY ENGLISH!!!

*Sobs*

Wasn’t that just 
so much fun Sam!

MY BRUSH WITH DEATH

death… (see above for my recollection 
of events).

Luckily, I survived. Clouds roll over 
the ridge and we lunch on top of Mt 
Rintoul waiting for it to clear. It doesn’t 
so we descend through the mist toward 
Little Rintoul. I even plucked up the 
courage to follow Cara off the track 
again along another ridge. Even after 
my scare, I told Cara that I can see 

why people do this, the adrenaline still 
rushing through my veins. Cara did 
try to reassure me that she was sane. 
From on top of Little Rintoul we could 
see Old Man Hut; our destination.
Old Man Hut sits 200m down from 
the track which runs down the ridge. 
Not the sort of place you would visit 
unless you were staying. The hut sits in 
a large clearing with plenty of space for 
camping. Inside we found a colourful 



SUMMER

17

A LESSON IN MOUNTAINS

collection of characters. An American 
through-hiker, a Bavarian, an Austra-
lian and an Englishman. Their chat was 
especially exciting as they had decided 
to lighten their packs by having 1L 
of their 2L of New Year’s whiskey. 
Alongside my renowned TA chat, 
Cara put us through Trivial Pursuit 
cards that were made sometime last 
century and on the other side of the 
world. We didn’t do very well. The 
Australian introduces Cara to some-
thing that changes her life. Resealable, 
refillable tubes, perfect for sweetened 
condensed milk. Now there are no 
barriers to her sweetened condensed 
milk addiction. Before dinner we set 
up our one and a half person tent 
outside. The weatherproofing in the 
tent was deteriorating. This resulted 
in the tent being unpleasantly sticky, 
something a tent should never be.
[Cara’s evening report 30/12/17]
Our dinner of spaghetti bolognese 
turns out well despite Sam’s addition of 
well over a tablespoon of salt. In fact, 
even the saltiness isn’t too bad.

The usual porridge powered us up 
the 200m we had descended to reach 
Old Man Hut. The weather was worse 
than the day before, we only got brief 
views between clouds. Cara cheerily 
remarked that the clouds added a bit 
of mood to the landscape. More mois-
ture than mood I thought. The track in 
this section was not as technical as the 
last and I spent most of the time trying 
to keep up with Cara. As we reach the 
summit of Old Man the wind picks up 
and misty rain starts. We race down 
from the top to the saddle that leads 
to Ada Flat. We sheltered there under 
the trees for lunch. Cara confesses 
she had got her sums wrong with the 
carrots so we were now on double 
rations. The second revelation was that 
the hummus had a slight… zing to it. 
Cara informed me that this meant it 
was going off. I was hungry so I didn’t 
mind. We pulled on our woolies after 
lunch and pushed into the mist on Ada 
Flat.
From this point we saw little other than 
each other’s backsides and the odd 

Leaving Old Man Hut [S Harrison].

Spot the Cara [S Harrison].



18

SUMMER A LESSON IN MOUNTAINS

goat. All one could do was follow their 
feet. Eventually, after much trudging 
the image of Slaty Hut appears through 
the mist (Pronounced Slay-tee for 
those struggling to say it).
Smoke curled up from the chimney. 
The door to the hut was painted a 
cheerful bright red and that was right 
where I wanted to be at that point in 
time. Inside stoking the fire was an 
older Kiwi lady with more than a few 
stories to tell. Before we could listen 
we felt that we should go gather some 
firewood as the woodshed was empty. 
I eyed up a sensibly sized dead tree, 
cut it into fireplace sized pieces and 
sat down wondering where Cara was. 
After five minutes I went outside and 
found her some distance from the 
hut channeling her inner lumberjack 
against a rather over-sized dead tree. 
After felling it she then endeavoured 
to try and get it back to the hut. The 
sight pained me and I attempted to 
help. However she fiercely protected 
her prize. It was only after several 
failed attempts and a few minutes of 
my desperate pleas that she relented to 
my aid.
The hut soon filled up with more 
fodder for my TA talk; three Germans 
and a Dutchman. We sat on our 
bunks, blankly staring into space. The 
sort of situation where, in normal 
circumstances, people would use their 
phones to avoid the awkward silence. 
But being in the backcountry there was 
none of that. We had to make do with 
old fashioned face to face conversa-
tion. It turns out that the Kiwi lady had 

represented NZ at the World Triathlon 
Champs in Hawaii for her age group, 
biking up volcanoes, swimming with 
sharks and all that.
[Cara’s evening report 31/12/17]
Everyone is in bed by about 9, despite 
it being New Years Eve.

We realised the night before that we 
had messed up our sums and were 
actually going to be out a day earlier 
than intended. Bother, our ride was 
scheduled on the 2nd. We soldiered 
through another day of mist. I had no 
idea where Mt Starveall was in relation 
to us, only where the next pole was, and 
sometimes not even that. Somehow we 
stumble upon Starveall Hut, filled with 
a couple of day walkers. We munched 
on a muesli bar and tried to send a text 
to our ride before continuing down 
into the valley. The track drops steeply 
under the clouds. I find myself getting 
drenched from the water laden ferns.
The going was quick and we were 
cutting the track times to shreds. 
That was until we reached the river. 
Spot the Cara II, at Slaty Hut [S Harrison].
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Over the river. And back. And over 
the river. And Back. Repeat. It was 
muggy and Cara had devolved back 
to her previous sluggish form. We 
persevered and eventually made it to 
Hacket Hut. Just past the hut we were 
confronted by a terrifying sight, a tree 
covered top to bottom in wasps. Safe 
to say we didn’t stop for one of our 
flake breaks within a kilometre radius 
of seeing that tree. I had done this 
section of track many times before 
and bore Cara with ‘back in my day’ 
comments for a solid hour. Coming 
down the track we saw two dodgy 
looking characters; my parents - our 
ride out to civilisation.
So what did I take out of this trip?
• Giardia is known as Beaver Fever 

in Canada.
• I need to put rocks in Cara’s pack 

when in the alpine zone.
• Maybe I should have a range of 

topics to talk to fellow hut users 
about.

• Dehydrated strawberries work 
very well on porridge.

• If someone is a good cook you 
should always invite that person 
tramping. •

DEHY SPAGHETTI 
BOLOGNESE

Serves: 2
Ingredients:
• 1 small onion
• 2 cloves of garlic
• Olive oil
• ¼ cauliflower head*
• 1 parsnip*
• ½ a capsicum*
• Dried herbs: 1 tsp parsley; 1 bay leaf; 1 

tsp oregano; 1 tsp mixed herbs (fresh 
herbs can be used instead at 2 Tbsp 
chopped each)

• 250g mince
• 2 Tbsp balsamic vinegar
• Salt

Chop 1 small onion and 2 cloves of garlic 
finely and sauté in olive oil until trans-
lucent, then add 1 carrot*, ¼ cauliflow-
er head* and 1 parsnip*, both finely 
chopped. Cook until soft, then add ½ a 
capsicum*, finely chopped, and dried 
herbs; 1 tsp parsley, 1 tsp oregano, 1 bay 
leaf and 1 tsp mixed herbs. Stir then add 
~250 g mince, cook for a further 5 min-
utes then add 1 can chopped tomatoes, 
followed by ½ can water then simmer 
until the sauce has reduced to a thick 
consistency, approximately 30 minutes. 
Add 2 tbsp balsamic vinegar and salt to 
taste, simmer for a further 5 minutes and 
then take off the heat and dehydrate.
*Vegetables interchangeable.

Lovely walking weather [S Harrison].

Cara-Lisa Schloots
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ODDS AND ENDS A DESCRIPTION

Over the 2017/2018 summer I was 
doing research in the tourism 

department as part of a summer 
studentship which, in the wonderful 
and chill tourism department, means 
just do a summer’s worth of work 
all in February and leave the rest of 
your time for adventures. In January, 
after much encouragement from my 
studentship supervisor to just “go and 
be a hut warden it will be much more 
fun than this research”, I was off to Mt. 
Somers in Canterbury to hunt down 
the hut fee escapees.
Will decided to tag along and after 
surviving 35 degree heat in the tropics 
of Dunedin, we headed to Canterbury. 
After a few hiccups along the way and 
an unplanned stay at a really nicely 
manicured and spacious campsite 
near Geraldine, we finally made it to 
Staveley. After getting the low-down 
from DOC man Joe, we headed up 
to Pinnacles Hut via some seriously 
lush river spots. It was a gloriously hot 
and sunny day, as it would prove to be 

every day. On approaching the hut, 
the sight of pinnacles scattered around 
the landscape was magnificent. The 
warden’s quarters was the cutest I had 
ever seen, situated just down from 
the hut in the bush on the side of the 
track with two bunks, little peephole 
windows, a wee bench, and everything 
else you would ever need. The biggest 
stoke was seeing the food; Kawekas for 
days (all the different flavours, which 
meant you could have a different dish 
every day). As well as this there were 
baked beans, endless tea, coffee and 
juice. 
We set off to the hut for our first round 
up of hut tickets. A lot of people had 
‘forgotten’ their hut tickets or had ‘not 
realised it was a serviced hut’ and had 
bought $5 tickets. C’mon guys. We 
came back from the peasant’s quarters 
to our luxury living and devoured a 
Kaweka each.
The next morning we awoke and went 
up to do some cleaning. The last strag-
glers at the hut informed us that an 

A LUXURIOUS LIFE AT MT SOMERS
Katie recounts a summer spent hut wardening.

Katie Snowden

Sunset scenes above the hut 
[K Snowden].
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Australian man had come to the hut 
late last  night and this morning had 
walked up the track further to lay in 
wait. He did this apparently so that he 
could come down later to make it look 
as though he had come from the other 
hut further on. This sounded like such 
an elaborate ploy to avoid a hut ranger 
I couldn’t believe it. Sure enough, later 
on as I was retrieving a water pipe 
from some wasp infested hebes, a man 
quickly scooted down the path past us 
never to be seen again. 
Our next hut patrol location was 
at Woolshed Creek hut, so off we 
ventured across the hill full of skinks 
and crickets bouncing everywhere. We 
met the enthusiastic hut warden there 
and he gave us the run down as we 
swapped over. These warden’s quarters 
were next level luxury. We had a whole 
section of the hut to ourselves with 

a pantry, a large gas stove top, kettle, 
table and chairs, all of the cutlery you 
could ever need, and even blinds so 
that you could sleep in. Now that was 
true backcountry living!
Staying at this hut was the absolute 
best because it was situated in close 
proximity to some of the best swim-
ming spots I have ever swum at (which 
is saying something because I have an 
extensive swimming spot history). It 
was seriously a summer paradise (but 
in the mountains!!!). Swimming spots 
included:
• Emerald Pool - A beautifully clear 

and emerald swimming pool
• Hydroslide Stream - a stream with 

a natural rock hydroslide into a 
pool of water (be careful of the 
rock on landing though!). The 
stream also had this flat surface 
of rock in the river that you could 
just walk through like a footpath.

• Tri-fall Stream - A stream consisting 
of three waterfalls cascading down 
a wee gorge, the top stream has 
an awesome waterfall with a little 
swimming ‘puddle’ at the bottom

• The Caves- this was the ultimate 
swimming spot, a place so cool 
I don’t even know if it was real. 
There were a variety of swimming 
holes inside the caves and as you 
swam deeper into the caves, the 
swimming spots got even more 
awesome. The water is also not 
dark and scary like it usually is 
in caves either, it is crazily clear 
and blue. Deep into the cave you 
will find the most magical spot 

The warden’s quarters at Pinnacles Hut 
[K Snowden].
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which I seriously think I dreamt 
or something, it was just so crazy. 
Like something out of H2O just 
add water you will find yourself 
in a mermaid pool with water 
coloured a brilliant glacier blue 
with a waterfall streaming down 
above you. Amazing scenes.

• Woolshed Creek (outside the 
hut) - This can be hit or miss 
depending on how high the river 
is but walking further up the creek 
provides you with some deep 
enough holes to have a dunk. It’s 
also a great spot to see butterflies 
and dragonflies who like to cool 
down on a hot summer’s day. 

Apart from the swimming spots, other 
highlights of our stay here included:
• Swiss ladies who asked where the 

café was and didn’t bring any food 
or cooking equipment

• Greeting this one guy who would 
run to the hut and back every day

• Climbing to the hills above the hut 
to watch the sunset

• Morning walks up the hill to do 
radio calls

• Whipping out the Eftpos machine 
when people say they have no cash 
(Gotcha!)

• Cleaning toilets, love it
• Getting cornered by a herd of cows 

and bulls, and Will getting scared 
even though he grew up on a farm

All in all a wondrous trip and I would 
recommend being a hut warden if you 
want to live a luxurious backcountry 
lifestyle. •

Top to bottom: Hydroslide Stream; Cave Stream; A 
mountain giant dragonfly cools off [All K Snowden].
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I was ready to get out and do some-
thing. Cara had suggested a trip to 

the Takitimu mountains and I thought 
it sounded like a great idea. She had 
done the route before and showed me 
all the maps. Easy I thought, looking at 
the contour lines, it should be a good 
trip.
Alas Cara had work so I had to find 
some other party members for the 
trip. In the end I managed to enlist 
Calli, a girl from Texas, and Ingeborg 
(I still don’t know how to say it), from 
Norway. We set off a little later than I 

would have liked on the 15th, bound 
for the Takitimu Conservation Area, 
arriving at 3:30pm after nearly being 
blown off the road several times. I 
made the executive decision that I 
could not be bothered walking in the 
waning hours further than the first 
hut, so we set that as our destination. 
The Aparima River Track winded up 
the river and was relatively easy (and 
boring). After an hour and a half we 
got to the Aparima Huts. Inside the 
hut we found an American couple, 
much to Calli’s delight. We started to 

TAKITIMU TERROR
A very uncomfortable night spooning two lovely 
ladies in a thunderstorm in a 1 person tent with 
no poles or pegs...

Sam Harrison

Spence Hut, how we would rejoice when we 
saw it for the second time [S Harrison].
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prepare dinner, which consisted of 
pasta, carrots, peas and what I like to 
call Backcountry Pasta Sauce™. The 
sauce is just a mix of potato flakes 
and tomato soup mixture, I person-
ally think it tasted fine, though it did 
look a bit like pink slime. Halfway 
through dinner some through-walkers 
doing the Te Araroa Trail showed up 
and made for good company. I did 
my rehearsed TA speal about giving 
back to the country and surprisingly 
they were all for it. The conversation 
quickly drifted to food as it always 
does with TA walkers. Remembering 
that I had a beaten up chocolate bar in 
my bag I went inside to fetch it. They 
inhaled it with a sense of sheer ecstasy 
on a level I have never seen before. We 
had a good laugh and they shed a few 
tears of joy. It began to get cold outside 

so everyone shifted off to their respec-
tive beds for the night.
We managed to be out of the hut 
by 9ish. The plan was to walk up to 
Spence Hut and then up onto the 
ridge and over to Upper Waitaki Hut. 
The walk began innocent enough. 
The track up to the junction with the 
Aparima Forks Hut track was easy 
going through bush with a little bit of 
up and down. Just past the junction 
the track dropped steeply down to 
the Aparima river and we linked up 
to cross over. The track from here is 
classed as a route by DOC. It was fairly 
well defined through the forest, the 
only difficulties being a bit of windfall 
on the track. It took four and a half 
hours to get to Spence Hut, which is 
a small 2 bunk biv at the joining of 
two streams. Little did we know how 
we would come to appreciate it later. 
It was 1:30pm when we set off up the 
stream towards Upper Waitaki Hut.
Following the stream up we quickly 
became enveloped in a canyon, with 
walls several metres high. Each 
cascade became larger as we went 
upstream until we eventually came 
to a roadblock. A torrent of water 
flowed over a wall of rocks too high 
to scramble over. We had to backtrack 
till we could find a point to clamber 
out of the canyon. The forest on the 
side of the canyon was criss-crossed 
by animal tracks, we followed these 
crashing through the bush using the 
sound of the roaring stream as our 
guide. We stayed high and after about 
an hour of bushbashing we emerged 

Ingeborg crossing the Aparima River bridge just 
before the hut [S Harrison].



SUMMER

25

TAKITIMU TERROR

out of the bushline. Grey clouds were 
flowing across the sky high above. A 
bad omen.
Between the edge of the bushline and 
the open alpine tussock lands lay an 
area of dense prickly scrub through 
which we had to plough a path. Finally 
we were out into open country. Inge-
borg and I are both experienced with 
mountainous terrain and we made 
good time over the tussock land. Calli 
however was more familar with the 
deserts of Utah, so she was a bit of a 
fish out of water in our mountains. 
Progress was slow. As we chugged up 
hill the frequent stops started to chill 
Ingeborg and I to the bones. The rain 
began to come down harder, so we 
layered up.

Mistake one
This should have been when we 
stopped and reconsidered, rather 
than ploughing on. With Calli being 
a bit slower off-track and the weather 
packing in it was a bad decision to 

Top: Calli making her way over the tussock of the Spence Burn [S Harrison]; Bottom: Sam loving life, 
styling the latest in tramping fashion [S Harrison].
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keep going over the tops. It can be 
hard in this sort of situation to turn 
around because it is painful to let all 
of that hardwork going uphill go to 
waste. However I have no doubt now 
that we should have turned back to 
Spence Hut.
We eventually made it up and over the 
ridge. My navigation was off so instead 
of going over the low saddle we ended 
up climbing up a significant portion of 
Mt Spence. As we crept over the top 
the wind buffeted us, almost blowing 
us away. We huddle under a rise to 
catch our breath before finishing our 
unfortunate and unplanned sally forth 
into the Telford Valley. We descended 
down a creek, slipping and sliding 
down its edge. The rain poured, drip-
ping down our faces.
We had to grasp tussock to clamber 
down the cascading slopes of the 
creek. In the distance we could see the 
treeline and with it was the hope of a 

hut. Our smaller creek joined others 
and before eventually becoming a 
small river. It was a slow walk to the 
bushline. The only thing that kept our 
legs moving was the spark of hope 
of a fire and a warm meal (and my 
wonderful singing). Unfortunately 
this dream was altogether shattered 
when we reached our ‘destination’. The 
hut was nowhere to be seen. The next 
2 hours were soul destroying. With my 
pack on I launched myself on a spirited 
but totally hopeless search through the 
bush for this hut. I climbed all the way 
through the trees to the bushline, I 
followed the animal tracks, I hugged 
the trees, I sniffed the ground. It was 
all in vain. Darkness was descending 
and we decided to move downstream. 
In the bleak twilight, in the miserable 
rain, we decided to set up camp in the 
one person tent that Calli had brought.
“Oh I forgot the pegs and poles...”  
exclaimed  Calli.
Fucking Americans. My mind raced, 
searching for solutions. Need to set 
up camp. Need to get dry. Need to get 
shelter. We laid out the tent fly and 
started to jerry rig it with tramping 
poles. We stripped off our wet layers 
and for a few moments I stood under 
the rain in the failing light, feeling 
the water impact on my bare skin. A 
shiver convulsed through me before 
I carefully worked my way inside 
our ramshackle shelter. Our dinner 
consisted of two carrots. That night 
was perhaps one of the longest of my 
life. I listened to the rain on the tent 
and felt the cold water seep into my 

Calli rueing the day that she ever agreed to come 
tramping with Sam [S Harrison].
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sleeping bag by my feet. I was worried 
that the river would rise and we would 
get stuck. Thunder boomed overhead. 
The only solace was that three people 
in a one person tent was quite cosy, 
and spooning was a good way to bond 
with fellow trampers. After about 
2 hours I remembered the survival 
blanket in the first aid kit. It added a 
shred of comfort to a night otherwise 
devoid of anything of the sort (not that 
I didn’t appreciate the spoon train).
In the morning we set our sights on 
one last ditch attempt to salvage the 
trip. “Bull Basin” connects the Telford 
Valley to the Wairaki. The only problem 
with this plan was that we didn’t 
exactly know where we were. We used 
a creek as a path up the valley side. Just 
like the day before, the creek worked 
its way into a canyon. We backtracked 
and pulled ourselves up through the 
bush. Eventually we decided this was 

in vain. This was crushing to do but 
the right thing to do.
Mistake two
Looking for Bull Basin was a mistake. 
We took a chance when we really 
didn’t have any chances to give.
We went back to the campsite and 
started up a billy boiling for some 
porridge. I had brought an entire 
bag of brown sugar by mistake and 
by-jones I did not regret it. I think I 
had more brown sugar than oats. It 
was here that we sat and had a full 
and frank discussion about whether 
to set off our PLB and get a helicopter 
in. Ingeborg and I advocated to head 
back to Spence Hut. Calli was feeling 
in a bad way. The day of failure had not 
installed great trust in her of my navi-
gational ability. I said honestly that the 
helicopter looked very appealing but 
that it would be wrong to use the PLB. 
We could still walk out, so we should, 

Ingeborg making her way up to the saddle, Bull Basin is centre back [S Harrison].
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we would if we didn’t have the PLB 
afterall. Eventually we convinced her 
to walk back to Spence.
I was thankful as the sun shone down 
on us, it filled us with new hope. For 
the first time in what seemed like 
forever we had things going for us. We 
had time on our side and nice weather.
With frequent stops we steadily 
made our way back. With the benefit 
of retrospect and clear weather we 
passed over the low saddle this time 
and dropped into the familiar territory 
of the Spence Valley. We had learnt 
from our mistakes and the trip back to 
the hut was easier than the way up. We 
avoided dropping down to the creek 

and instead followed it through the 
bush all the way to the hut. “I’ve never 
been so happy to see a hut” happily 
shouted Ingeborg.
We laid out all our wet gear in the 
remaining sun to dry out a little 
before the sun finally dropped below 
the horizon. Ingeborg started dinner 
and I dabbled with the idea of a fire. 
However the big open fire inside the 
hut was great at letting cold air down 
the chimney and smoke into the hut. 
But we were thankful for the hut. So 
so thankful. Safe to say we fell asleep 
quickly that night.

Right: Ingeborg with her “thank fuck there’s the hut” [S Harrison];
Left: Spence Hut in classic Forest Service colours with Wairaki Peaks behind [S Harrison].
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We started out early the next day. I just 
about cried when we walked on the 
marked track (‘route’). It went exactly 
where we wanted to go. No navigation 
needed. What a relief. The rivers were 
up from the rain in the hills but they 
weren’t impassable. After 4 and a bit 
hours we reached Aparima Hut. There 
was a couple there who had had their 
own misadventure and we happily 
shared our miseries. They told us that 
there was a 4WD track to the carpark 
that cut an hour off the track time. 
This sounded like a good idea for us. 
Soon we were at the car. Soon we had 
made it. •

Left: Map of the Takitumu trip, route we 
travelled in Black. Route we intended to travel in 
pink. Route we intended to take over Bull Basin 
marked in red. Black circle indicates where we 
spent the night by the river. Start of the track 
on Dunrobin Road is at the bottom of the page. 
And yes okay, in retrospect there was a hut just 
a kilometre away from the campsite. North is to 
the left.
Below: Aparima Forks Hut [S Harrison].

We all know it; the South Island is definitely the better island for tramping. 
However, I found myself at home for the summer, stuck between Northland 
and Auckland, so I decided to try and make the most of it. With the obvious 
go-to tramps in the Waitakere and Hunua ranges closed due to kauri dieback 
disease, I headed to the New Zealand Tramper website for some inspiration. 
Unfortunately, the track descriptions weren’t really that enticing. Some favour-
ites of mine: 
• “Not much in the way of views”; 
• “A two day pleasant walk over old tramlines”; 
• “Regenerative kauri groves with the odd really big tree to impress”; 
• “Well worth doing because there are two new huts” 
• “Easy walking along an old road with forest, birds and no views”
• “It isn’t everyone’s cup of tea”
• “From a very muddy Thompson’s Track to a rough North South Track, this can’t 

be described as the greatest of tracks.” 
So here is a more interesting list of suggestions than what you’ll find on NZ 
tramper. All of the tramps described below are easy and accessible to a low level 
of fitness. 
Tracks on pages 101, 142, 170, 194.

TRAMPING IN THE UPPER NORTH ISLAND
Jenni Palmer
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I had been talking to Luca about 
getting away on the weekend. We 

scrolled through the map in search 
of a destination. Somewhere close, 
with the promise of a bit of adventure. 
Our eyes fell on Staircase Hut. It lay 
alone in among the low hills of coastal 
Otago, near Oamaru. We were set. 
After a quick post to the OUTC Face-
book group we had our party.
Jammed into the car was a Fin, a 
Norwegian, an American, a Mexican 
and a Kiwi. It sounds like the start to 

a bad joke, instead it was the begin-
ning of a memorable tramp. Before 
we got on the road proper we had to 
negotiate the labyrinth that was the 
supermarket. All of my meal ideas 
were vetoed, so I retreated to the free 
orange stand to brood. The lady there 
provided me lunch in the form of half 
a dozen sliced oranges which I ate on 
the spot. We even got a selfie together. 
After what felt like forever we managed 
to escape the supermarket and were 
on the road. The beauty of our chosen 

STAIRCASE TO HELL
Lessons learnt from unnecessary bushbashing; a 
trip to Staircase Hut. 

Sam Harrison

Staircase Hut nestled among dense 
manuka, Coastal Otago [S Harrison].
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destination was that it was so close, 
less than 2 hours out of Dunedin. 
We pilled out of the car into a small 
clearing that marked the beginning 
of the track. Things began well. The 
descent down to the river was down 
the Waianakarua river track, a steep 
but well maintained track used mainly 
by hunters and those looking for Stair-
case Hut (like us). On the other side 
of the Waianakarua was an orange 
triangle and what looked like a track 
going straight up the hill.
After crossing we decided to head up. 
There was not really much of a track. 
Luca had phoned to get permission 
to stay at the hut (it is owned by the 
Deerstalkers Association) and the 
chap had said there was some bushba-
shing but eventually there was a track. 
Sweet. Instead of becoming more 
prominent, slowly what had looked 
like a track disappeared entirely. We 
were surrounded by dense bush with 
only one way to go, up. I was put in 
front, to clear the way. On my back 

was my trusty Macpac Cascade, all 75 
litres of it getting stuck on anything 
and everything. It was lucky I had  the 
extra space as the two girls from the 
America’s were carrying day bags, so it 
was up to me to carry the lions share of 
the food (and wine). I had however left 
the tent in the car, perhaps forgetting 
my lessons from previous mistakes in 
the Takitimus.
The bush was dense (understatement), 
there was plenty of bushlawyer and 
stinging nettle mixed in with thick 
scrub. If it sounds like I’m exagger-
ating I’m not, it took 2 hours to cover 
500m. We eventually reached the ridge 
and what we thought was salvation 
from the assault of branches and vines. 
Alas, after an easy 5 minutes in open 
woodland hell resumed once again. 
It would be fair to say that morale 
was low. The trailblazing had taken 
the wind out of everyone’s sails. I felt 
rather like the dead deer that I had 
seen  back down the hill. It was in 
the midst of this misery that we saw 
a light in the darkness. In a holy aura 
sat an orange triangle on a tree. Tears 
were shed. We had given up the hope 
of finding a track. Our fortunes were 
changed.
This newly discovered track, perhaps 
better described as a route, was luxury 
in comparison to the hours of swearing 
and yelling we had endured just prior. 
It was reasonably marked most of the 
way along the ridge and there was a 
semi-defined path through the scrub, 
with only a minimal amount of treefall 
on the track.

Luca ponders whether that really is the track on 
the other side of the river [S Harrison].
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Occasionally we would burst out of 
the trees and get a fleeting view of 
the valleys below, beneath the low 
cloud cover. I was thankful it was not 
raining, we all were. We came into 
a clearing, crossed it and started to 
descend down the hill. We followed 
pink tape as we dropped down the 
tussock band between manuka forest. 
We stopped and waited for the back 

of the party to catch up. Then we hear 
a yell from Luca. “STOP, you’re drop-
ping into the wrong valley!” Oh crap. I 
had horrible flashbacks. I really really 
was looking to avoid another uncom-
fortable night sleeping rough in the 
valley over from the hut. It was a slog 
back up the hill. It was demoralizing 
and we were knackered by the time we 
came to the clearing. After a 2 minute 
search we found that the clearing 
was actually a track junction, we had 
followed a track that we could only 
assume linked up with the 4WD track 
on Prominent Peak. Back on the right 
track it was only another 20 minutes 
from the junction to the hut, through 
low misty cloud and manuka forest.
We were so happy to be here. The hut 
was a bit of a shock for the girls I think. 
Being a deerstalkers hut it was not the 
cleanest to say the least. Large spiders 
had made it home along with several 
mice. We made room for ourselves 
among this community. I told the girls 
that they were free to sleep outside if 
they wanted to. Nobody took up the 
offer. The hut itself was well equipped, 
including seats, a cutlery draw and 
candles. By the time the fire was on 
and dinner was cooking it was rather 
cosy. I added a pile of Antics to the 
stack of reading material. In the fading 
light dinner was served and the bottle 
of wine was shared out. It was all well 
appreciated. That night we stayed up 
around the fire, entertaining those 
conversations that seldom happen in 
the age of the mobile phone and social 
media. Alas, Luca’s attempts to seduce 

Top: Ingeborg looks out over the valley; Bottom: 
Luca being Luca [Both S Harrison].
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the Scandinavian were unsuccessful 
and given we were pretty exhausted 
from the bush bashing we all hit the 
pit.

Rain battered the roof in the night. I 
lay on my side, refusing to turn over 
and face my eight legged bedmates. 
I worried that the river would rise. It 
was about 7:30am by the time I got up. 
I got the fire going again and it warmed 
my spirits. The rest of the party were 
wrapped up in their sleeping bags, 
looking like produce on a shelf. By the 
time I managed to get everyone up 
and porridge through them it was just 
about 11am. We devised to stay on the 
same track we had found and to see if 
it lead all the way down the river. The 
going was easy and the weather was 
a lot clearer that it had been the day 
before. We were all in good spirits. The 
Norwegian girl, Ingeborg, had devised 

a game to make sure we stayed on 
track. It was a competition to spot the 
track markers. When you saw one you 
had to say the colour of it and goose. 
Safe to say it kept us going in the right 
direction.
After an hour or two we found ourselves 
in unfamiliar territory. With shouts of 
goose we had remained on track and 
were now descending towards the 
river upstream from where we had 
crossed it originally. There were signs 
of hunting camps along the way. The 
track was so, so, much better than 
bushbashing. The last section towards 
the river was steep and slippery from 
the nights rain. Beatriz, the girl from 
Mexico had trouble getting down, with 
a few slips and slides. We all agreed this 
was better than the alternative though. 
We managed to make it down the river 
in one piece.

The cosy interior of Staircase Hut, complete with cutlery draw and a smokey fireplace [S Harrison].
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From here we decided to follow it 
downstream to where we had seen the 
markers cross the river. Sure enough, 
about 300m downstream we found the 
river track and some hidden markers 
pointing upstream. The two girls 
from the America’s started the steep 
upward climb to the car whilst Luca, 

Ingeborg and myself decided that it 
was time for a swim. The water was 
refreshing on bare skin and we felt 
much better for being a bit cleaner. All 
our work getting clean was undone by 
the 30 minute climb to the car. Bathed 
in sweat we collapse in the carpark 
and demolished lunch, which was 
hummus, carrots and crackers. It was 
just about 4pm after all.
The trip was a good lesson in making 
sure everyone is prepared for the 
journey. That being everything from 
having the right gear, a good attitude 
and good fitness. I also gave myself 
a slap on the wrist for ignoring what 
I learnt in the Takitimus, I was not 
carrying any of the small things that 
made life better on that trip when we 
were caught out, like a survival blanket 
or a tent fly. •

Left: Heading down the river towards the 
orginal crossing point [S Harrison]; Right: The 
quasi-track marked in black, with our mistakes 
marked in red. North is to the right.

High in the mountains...
among the white peaks; my soul,

shall linger and shine. •

~MOUNTAIN FEVER~

Two cars and Jasper;
one: key snap, other: rolled thrice

Jasper: two flat tyres. •

~VEHICLE ISSUES~

Sweet views like Deep South
ice cream tubs; French Vanilla,

Peaches n’ Cream blend

Sweet views like Deep South
ice cream; a French Vanilla,

Peaches n’ Cream blend

Views like a Deep South
ice cream blend; French Vanilla

and Peaches n’ Cream. •

~QUARTERDECK PASS~
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PARADISE
2nd - 4th March

It’s the first trip in the OUTC 
calendar. Once known as Freshers, 

the trip where budding young punters 
were put to the test; the beginning 
of a long road towards evolving into 
an old crusty. Nowadays the trip is 
known simply as Paradise, an unorig-
inal name stolen from a street sign a 
few kilometres from the campsite. 
Where once we had young punters 
in stubbies, the ranks are now filled 
with totting internationals, inter-
spersed with a few keen Kiwis to keep 
everyone sane.

EDITOR’S PREFACE

Top: Surveying Lake Wilson [S Harrison]; 
Bottom: Jenni, Tamara and Laila weighing up if 
they should go over that waterfall.
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Paradise 2018 started like any other; 
chaos. People milled around aimlessly 
outside the OUSA building, packs on 
their backs and lost expressions on 
their faces. Trip leaders frantically 
rushed around trying to herd their 
punters into a little group. My top 
priority was to race down to New 
World to acquire some fine boxed 
wine. On returning, wine in hand, 
it was time to load up the bus. I was 
volunteered to help load. After a very 
sweaty 15 minute workout the bus was 
crammed full, bulging at the seams.
I halled myself up into the front of the 
bus and took my seat. I was on the 
road again with Jacob at the wheel; 
it was a good feeling. The bus trip 

in my opinion is an essential part of 
the experience. Therefore I found it 
to be my sacred duty to jazz it up a 
little. It’s not that I didn’t find my bus 
companion Miriam to be bad conver-
sation, I just couldn’t let people fall 
asleep and miss the joy of the bus trip. 
I managed to convince Jacob to switch 
from the Naughties onto the OUTC 
Bangers playlist. From here this was 
my time to shine. Cue three hours of 
karaoke featuring Sam, with a bit of 
dance and loss of dignity mixed in. It 
was thoroughly enjoyed by everyone. 
At least I thought so. We stopped in 
Alexandra for dinner. Subway was 
obviously the cool place to be, as it 
was filled with smoking 17 year olds. It 
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An easy trip, along the Routeburn
To Lake Harris and Conical Hill, 
So many trampers excitedly waiting,
This trip will be such a thrill. 

Outside the long-drop in the drizzle
We waited for a van;
A true dogpile; huddle and squeeze
Personal space isn’t on our plan. 

A late start, past 10 o’clock
We began our peaceful walk. 
Through misty valleys, under great 
peaks,
The track’s basically a boardwalk.   

The group became separated,
The fast and the not-so-fast,
When they didn’t wait at a junction,
We wondered if they had gone past. 

Then came the only hill
From the flats to the waterfall. 
Tired trampers finding
Any way to stall. 

Documenting their hard work
With pictures, selfies, video diaries
With the supposed cruelty of the hill
You think there’d be inquiries. 

Relief at last! The hut!
Time for a scrumptious meal. 
It’s too late in the day
To make it to the lake we feel. 

was here that we began to hear tales of 
Dan’s van, who were consuming goon 
at an alarming rate. It turned out that 
not all members of that van made it 
through that night intact. In fact, you 
could say that Julia had a wee incident 
on the side of the road. She had lost 
her balance whilst peeing and ended 
up down a bank. She emerged from 
her landing spot after a few moments, 
pantless and bruised from the ordeal. 
I later heard that later in the night she 
tried to get into a fight with the Patron 
over her ‘superior’ tent fly erecting 
skills.
As we approached our destination 
the full moon illuminated the low 
cloud clinging to the surrounding 
hills. It really was quite magical. It was 

raining when we got to the campsite. 
This made everyone very enthusiastic. 
I took pity on Miriam and offered to 
share my tent, rather than making 
her sleep under one of the poorly put 
up tent flies. It would only be in the 
morning that I would be able to see 
the dismal tent setting up that had 
happened in the haste of the night. 
Some tents didn’t have their guy ropes 
pegged, and one didn’t even have a fly! 
Safe to say I was quite happy in my dry 
tent (even if I later realised that the 
river actually undercut the bank and 
flowed right under us!).

Continued on page 55.

LAKE HARRIS (ALMOST)
Jennifer Palmer
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Blowing up the aquanaut
Some tourists thought our raft
Was for going down the waterfall
And called us effing daft. 

We headed back early
Not making it to the lake
The waterfalls were a nice view
So it wasn’t a total flake. 

I asked a tramper what she thought
Of our expedition,
Her comments summed it up 
To this poem they make a nice 
addition. 

“The rocks were wet,
The grass was wet,
Our packs were wet,
We were wet. 

But it was stunning. 
I’m so inspired
I’ll be back here again
As soon as I’m not so tired.”

Another van huddle and squish
Back to Paradise
Dry clothes warming us up
Thawing out the ice. 

Cooking our vegan tacos, 
A deserving second place.
Apple crumble for desert,
A smile on the face.

Worm-wrestling, story sharing
While drinking faithful goons,
Trampers, we love you all,
But we really are all loons.  •

Luxury travel with Adelaide, Tamara, ?, Jenni and Lachie [A Essick].
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I lay awake in my tent listening to 
the rain pelt against the fly. The 

river roared below us. I heard voices 
through the darkness; it was go time. 
I managed to pull on my boots and 
grab my headtorch before I emerged 
into the dimly lit world of 5:30am. I 
found a huddle of humans under the 
shelter of the toilet block trying to 
cook their breakfast. I followed suit. It 
was porridge all round. It warmed our 
bellies and gave us fuel for the road 
ahead. Josh offered a cup of strong 
black coffee. I needed it, or did I? It 
would make me pay for it later.
We piled into the van. Hamish was in 
the cockpit and 21 punters squeezed 
into the rest of the available space. It 
was cosy. The van rumbled down the 
road to the start of the Routeburn 
Track. The teams assembled. There 
was Lake Wilson, set on climbing the 
Harris Saddle and then going through 
the Valley of Trolls to the alpine 
lake. There was Mt Erebus, keen on 
ascending the roughly 2000m peak 
behind the lake. And then there was 
us, Mt Xenicus. We were intent on 
climbing the mountain that dominates 
the pass over the Harris Saddle.
Intentions were all well and good but 
the weather was horrible. We set off in 
the dark down the track in the pouring 
rain. A plan began to materialise that 

XENICUS?
Just another trip to Lake Wilson.
Sam Harrison

Left: Mike looking over Lake Wilson 
[S Harrison].
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we would go to Lake Wilson and reas-
sess our situation. The weather might 
clear up we thought. We might be 
buggered and want to turn around. It 
seemed like a sensible plan. We made 
good time through the murk, black 
silhouettes of trees loomed around us. 
The track was a highway. Not so many 
people are as dumb as us to leave in the 
dark in torrential rain. Soon my body 
reminded me of my morning coffee. 
The sheer cliffs above and below the 
track forbade me from even thinking 
of going off the track. I had to hold it. 
We stopped to rearrange waterproof 
layers. In my state I was not prepared 
to stop. Desperation took hold. I 
told them I needed to go on. I found 
salvation 100m around the corner 
and scrambled up to a secluded spot. 
It is important that when one does 
go to the toilet in the bush that they 
go a reasonable distance off track and 
that you bury it afterwards. So I stood 
there, in the middle of nowhere, pants 
around my ankles scratching at the 
hard dirt. Lake Wilson soon caught 
up to my group. However, in my new 
lightened state we were able to speed 
off again. I felt like a bit of a fool when 
we came across a toilet just 500m up 
the track at Sapper’s Pass. When you’ve 
got to go then you’ve got to go. Soon 
we were over the pass and onto the flat 
river flats of the Routeburn.
I felt an uncomfortable feeling in my 
bowels. Not again. Please no. It was 
that bloody coffee from Josh. The urge 
became too strong and I yelled out 
that I would catch up. Safe to say after 

my second attempt to rid my system 
of that coffee I felt much better. My 
team had stopped just up the track; 
Jacob’s pack had disintegrated. As 
we struggled to jerry rig a solution 
Lake Wilson sped past us. It seemed 
like we would be leap frogging all 
day. Eventually we managed to find 
a workable solution to the backpack 
and we were off again. Not far from 
where we stopped we came across the 
turn off to the Routeburn Flat Hut. We 
weren’t keen on stopping again so we 
bypassed it. From here we started the 
steep climb that heads towards the 
Harris Saddle. Up, up, up we went. 
Jacob revealed he was somewhat of a 
mountain goat, powering up the hill. I 
followed in tow and behind me Julian, 
Ingeborg and Luca grunted up the hill. 
Luca declared that he was feeling light 
headed. We had a short break for some 
food and water. To be honest I think 
that it was the lack of sleep that was 
taxing all of us. But we pushed on. We 
were happy to reach Routeburn Falls 
Hut. Here, to my surprise, we ran into 
Dan’s group, Mt Erebus. We enjoyed 
the shelter of the hut together while we 
planned our next move. During our 
planning we both became aware that 
neither of us had seen Lake Wilson, 
even though they passed us and would 
have been behind Dan. We hoped they 
were alright and had just stopped off 
at the hut on the flats. The cold started 
to creep into us so we decided to get 
moving. The plan from here was to 
stick together as a group of 9, and to 
go to Lake Wilson.
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The going was wet. But the cloud was 
starting to roll back and we finally 
could see further than our feet. The 
walk was flat for a bit, before a steep 
climb up to the saddle. Far below us we 
began to get glimpses of Lake Harris. 
On the saddle we got our bearings 
and made sure we were in the right 
place. I wanted no repeats of my trip 
to the Takitimus. We opted not to go 
over Conical Hill and instead dropped 
down a pass towards the misty shores 
of Lake Harris. To our surprise there 
was a rough track, formed by trappers 
to serve the trap line that runs up the 
valley. It was much appreciated.
After sidling around the lake the track 
evened out onto marshy flats. The water 
in the surrounding pools was crystal 
blue. It rather reminded me of the 
Dead Marshes from J. R. R. Tolkien’s 

Lord of the Rings Trilogy. One wrong 
step and you could’ve been a metre 
deep in water. The Dead Marshes in 
the LOTR movies were actually filmed 
not far from where we were. And so 
we made our way through the Valley 
of the Trolls.
The view in front of us presented a few 
options. There were three cascading 
watercourses that feed the marshland 
we were walking on. The middle one 
looked far too steep. The right one 
looked easiest. Luckily Luca produced 
his phone with the map and correctly 
pointed out that the right route did not 
actually feed from the lake and would 
instead take us to the wrong place. So 
we went up the left stream. The going 
was steep and slippery, but we made 
some good progress. About halfway 
up we sheltered in a cave to regroup.

Zach, Jacob, Ingeborg and Dan pondering what to do next [S Harrison].
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I voiced my concerns about loose 
rocks and suggested that we all don 
our helmets just in case. Someone’s 
helmet slipped down the hill a bit to 
Luca, who proceeded to pick it up. We 
could see him calculating his throw. 
Everyone pleaded him not to. He 
swung with his left arm, lobbing the 
helmet up the slope towards its owner. 

It landed on the hill and we watched 
it bounce down, down, down. Luca’s 
defence was that he was right handed. 
After recovering the helmet we were 
off again. It was another steep grunt, 
with loose scree providing a hazard for 
those traveling below. But we success-
fully made it to the top all in one piece. 
Luca had attempted to dislodge a rock 
onto himself by using an iceaxe to haul 
himself up. Dan warned him against 
this plan. As it flattened out we sped 
up and soon we had views of the lake. 
We assembled at a rocky outcrop that 
was a good place to take in the vista. 
Dan limped behind, being the victim 
of his own encounter with a rock. As 
we stood taking it in the clouds began 
dispersing. There was even a hint of 
sun. It was a truly beautiful place to be. 

Top: Walking through the Valley of the Trolls, our route followed the smaller waterfall to the left [S 
Harrison]; Bottom left: Zach evades certain death from falling into the dead marsh [S Harrison].
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It was hard to stop myself from taking 
too many photos of the same thing. 
The rest of the group moved down to 
the lake as I snapped away.
I gave up once the cloud decided 
to return and made my way down 
to the shoreline. On getting there I 
found Dan already starting to strip 
off for a swim. It was a funny sight to 
say the least. A reflective white body 
splashed into the icy waters below me. 
I decided I would join him and soon 
I too was freezing my balls off in the 
water. It was… refreshing. I struggled 
to haul myself out after 2 minutes in 
the water. Dan, who spent 5 in there 
struggled even more. He had to do his 
best seal impersonation to get up onto 
the shore. Everyone was cooling down 
quickly so we were all keen to get 
moving and head home. In the back 
of our minds we were still wondering 
where the Lake Wilson team was.
We headed back up to the viewpoint 
and debated which way to descend. 
Luca was all for going back the way 

we came and he had good reason. 
Carefully we made our way back down 
those steep slopes. Each party member 
was spaced out so as not to dislodge 
rocks onto the person below. We all 
made it down in one piece, however 
it was becoming clear that Dan was 
a bit worse for wear. Pushing on we 
all noticed how much higher all the 
water was around us. New waterfalls 
cascaded down the side of the valley 
in spectacular fashion. The rain only 
made the scene more beautiful. It 
wasn’t long before we rejoined the 
well-trodden track. It acted more 
as a watercourse now than a track. 
As we approached the hut we could 
make out two girls in their underwear 
posing with an inflatable raft above 
the falls. The falls at this point were 
a roaring demon, thundering down 
beside the hut. It was the Lake Harris 
group. They had had a delayed start 
and instead decided to just go to the 
falls rather than climbing to the Harris 

Julian and Jacob looking happy, in the rest cave 
heading to Lake Wilson [S Harrison].

The group finally getting a view of Lake Wilson 
[S Harrison].
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Saddle. We stopped at the hut. Luca was 
keen to sit down and play cards. I was 
of the opinion that it would be best to 
keep walking while everyone was still 
warm and wet, rather than trying in 
vain to get dry. Dan was adamant that 
he needed food. So we rested at the 
hut for 20 minutes and refueled. Then 
by the power of democracy decided 
to head down. The walk seemed a lot 
longer than it did on the way up, funny 
that. Close to the carpark I remarked to 
Dan that I could run if I wanted. With 
that statement he said go on then. So 
Dan, myself and Ingeborg all began 
running down to the hut. I reached it 
first, closely followed by Ingeborg and 
then Dan limped in. Soon we were all 
at the carpark shelter eagerly awaiting 
the van. Really the whole walk had been 
an exercise in learning to embrace the 
rain and enjoy the beauty of the back-
country. I think we were successful in 
that endeavor. •
Lake Wilson, with the group taking a rest on a peninsula [S Harrison].

The faces of happiness 
post-tramp, clockwise 
from top: Jacob, Mike, 
Ingeborg, Sam, Dan, 
Julian, and Luca.
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TURRET RIDGE SUGARLOAF

Paradise, how fitting. Despite the 
pouring rain there was an air of 

beauty about the jagged mountains 
and dark canopy of trees. Turret 
Head burst through the low clouds, 
a formidable foe in the low light of 
dawn. Sadly, it was not meant to be. 
With rain overnight and a forecast of 
more to come, we admitted defeat and 
looked to Sugar Loaf Pass instead. 
She was a steady climb. Unfortunately, 
one team member had overestimated 
their fitness, resulting in a very slow 
ascent with lots of breaks. With deter-
mination, and lots of patience, Sugar 
Loaf Pass was conquered. Low cloud 
and incessant rain cut visibility right 
down. The squelching of boots on 
soggy ground were all that could be 
heard above the pounding of rain on 
jacket hoods. A good lunch break was 
well overdue, so out came the peanut 
butter wraps and tinned tuna. 
The rain now calmed to a misty 
drizzle, as the group prepared for 
a steep downhill slog. Slipping and 
sliding down the rain sodden ground 
was like trying to ski down a glacier. 
After a few tumbles and one twisted 
knee the group reached the relative 
safety of level ground. From there it 
was all plain sailing as they say. The 
Routeburn Track cut straight down 
the gaping valley past Lake Sylvan. 
Its beautiful glassy surface broken 
only by the ripples of rain drops. 

The skies finally cleared as the track 
ended, widening out into the camp-
site, stretching as if to swallow tents 
and trampers alike. Music blared, and 
people laughed, joyous and carefree 
after a hard day’s work. The smell of rice 
risotto wafted over the group as they 

Above: Turret Ridge crew selfie at Lake Sylvan [L 
Watson]; Below: Elspeth tries to charm Hamish 
with cheesecake.

TURRET RIDGE SUGARLOAF
Yet another change of plans for Paradise 2018.
Joe Basire
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I arrived at Clubs and Socs on the 
Friday night and got pretty bewil-
dered by all of the people. Somehow 
I managed to locate everyone in our 
group and succeeded in herding them 

into one general area. Like sheep, they 
were easily directable but also like 
sheep they were serial wanderers, so 
keeping them in one place was no easy 
task. It became fairly clear to everyone 
involved that I had absolutely no idea 
what was going on, but somehow 
everyone ended up in a vehicle and we 
were on our way. 
After we had arrived, I was putting 
up my tent and Andrea hurried over, 
looking extremely pained. She ushered 
me over to the van and I had thought 
there had been a terrible disaster (like 
I’d made the rookie mistake of forget-
ting the food). Luckily no, instead, a 
food bag had fallen over during the 
drive and a litre of yogurt had decided 
to explode, coating literally everything 
inside. Trying to clean up the bomb 
site of apricoty goodness in the dark 
and pouring rain was a mission, but at 

sat sprawled underneath a tarpaulin 
shelter. Hamish, esteemed food critic, 
strolled over to taste the award-win-
ning tramper’s cheesecake. Darkness 
fell, the music swelled and with it came 
worm wrestling. A highly prestigious 
sport involving two contestants in 
sleeping bags attempting to overturn 
the other. By 11pm it was time to wrap 
up warm for the night and take shelter 
in tents or under low strung flys. 
Music blasted through the silence 
rousing even the deepest of sleepers 
from their slumber. 7am, time for 
breakfast. Tents came down and boots 

were pulled on, ready for a final lesson 
on river crossing. The water flowed 
calmly, an unsuspecting river of ice, 
drawing intakes of breath from anyone 
daring to enter. Vans sat idling as packs 
were loaded on and seats were taken, 
eager to return home. Queenstown 
hosted lunch as hungry trampers 
munched on Fergburger and fries. 
The lake sparkled beneath the snow-
capped peaks and pine forests lining 
her banks. The moment cut short as 
the vans were loaded up for the last 
time, destination... home. •

Tramping hack #352: 
Inflate your used goon 
bag to make a handy 
pillow.

EARNSLAW BURN
The great yoghurt explosion of 2018.

Francis Barnett
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least we kept Luca happy as he ate as 
much of the yogurt as he could. 
Having all arrived in separate vehi-
cles and at different times, and not 
knowing whether people were staying 
in tents or under the flys, the Saturday 
morning began with a search around 
the camp for the punters. After a lot 
of tent shaking and resentment from 
people who were not in our group, we 
managed to round everyone up for 
breakfast. They came, clutching bowls 
and groaning about needing their 
morning coffee. But it was not to be 
– a faulty cooker, a giant fireball, and 
Andrea’s curled eyelashes singed the 
caffeine out of the morning as after the 
first failed attempt there was too much 
fear to boil water. 
We then made it to Earnslaw Burn 
and began the walk. It was largely 

Top to bottom: View from the bush; view from the flats; view from lunch [All A Karim].
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uneventful and a bit of a trudge at 
times, but there were little peeks 
through the bush of waterfalls 
and other foresty excitement, with 
numerous stops for photos and 
chocolate. As the bush opened up 
into tussock we managed to get some 
views of the glacier before it decided 
to cloud over. The runners passed us 
twice on the way to the glacier and 
once on the way back. I wished I 
could be like them. 
We arrived back at the camp and after 
overcoming our fear of the cooker 
we managed to produce a delicious 
meal of nachos, which thankfully 
weren’t too apricoty! The addition of 
refried beans was a revelation to all. 
The night finished with hot choco-
late and Tim-Tam Slams, a definitive 
highlight of the weekend. •

ORCAS
ORZO

Serves: 3-4
Ingredients:
Bag one
• 1  cup dried veggies – zucchini, mush-

room, leek, peas
Bag two
• 3  tbsp dried onion (or one large, 

diced)
• 2 tbsp freeze dried garlic 
• ½  cup pine nuts
Bag three
• 1 ½   cups orzo
• ½    cup quick lentils OR
• ½ cup black o rred quinoa
• 1 square of bouillon
Also
• 3  tbsp olive oil 
• ½  cup parmesan cheese

At camp
Sauté oil, onion, garlic and pine nuts; set 
aside
Boil 4 cups water
Add orzo/quinoa, lentils and veggies and boil 
12-15 minutes
Stir in onion/garlic mixture or serve as gar-
nish on top of each bowl

(or you can just put it all together without 
sautéing the onion/garlic mixture, in which 
case put it all in one bag.)

Saskia Foreman



PARADISE INSERT TEXT

51

We always aimed to make it to the 
lake. Whether this would actu-

ally happen remained at the mercy of 
the weather, our fitness and my sense 
of direction (bearing in mind that it’s 
about as accurate as Happy Feet the 
emperor penguin’s (RIP)).
After a solid 3 hours sleep we were up 
and ready to go. Little did we know 
these precious 5am moments would 
be the last time we’d be dry for the next 
12 hours. We began our walk at the 
same time as the Xenicus and Erebus 
groups, starting at the beginning of 
the Routeburn Track (east). With only 
the headtorch illuminated path ahead 
and the rain muffling most sound, 
there was an eerie sense that we were 

walking into a black void from which 
we might never return…that was until 
the sun came up and the trees began to 
take form around us. 
We played leap-frog with the hardcore 
groups for a while but they eventually 
sped off. We made good time, arriving 
at the Routeburn Flats Hut as the sun 
was still ascending. By this point we 
were all soaked through our raincoats. 
Amazing what a laughing stock Fiord-
land rain can make of Gortex. The 
next hut wasn’t far behind the first. 
While having a short break, we stared 
out at the thick mist which definitely 
added to the ambiance of the area but 
sadly blocked what on a good day is a 
stunning view down the valley. 
We travelled up to Harris Saddle, 
marvelling at the views of distant 
waterfalls when the mist would briefly 
clear – one of the few things we could 

LAKE WILSON

Descending into the Valley of the Trolls from Lake Wilson [C Patterson].

a.k.a how to become a “missing” group without 
actually going missing.

Charlotte Patterson
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thank the rain for. Lake Harris tried to 
disguise itself as a valley floor, until we 
noticed that grassland doesn’t usually 
ripple or reflect. Our moment atop 
Harris Saddle was possibly the most 
miserable of the day as we stopped 
to strip off wet under-layers and were 
blasted with a sudden bout of torrential 
rain. God looked down and laughed.
As we headed down and around the 
lake, the weather cleared somewhat, 
giving us fantastic views back across to 
the saddle. We followed a muddy but 
well-established tracking line that led 
us to the entrance of the Valley of the 
Trolls. With the mist swirling amongst 
huge glacier-deposited boulders, the 
mysterious valley was aptly named and 
we were all somewhat disappointed 
that we did not in fact see any trolls. 
Asia had dissuaded me from buying a 
troll mask and jumping out at people 
so you know who to blame.
The going was boggy from there but 
relatively easy underfoot. We crouched 
under a ‘rock biv’ for a snack stop 
and felt at-one with the trolls. Soon 
the waterfall fed by Lake Wilson was 
ahead of us, with another stream to 
our right which flows from Mt Erebus. 
We followed this stream because the 
other way was a tad too dodge for us 
moderate folks. 
We were aiming for a ridge which you 
can then sidle over to the lake from, 
but this elusive formation took longer 
to get to than hoped. We knew we had 
to turn around at 1pm so at 12.30 we 
made the call to just try scrambling up 

the side of the lake basin and see how 
we went.
What ensued was a slippery climb over 
scree and mossy rock. I think we were 
all surprised at how the unassuming 
Sam suddenly turned into a mountain 
goat. 4/7ths of the party made it to the 
top and though initially disappointed 
to see yet more tussock and not a lot 
of lake, a short walk forward finally 
rewarded us with a view of Lake 
Wilson. We had made it!
We didn’t stick around to pat ourselves 
on the back because we were all too 
cold and wet to stop. With a final 
glance at our watery friend we headed 
back down. The reverse trip along 
the saddle and down felt long, but 
we were buoyed by the fact that we’d 
achieved what we’d set out to do and 
the weather began to improve as time 
wore on. Josh was the hero of the final 
hour, providing cups of tea and Chupa 
Chups as the tiredness set in. We made 
it back to the shelter at 6pm on the 
dot, emerging slightly shell-shocked 
from the bush and into civilisation. We 
were then greeted by Beth who tried 
to make us do a quiz – we stared at 
her uncomprehendingly – and Daniel 
who said, “where were you guys?”. 
Turns out the Xenicus/Erebus groups 
had convinced everyone that we were 
lost and didn’t know how to use a PLB 
etc…just because they decided not to 
attempt their trips and went to Lake 
Wilson as well, but didn’t see us at all 
along the way. Sounds like we managed 
to perfectly time missing each other 
because they went up the waterfall and 
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we must have come through after that. 
We were naturally outraged, having 
done exactly what we said we would 
and arriving back exactly on time. But 
I guess it’s better than them not caring 
at all.

Despite this interesting end to the 
day, it was a brilliant adventure with 
an awesome bunch of people. Thanks 
for being such good sports Abi, Josh, 
Claire, Sam and Sydney.

P.s we later found out that what we had 
thought was a 14km round trip was in 
fact a 14km trip one-way. You do the 
maths. •

Charlotte happy to see the lake.

“I didn’t join the tramping club for the tramping” - Charlotte Patterson

Samantha Staub’s interpretation of Paradise 2018.
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O
bligatory club photo before leaving Paradise 2018 [S H

arrison].
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PARTY IN PARADISE

We got back to the campsite 
around half past five. Hamish 

proudly pointed out on the road where 
he had hit a rabbit and squished it. 
The rain had stopped and everyone 
was thankful, there was still no sign 
of Lake Wilson though. We started 
to take down a few of the flys to hang 
up as a cooking shelter. This make-
shift shelter was rather cosy with 100 
people huddled under it.
Now came the most important time 
of the day; dinner time. My general 
idea for dinner was just to cook up 
some veges, add curry powder and call 
it a curry. Ultimately we did exactly 
that, boiling the pumpkin, frying the 

carrots and onion before adding it 
all together, putting in a sprinkle of 
spice and thickening the whole lot 
up with potato flakes. Surprisingly it 

PARTY IN PARADISE
Paradise isn’t just about the walking...

Sam Harrison

Clockwise from top: Katie sheltering from the 
rain; Julian the kitchen bitch; Dan makes his 
vegan ‘food’; Ingeborg enjoys her birthday cake; 
Julia savagely ripping apart a chicken; Ruby 
fraternising with an American; the author after 
a bit much goon [All S Harrison but I think 
Alexis took the one of me].
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was quite edible, which shocked just 
about everyone. Sadly it did not win 
the cooking competition but you win 
some you lose some. It was around 
this time that Lake Wilson showed 
up. To our amazement they had gone 
to Lake Wilson like we had. They had 
taken a detour to Routeburn Flats 
Hut, we then overtook them and they 
followed us from there. In the Valley of 
the Trolls they had gone up the right 
path and hence we had missed them 
entirely, it also added an hour onto 
their trip. The night of fine dining 
was concluded when I whipped out 
the store bought cheese cake. After 
lighting some candles on it, it was 
presented to Ingeborg as it was her 
24th birthday. It went down a treat.
With the formalities of cooking over 
we settled into the evening’s program. 
That consisted mainly of far too much 
goon and plenty of antics. Worm wres-
tling in sleeping bags was a highlight, 
even if I did get disqualified with Jacob 
for ‘homoerotic’ wrestling. He insists 
he was just trying to thrust me off. 
After seeing with alarm the amount of 
goon I had consumed I decided to give 
it to as many people as possible. As the 
wrestling finished it was up to me to 
get the party started and to get down 
with the beats. Sadly this took the form 

Clockwise from top left: How many punters can 
you fit under a fly?; Sam’s tent which is actually 
on top of the river; Betty and Katie the happy 
punters; Hamish with Lottie after the President’s 
dip; Alex preparing for a quiet night in; Worm 
wrestling (before it was shut down for Jacob’s 
homo-erotic tactics); Joe cooking with gas; 
Punter power.
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of very embarrassing dad dancing. 
With my dignity shattered I decided to 
retire early for the night. It turns out 
that nearly everyone had thought I was 
in a coma in a ditch somewhere. That 
being so, no one went looking for me. 
Glad I can rely on my fellow trampers.

I woke up the next morning to the 
sound of the bush box blasting away. 
I felt surprisingly fine in the head for 

the amount of wine I had consumed 
the night before, although I ached all 
over from worm wrestling. Everyone 
was quite surprised to see that I was 
not in fact dead in a ditch somewhere. 
I made porridge for the group and 
then proceeded to procrastinate from 
putting my tent down. Eventually I 
had to as we were going to practise 
river crossings. I can’t remember who 
gave me the idea but instead of river 

KATIE & JULIA’S 
WINNING COOKING 

COMPETITION MEAL

Method:
At home before you head away on your adventure, pre-roast the carrots in manuka honey and various 
herbs in the oven at 180 degrees celsius for however long they take to cook.
At dinner time on your adventure begin by stripping meat from the 2 chickens, get the punters to join in- 
it’s a fun activity for all! 

Put a large pot onto the heat and pour a good amount of cooking oil into it. Add the couscous and lightly 
brown for a few minutes making sure all the couscous is covered in oil. Pour something like 1.8 litres of 
water into the couscous and simmer away.

Meanwhile, chop the apricots and walnuts into small pieces and chop or crumble the feta. With all 
components ready, all you have to do is wait for the water to be absorbed into the couscous. Once the 
couscous is cooked, chuck in the chicken pieces, carrots, apricots, walnuts and feta. Stir until everything 
is mixed through the couscous. Pour an entire container of Moroccan seasoning in (or to taste, but more is 
obviously better) and stir through.

Handy tip: Make sure you are the first group to serve their meal to the President so they are sufficiently 
starving and will be most grateful for your meal; they are more likely to remember your meal and thus the 
chances of winning are higher. 

PREP: 20 min (if everyone chips in!).
COOK: 20 min.
SERVES: 6 hungry punters and 2 good 
looking leaders.

• 2 whole manuka honey smoked chickens
• 900g Israeli couscous
• 1 block of premium goat feta
• 2 cups of apricots (chopped)
• 2 cups of walnuts (chopped)
• 7 carrots (pre-baked)

• Manuka honey (for the carrots)
• An entire container of Moroccan seasoning 

(potentially the most important ingredient, 
one should not forgo this)

• Olive oil

INGREDIENTS:
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crossing I was set on aquanauting 
down the river. The only problem was 
that Beth had deflated the aquanaut 
and the pump was broken. Bummer. I 
spent the next 15 minutes blowing it 
up with my mouth, it was not the most 
exciting time of my life that’s for sure. 
I went down and took a few photos 
of the river crossing downstream. 
I figured that if I did get in trouble 
someone would pull me out.
I get the warning that we’re leaving 
soon so I hastily bundle up my craft 
and race upstream. I launch in a rela-
tively shallow area and manage to 
smash into every rock I could find in 
the river. My tail bone still isn’t quite 
the same. Once I was in the current it 
was fun, although by that time I was 
already approaching my exit point. 
It took some furious paddling to get 

back over to the bank. My exit onto 
dry land wasn’t exactly graceful either. 
The aquanaut was shoved under the 
bus and we were off.
Soon it was time for the ritual swim 
in Wakatipu. Clothes were shed and 
we were soon in the cold clear water. 
I started out on the aquanaut but soon 
discovered it was far colder being out 
of the water than in. Everyone messed 
around here, some drifting far out 
beyond earshot. Eventually my body  
was tired of treading water and I called 
out that we should all go back. Not 
an easy feat when you’re struggling to 
keep your head above the water.
From here it was a pretty sleepy boring 
bus trip back, nothing really exciting 
to write about. All in all, Paradise 2018 
was a success, even if it was rather wet. 
•

Dan, Joe, Andrea and Rowan demonstrating river crossing technique [S Harrison].
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ODDS AND ENDS A BYO BALLAD

As I walked into the BYO,
I saw the smiling faces
Of 40 happy trampers
All sitting in their places.

It all started civil,
One bottle between two,
It didn’t last long,
Antics sure did ensue.

There was Hamish and his afro,
Sam in his vest,
Ingeborg one plus two,
And Alex in all her stress.

With the clink of a coin
The trouble all began,
God save the queen,
Here goes - oh man.

If I kept the coins
I would have been rich,
I lacked the foresight,
Now my head hurts like a bitch.

The poor waiter,
Tried to get us to eat,
Had to feel sorry for them,
As we all needed menu repeats.

The curries came out,
All shapes and sizes,
Then Alex stood up,
It was time for the prizes.

The food disappeared,
It was time for the bill,
We lined up at the counter,
Waiting for our turn by the till.

It was onto the street,
Back to the flat,
I drank a glass of water,
And spat it all over the mat.

To Hamish’s next,
My memory faded,
Onto the tramp,
Before it got degraded.

So ends my tale,
Of a groovy night,
which I couldn’t remember,
I should’ve drunk less in hindsight. •

A BYO BALLAD
Sam Harrison

Clockwise from top left: Hamish or 70’s housewife?; Asia 
smiles as chaos unfolds [R Kent-Royds]; Sam and Hamish 
pose in their prize winning costumes with Charlotte behind [R 
Kent-Royds]; Inebriated trampers head back to base [R Kent-
Royds]. A
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Fiordland is a mystical place. 
Carved by ancient glaciers, the 

sheer rock walls of its valleys hold many 
secrets. Are there any moose left? Was 
it Hamish that forgot the cooker? Only 
time will tell. Fiordland is a favourite 
jaunt for the tramping club, the scene 
for more than a few epics. Every year 
the club runs an annual trip to the wild 
fiords, steps above Paradise in rugged-
ness and pure ambition. 

This year’s trip began as all good adven-
tures do, on the OUTC bus. Goon was 
being passed around and everyone (or 
maybe just me) was feeling merry. It 
was after midnight before we made it 
to the campsite at Cascade Creek. I was 
sent on a recon mission to check out 
the campsite and to find the vans with 
the rest of the party. It was a brisk few 
minutes running down icy roads but 
eventually I found the van. The sight 
that presented itself resembled Shack-
leton’s ship stuck in the ice. Punters 
were huddled up, moping around 
waiting for their gear out of the bus. It 
was a rather sorry sight. It turned out 
that they had arrived 2 hours before us 
(we simply enjoyed Gore too much), 
so they were pretty ready for bed. Fast-
foward and the bus made its way down 
the road to the campsite. Soon the gull 
wing doors opened and an avalanche 
of gear was tumbling out. It was chaos 

as everyone frantically looked for their 
bags.
The disorganised mass of punters 
then started to make its way towards 
where the tents and flys were set 
up. A grumpy (and rather round) 
middle-aged man emerged disgrun-
tled from his caravan. “Who the fuck 
is in charge? What on earth is bloody 
going on?” he yelled angrily at the 
hordes of students overtaking his 
peaceful campsite. “Oh we’re from the 
tramping club” someone replied from 
the darkness. He stomped back into 
his caravan before reemerging to grab 
his chairs and tables. It didn’t take long 
before they were out of there. Perhaps 
our reputation preceded us. Hamish 
reckoned we should have just told him 
to piss off anyway. It wasn’t long (with 
exception of the Americans trying to 
put up a tent) before everyone was fast 
asleep.

EDITOR’S PREFACE

Right: Cara-Lisa at Lake Roberts [S Harrison]; 
Below: The future of tramping? [S Harrison]
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I was awoken by the rustling of tents 
and the murmur of punters. I had 

no clue what time I was supposed to 
be awake. I was quite relieved when 
Beth passed my tent, giving me a 
chance to quiz her on transport plans. 
As it turned out I could sleep for 
another hour, yay! By the time I even-
tually emerged from my tent there 
was already a group cooking breakfast 
on the picnic table next to my tent. I 
hastily started to pack up my tent, 
wary of the wrath of hungry punters, 
or worse, hangry Cara. She eventually 

came over to grab the cooker as I was 
fumbling about with the tent. It wasn’t 
long before she returned complaining 
that I had picked a dud cooker. Bugger. 
Cold porridge isn’t exactly the most 
motivating breakfast in the world. 
Luckily Scott let us borrow his cooker 
(sorry Scott!) and we were on our way 
to a steaming bowl of oats.
I was eager to get our walk under way, 
lest Fiordland curse us with unex-
pected rain. With the help of the other 
leaders we herded all our punters 
into the bus, ready to set of. It wasn’t 
far from the campsite to our drop off 
point, The Divide. We piled out here 
along with Charlotte & Asia’s group 

LAKE ROBERTS
A memorable trip to the source of Earland 
Falls, complete with nudity, brownies and some 
beautiful weather. 

Sam Harrison

Isabel plods upward. The lunch lakes in the 
background. Livingstone Range is behind 

[S Harrison].
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and Joe & Ali’s group, both of which 
were bound for Livingstone Range. 
The beginning of our walk was a stroll 
in the park. A gentle well-maintained 
walk up the Routeburn, accompanied 
by a glorious day and fist bumps from 
an elderly American gentleman. I let 
the pace slacken once we had gotten to 
the Key Summit turn off. The punters 
breathed a sigh of relief. Two people 
had independently told me that Lachie 
was worried we would be too intense. 
Luckily, with a beautiful day ahead 
of us I was in no real rush. From the 
turn off the track drops down to Lake 
Howden Hut before diverging into the 
Routeburn and Greenstone tracks. 
We stomped down the track towards 
the Greenstone. The route(burn) 
march was lightened up by the usual 
tramping small talk, including educa-
tional lectures in the fields of botany 
and bird watching. We took another 
break on the Greenstone Saddle to get 
some energy in us before we crashed 
into the bush.
We were to follow the tracks of Danilo 
Hegg whose trip to Lake Roberts 
was our inspiration. His route took 
us for a short traverse of a swamp 
before heading into the bush, tracking 
around some lakes and then up and 
over a saddle to Lake Roberts. The 
bush bashing was a bit of a shock for 
the American punters but they took 
it like champs. The undergrowth 
wasn’t that dense and we made slow 
but steady progress uphill. This wasn’t 
enough for Cara, who decided to split 
and forge her own route. She was 

powering in front of us, so I admitted 
defeat and followed in her tracks. The 
forest evolved around us as we gained 
altitude. The trees grew shorter, the 
scrub thick and the going tougher. 
Nothing we couldn’t handle. After a 
bit of scrambling we were out onto the 
tussock, from here it was just a little bit 
of a grunt up to the small lakes on our 
route which marked our lunch stop. 
This would have been an opportune 
time for some blasting of Lord of the 
Rings music. There was good variety in 
our lunches. Samuel went with canned 
tuna heaped up on a wrap. Lachie 
had accidentally bought aioli instead 
of hummus. As for myself, Cara had 
catered my lunch, packing an entire 
wheel of brie along with crackers and 
hummus, plus carrots and an apple. 
A luxurious spread by my standards. 
Every so often we would catch Samuel 
doing his best Captain Planet Plane-
teer impression. From the looks of it 
he was just as successful as the power 
of heart (really he was just using his 
GoPro from a hand mount).
We lazed around here for half an hour. 
The sun danced across the sky, baking 
the earth and roasting us in the process. 
We certainly weren’t complaining. 
Eventually we managed to build up 
the motivation to start the real uphill 
slog. There was a bit of bog navigation 
and stream jumping before we could 
get to the base of our big climb. There 
was a bit of debate over which route up 
and over we should take. After much 
discussion we came to the consensus 
that the path up the left would be the 
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most viable. The gradient started out 
okay. However, the higher we climbed 
the steeper it became. Soon we were 
hauling ourselves up on tussock. The 
rocky patches offered some reprieve 
from the treachery of the slippery 
grass. It was on one of these sections 
that Lachie uttered a memorable line:

Lachie: “I’d eat an orange if you peed 
on it”.
Sam: “Eyebrows” .

He still hasn’t eaten the orange yet. 
Lachie, if you are reading this, you 
better watch out, I am coming for your 
eyebrows.
Isabel supplied some inspiration 
music to get us up the hill. After what 
seemed like an eternity the ground 
began to flatten out and we were onto 
the scree slopes that lead up to the 
saddle. The American girls were not a 
big fan of scree. The going was slow as 
we wound our way up the rocky slope. 

No one was hit by rockfall so that was 
a plus. Up, up, up. Towards the saddle 
we were channeled into a rock gully. 
Moving up this was a bit of an art but 
at least it wasn’t wet. We were relieved 
to reach the saddle. Sadly there was a 
shelf below us obscuring the view of 
the lake. I was eager to keep moving as 
I had the forecasted rain in the back of 
my mind. Eventually the others got the 
message as I made my way downhill. 
The next issue was navigating from the 
shelf down to the lake. To the left and 
straight ahead the route would take us 
down a series of very steep rock ledges. 
Luckily Cara scouted out a possible 
route to the right, shuffling around 
some outcrops before dropping down 
rockfall. I rounded up the troops and 
down we went.
This descent was far from easy. It was a 
bit unnerving when Cara pointed out 
that the rockfall was relatively recent. 
Like a worried mother duck I pushed 
the punters on with comments like 

Isabel enjoys her carrot [S Harrison].
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“We probably don’t want to stand on 
here for too long”. Apparently that was 
quite motivating. As we descended 
we heard the occasional cheep cheep 
from an evasive rock wren. No matter 
how hard I tried, I just couldn’t spot it. 
By this point my focus was on getting 
to the lake so I could stop for the day. 
Powering ahead almost cost me my 
dignity as my choice of path was less 
than desirable. I slid down the slippery 
edge of a creek, a fraction away from 
becoming a mud cake. I duly signaled 
back, in my most dignified fashion, for 
the others to go around. 20m above 
the lake there was a small plateau with 
a stream running through it, which 
looked to me like a good campsite. I 
wanted to get Cara’s thoughts on it 
before I set up my tent. The punters all 

filed in over the next minute or two as 
I waited. However, Cara took forever 
and a day. After about 10 minutes she 
emerged coming down the slope. It 
turned out that she had found the rock 
wren, so had given it the runway treat-
ment for 10 minutes.
She just shrugged when I asked her 
about camping, so we began setting 
up camp. Samuel had brought a four 
person tent, whilst Cara and I both had 
one person affairs. There was also a fly 
to chuck all the bags under. As I fluffed 
around with my tent Cara did a disap-
pearing act, heading over towards the 
outflow of the lake. I hobbled off in the 
same direction. Lake Roberts empties 
over Earland Falls, a 174m waterfall 
visible from the Routeburn track. As I 
made my way around I looked up and 

View down the Hollyford, Kylie and Lachie pictured centre [S Harrison].
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saw grey clouds roll into the valley. 
Not the best. I eventually found Cara, 
dabbling at the edge of the cascade of 
water that forms the top of Earland 
Falls. As we walked around she pointed 
out a rock biv that she found. It would 
need a bit of cleaning up but it looked 
dry, with enough room for three.
We slowly made our way back to camp. 
Cara was keen to start prepping dinner 
and I was forbidden from helping 
(edit: Apparently not true). The sun 
was shining so I took the opportunity 
to inflate the aquanaut I had carted all 
that way in the hope I would be able 
to take it for a paddle. Many breaths 
later and it was semi-inflated. Good 
enough. I made my way awkwardly 
down to the lake where the others 
were sitting, carrying the raft above my 
head. After gaining consent to skinny 
dip I launched my craft, stripped 
down and jumped in. In all honesty 
the experience was much better than 

I had ever envisioned. I was careful 
not to drift towards the outflow of the 
lake. I wasn’t so keen to try white water 
rafting on this occasion. It was rather 
picturesque on the water on my craft. 
The sun came in and out of hiding as 
I was on the lake. I decided to land 
before I lost my chance for a proper 
dip in a bit of sunshine.
I was pleasantly surprised when the 
other Kiwi lads were up for it. We 
braced ourselves in anticipation as the 
American girls observed with some 
amusement. I would like to say what 
followed next was a display of pure 
masculinity and Kiwi toughness. In 
reality it was more akin to a trio of 
giggling, screaming teenage girls. The 
water stole any sign of masculinity. 
It would be a while before any of the 
three of us would be able to reproduce.
With that ticked off the bucket list we 
made our way up to the campsite for 
dinner. Cara, in true Cara fashion, 
had put on quite a meal of couscous 
with lemon and feta and almonds and 
tomato and cucumber and cumin. 
It didn’t stick around for too long 
with six hungry mouths to feed. This 
was followed up by some brownie. 
This is why I go tramping with Cara! 
We finished the night huddled up 
like penguins, sharing tall tales and 
dubious stories. The sun was setting 
when we retreated to the warmth of 
our tents. As darkness descended a 
new threat revealed itself. Strong gusts 
of wind buffeted our campsite, threat-
ening to dislodge us, throwing us into 

Skinny - paddle? [I Herrick].
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the lake. It’s safe to say that we didn’t 
get very much sleep that night.
We rose with the sun (or the lack 
thereof). Our sleepless night was 
motivation to get going. It was cold 
outside, with the wind stealing our 
warmth. Low cloud rolled through the 
valley and the weather flirted with the 
idea of raining. Porridge that morning 
was almost better than dinner. We had 
cinnamon, brown sugar, apple and 
cream. Yum, yum, yum for my tum, 
tum, tum. Everyone was wrapped up 
in their warm woolies ready for the 

return trip. With everything packed 
up it was time to walk into the clouds 
above.
The going was a lot better than I had 
expected. It was just a bit of a grunt 
but totally manageable. The rock wren 
teased me on the way back up, evading 
my sight but assaulting my ears. As 
we climbed up to the saddle we were 
just about blown away by the strong 
winds. Dropping down the other side 
we were given some much welcomed 
shelter from the gusts. To our surprise 
not far from the saddle we emerged 

Top: “The perfect bum” - Isabel [I Herrick]; Bottom: Weather turning for the worst [S Harrison].
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from the cloud. Once again we could 
see the lunch lakes and the Living-
stone Range. This made navigation a 
lot easier, a fact we were thankful for. 
We decided to drop down to the right 
following Danilo’s alternate route. All 
this talk of the mythical figure ‘Danilo’ 
and his route made me feel like I was 
looking for the lost City of Gold. 
Maybe I’m just weird like Cara keeps 
telling me. We hugged the mountain 
as we sidled around, careful to main-
tain height so as to track above a steep 
gorge. We basically were just making a 
beeline for the Hollyford Valley. As we 
made our way down we stumbled on 
a strange cut in the landscape. It was 
only fair that we stop to investigate. 
The ravine hid a series of holes and 

caves, one of which we couldn’t see the 
bottom of. We decided that it would be 
best not to fall in there.
Down the hill we went. Eventually 
the land flattened out into a plateau. 
Walking across this plateau gave us a 
view of Earland Falls. It was interesting 
seeing the valley from a different 
perspective, it validated my lack of 
enthusiasm for white water rafting 
from the lake.
The American girls did some good 
spills walking across the plateau as the 
foliage hid a variety of traps. Soon we 
were into the bush again. The forest 
on this side was different from that on 
our route up. It was a lot more… ferny. 
This aided our rapid decent. We swung 
fern to fern, with our best Tarzan 

Earland falls [S Harrison].
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impersonation. Eventually we crashed 
out of the bush onto the Routeburn 
track. We were sad that we didn’t get 
a chance to startle any tourists. From 
here it was a rather pedestrian walk 
out to The Divide, with a quick stop 
for lunch at Lake Howden Hut.
It was around half an hour before the 
bus showed up at The Divide. I was a 
bit concerned that Charlotte and Asia’s 
group hadn’t showed up yet (they don’t 
know how to use a PLB)(edit: I was 
recommended to add awkward laughter 
here). Everyone was trying to convince 
me that they were coming out some-

where else. As luck would have it while 
we had to wait at The Divide to shuffle 
transport Charlotte and Asia emerged 
with their group. Phew. It was on the 
bus that we heard Paul’s horror story 
about his trip with Hamish, a night 
spent sleeping on a rock slab and 
repeatably sliding down, Scott (or was 
it Hamish?) forgetting their group’s 
cooker (sorry Scott), being drenched 
by clouds. Made our trip sound rather 
nice in comparison! 
NB. I later found out that Danilo was 
in fact an Ex-OUTCer and editor of 
Antics in the early 2000s. •

KATIE & JULIA’S 
‘IF THERE WAS A FIORDLAND 

COOKING COMP WE WOULD 
WIN’ MEAL

Method:
Distribute vegetables to everyone throughout the group and ask them to do some chopping. Some will say 
“oh but I don’t have a knife”- make them do it anyway.
Put a large, dented and wobbly OUTC pot on the cooker and add some oil. Fry the onion, then add the 
courgettes and mushrooms. Add salt and pepper.
Once cooked, take out the vegetables. Add a bit more oil and put the rice in, stirring to cook it a bit. Now 
just add heaps of water that you made a punter collect  (I’m not really sure how much). Add heaps of stock 
cubes too (to taste).
Prepare to wait a long time while your mass production of risotto rice takes its sweet time to cook. Make 
up games for your punters; ask them to do riddles which no one can ever figure out. This will ensure they 
are occupied as required.
Keep adding water to the risotto as it soaks up until it is cooked. JUST KEEP ADDING WATER FOR AGES.
Once finally cooked stir in the vegetables and the parmesan and serve to the, now starving, group.

Handy tip: Just use pasta or something.

PREP: 15 min.
COOK: Hours, may starve before it 
finishes cooking.
SERVES: 7 hungry as people who have 
just climbed up a waterfall.

• 7 courgettes (internationals may know   
them as zucchini or some people actually  
 think they are cucumbers!)

• 21 mushrooms
• 1 onion
• Cooking oil 

• Parmesan (in a pre-shaved packet for extra  
 tramping convenience)

• Cubes and cubes of vegetable stock
• Two packets of arborio/risotto rice
• Salt and pepper

INGREDIENTS:
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TRAIL RUNNERS

Picture this, it’s Saturday morning 
of the much anticipated OUTC 

Fiordland trip. A collective unwilling-
ness to get out of sleeping bags and 
into the cool morning air gradually 
gives way to a buzz of excitement. 
Half-awake souls make their way 
through the maze of tents and tent-
flys, crunching the frosty grass of the 
campsite. Myself and three others 
of our running group managed to 
tent close together. However, our last 
member (let’s call her Katie, as that 
is her name) is nowhere to be seen. I 
kindly dispatched my fellow co-leader, 
Joe, to go and make breakfast (I’m 
good at this whole delegation thing). 
While the rest of us (Salomon, Justin 
and myself) either packed for the days 
run or went out to find Katie. Just as 
breakfast was finnished Katie emerged 
from the bus. Why she thought that 
was a good place to sleep I still have 
no idea, but apparently it wouldn’t rate 
highly on TripAdvisor. One daunting 
task remained, and it was one we were 
putting off for as long as possible.
You see while tramping and trail 
running are similar in the sense that 
you must carry everything that you 

need, with tramping you walk with 
it, with trail running you are running 
with it. Now that I think about it this 
really should be self-explanatory. 
However, this means there is a lot 
more motivation to leave as much 
gear as possible at the campsite. This 
includes almost all the warm gear, and 
this was a cold morning. We hesitantly 
stripped down into our running gear 
thinking warm thoughts and froze our 
asses off until we were on the move. 
Every now and then breaking out into 
a half-run, half-dance thing simply 
to keep the frost away, this seemed to 
entertain our more sensible tramping 
companions. Our gang was due to be 
on the first vehicle out of camp at 8am 
sharp. In true OUTC style we were 
chuffed to be on board pretty much 
on time, just after 9am. We practically 
sprinted out of the vehicle, not because 
we love to run that much or anything, 
but the vehicle wasn’t any warmer 
than outside was. We practically flew 
as we headed up to Key Summit. This 
section was on the Routeburn, so it was 
wide and nice underfoot. There was of 
course the traffic that you encounter 
with any Great Walk, most of whom 
seemed to be tourists in their later 
years who made a point of telling us 
that 40 years ago they would have been 

TRAIL RUNNERS
It’s like tramping, but faster!
Alistair Page

The original OUTC runner [S Harrison]
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happily running along with us. When 
we neared Key Summit, we seemed to 
solve the temperature issue as stop-
ping to cool down didn’t sound like a 
terrible idea anymore, and soon we had 
reason to stop. The treeline fell away, in 
its place to the north were crystal clear 
views down the Hollyford Valley, the 
fog and cold of camp seemed a world 
away. Now the sun made the sides of 
the valleys glow and the skin warm. 
With a new energy we left the marked 
trail behind, continuing south along 
the ridge behind Key Summit in the 
direction of the Livingstone Moun-
tains. If the views from Key Summit 
set a standard, then views as we ran 
along Livingstone Range made it look 
more disgraceful than a non-fresher 
sneaking out of a hall the morning after 
toga party. Despite the lack of a trail it 
was still relatively easy underfoot. The 
grasses we ran along were the classic 
golden Central Otago colour that you 
see on Speights bottles. Contrasted 
completely by the valleys either side of 
us. The Greenstone Valley to our left 
and the valley that holds the Te Anau 
– Milford Sound road on our right (no 
idea what that one is called). These 
valleys were lined with dense green 
forest on their sides which abruptly 
flattened out to hold sky blue lakes and 

showed off jagged peaks at their tops. 
The going became pretty stop-start 
as there were 4 or 5 high points that 
we couldn’t skirt around. The tactic 
was to push the pace on the down-
hill and then slowly trudge up to the 
next high point. This worked out fine 
for everyone except Justin, who turns 
out to be a “bit of an” ultramarathon 
runner and didn’t seem to know what 
uphill was nor why you would slow 
down for it. As for the rest of us, we 
trudged along and talked about food. 
All but Joe and I were exchange 
students from USA or Mexico, so It 
quickly turned into a discussion about 
food comparisons between the nations. 
The last and highest high point was 
just over 1500m, so we had done a net 
vertical km since the divide. Here we 
had lunch which was underwhelming 
given the previous discussion but we 
had Whittakers peanut butter choc-
olate, so all was good. The consensus 
was that it’s better than USA’s Reese’s, 
so how is that for a Kiwi win and a 
marketing plug?
We decided to have Cascade Creek as 
our exit down off the ridge. Cascade 
Creek was a bit of a mystery. The sole 
piece of advice we found was “most of 
it is rock hopping and bush bashing 
but you should be fine”. Ah, the old 
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reassuring “you should be fine”. For 
the first few hours of our descent we 
really were fine, while we couldn’t run 
anymore the rock hoping was fun. But 
the further we descended the thicker 
the bush around us became. And 
then there were waterfalls. Shit. Not 
just one or two waterfalls, but three 
large waterfalls. Rock hopping down 
these was clearly not an option. Not 
to mention the bush was even thicker 
than an innuendo that I’m not willing 
to type in case any of you are eating. 
However, we had no other option. 
Getting around the waterfalls took
about an hour’s work for each. There 
was also some kind of vine (not the 
funny video kind) that would hold 
onto skin and, if you ripped your way 
through, it would take some with it. 
One took to Joe’s neck and left him 
with an odd hickey. We thought Joe 
might have a hard time trying to blame 
that on a plant, but that was about 
as amusing as that got. The whole 
waterfall drama posed quite a setback 

and we still had much of the creek 
to get through. Only Joe had taken a 
headtorch. Getting all five of us rock 
hopping in the dark with only one 
headtorch was a dangerous possibility. 

To make matters worse we were out 
of peanut butter chocolate. Motivated 
by stress and the lack of chocolate we 
powered through the lower parts of 
the creek. But the timing was tight! 
With about 30min of sunlight left the 
bush suddenly opened and the camp-
site was visible. The relief was amazing. 
We managed to enter camp, get a beer 
and enjoy the last rays of sun. Even 
though the run was a bit more intrepid 
than we had hoped, being able to look 
back on it over a beer and laugh was a 
pretty good time. •

One took to Joe’s neck and 
left him with an odd hickey. 

The actual track clearing section of the track clearing trip [I La Plain].



76

FIORDLAND TRAIL RUNNERS

I came along to the Fiordland 
pre-meet unsure of how these 

things worked, but it turned out I 
didn’t need to know. I started talking 
to a couple of people I knew and next 
thing I knew my trip slip was stolen 
and I was a compulsory attendant of 
Rowan and Cameron’s track clearing 
mission up the Moraine Creek Track.

Lesson one: It is illegal to drive more 
than 12 people without a passenger 
licence, whoops.
Lesson two: Don’t put your stuff in the 
bus if you’re in a van because it will 
arrive a lot later than you will.

It turned out that when we arrived 
someone had done most of the clearing, 
and we weren’t allowed to bring a 
chainsaw. We did a bit of hacking and 

slashing with hand saws and then 
called it a day. On the way back down 
we decided to go up Gertrude Saddle. 
I got a little lost when we got there, and 
we ate pesto pasta and cheese cake (the 
highlight). The next day we scrambled 
up to Barrier Knob under the cover of 
cloud and then headed home.

Lesson three: Don’t go out searching 
for water on your own at 10 o’clock 
with no visibility where you’ve never 
been before.
Lesson four: Don’t go up to Barrier 
Knob with only one layer, you’ll get 
cold ears.
Lesson five: make sure you stop for 
a skinny dip in the tarn on your way 
down from the saddle.

TRACK CLEARING
Spoilers: No track clearing was done. A short tale 
of Aidan’s first club trip.

Aidan Braid

Nearly the last photo of Aidan (he’s the 
one happily disappearing into the fog...)

[S Casey].
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TRACK CLEARING

First learning thingy Cameron don’t 
leave gear in the bus gotta wait for it 
before you can go to sleep. As it turned 
out someone had done the majority 
of the clearing, and we weren’t even 
allowed to bring chainsaws. We did a 
bit of hacking and slashing with hand 
saws but then called it a day and left. 
We walked up Gertrude saddle etc. 
Slippery + foggy.
I was delegated to go collect water 
when we arrived in the dark. I was 
a trusting grasshopper, so when the 
experienced holy sensei (Rowan) 
asked I followed him, I obediently 
agreed without further thought. When 
some punter suggested that the tarns 
were just 10 minutes up along the 
ridge, I did have the sense to argue 
that tarns are usually on one side of a 
ridge but they were adamant that I was 
wrong.
So off I wandered into the dark with 
a crappy torch in 1m fog visibility. It 
goes without saying that the tarns 

weren’t on the ridge, I got really lost 
and eventually found a little stream 
and filled up all the bottles. On the way 
back I got hopelessly lost, but eventu-
ally heard a voice yelling my name. I 
headed towards it and ended up facing 
a cliff which the voice was echoing off. 
Whatshisname found me in the end 
and we headed back to camp. This was 
the second learning thingy of the trip.
Rowan was also pissed that I’d put 
vegetarian down when I’m not reallllly 
one but I try hard. He changed the 
entire meal plan for me. It was deli-
cious pesto pasta, but everyone agreed 
it would have been better with salami 
or bacon.
Next morning I woke up and realised 
they were serious when they said there 
was a gigantic fricken cliff on one side 
of the saddle!
When went up to barrier knob, my 
third (anyone counting?) mistake 
was not bringing anything for cold 
ears, otherwise it was really cool! On 
the way down was polished off with a 
spectacular wee skinny dip in a tarn 
and then we drove home. •

Below: The campsite by the cliff [I La Plain]; 
Right: Heading up towards Gertrude Saddle 
[S Casey].
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CARD GAMESODDS & ENDS

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 than 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. 

DISHES
Set up: Each player is dealt three cards 
facing down (these cannot be looked 
at until played i.e. randomly), 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 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 that they can avoid picking up 
the discard pile), when an 8 is played 
the next player must play lower than 
an 8 (must be played within regular 
hierachy order), 10 clears the discard 
pile out of the game for good and the 
player may go again. 
Advanced rule: if you can create 4 of 
a kind (e.g. four jacks) they also clear 
the deck. If two jacks are laid down 
by someone, a player may play out of 
turn if they have the other two jacks; 
completing the set and clearing the 
deck. ♠

CARD GAMES FOR SOGGY NIGHTS IN A HUT: II
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LAKE MARION

A beautiful walk full of sunshine, 
friends and good food. We 

walked at a very leisurely pace and 
stopped to take lots of photos hence 
it actually took three hours for us to 
walk in, when the recommended time 
is one and half hours. The quote of the 
day went to a young women liberally 
shouting “it’s almost three o’clock we 
must take our clothes off ”! It was truly 
spectacular coming out of the bush 
and being greeted by the beautiful, still 
mountain lake. Going for a swim was 
of course cold but very invigorating. 
It was lovely bathing in the sun on 
the rocks afterwards. Aquanaut antics 
resulted in one popped raft, one with 
a slow puncture and another that was 

just about buoyant! We did try and fix 
the aquanauts with Bandaid blister 
plasters and strapping tape… it sort of 
worked. Luckily Alexis was not alone 
when he popped the raft on a pointy 
rock over the far side of the lake. 
Realistically aquanauts are not made 
for OUTC members as we ‘overuse’ 
them. Attempting to traverse a moun-
tain lake and compete in an aquanaut 
rowing competition probably was not 
included in the design specifications 
of any Warehouse aquanaut. They 
were likely designed for children to 
gleefully bob about on in a home pool. 
So trying to row the width of Lake 
Marian was beyond the aquanauts’ 
design capacity. Also note, the idea of 

LAKE MARIAN
A quintessential account of a pleasant overnight 
outing, resulting in the demise of not one, but 
two aquanauts.

Beth Walker

Raquel chilling out in an aquanaut while it was 
still inflated.



80

FIORDLAND

rowing an aquanaut will forever remain 
an idea and never eventuate. The oar 
system is terrible and very flimsy. 
Camping the night at the lake was 
good fun. One group of girls had hired 
a 6 person Unipol tent. This provided 
premium accommodation for 7 of the 
punters and an ideal changing room 
as the tent was large enough to stand 
up in. The leftover two punters stayed 
in their own normal sized two person 
tent. It was one of the punter’s moth-
er’s birthday so we recorded a video of 
all of us singing happy birthday while 
standing on a rock beside the lake. 
Obviously we couldn’t send it then 
and there but it was recorded on their 
actual birthday. When we went on our 
last trip back to the long drop we heard 
a funny low buzzing/rippling noise in 
one specific place along the lakeside. 
We pondered over whether it was a 
plane, as air traffic is ever increasing 
over Fiordland as more people get 
flown into Milford Sound. Then we 
wondered if it was an echo from a river 
or glacier before concluding it was 
likely an underground river because 
there is a river that runs out of Lake 
Marian shown on the map but not 
visible above ground. 
This year’s breakfast consisted of 
the more traditional yet also more 
mundane porridge. Last year we 
attempted to make pancakes but 
making pancakes in a non-stick frypan 
over a bunsen burner results in rolled 
up squished together damper-like 
blobs, not the desired flat pancake. The 
walk out took less time and it did rain 

a little as expected. We had very good 
timing and had to wait hardly any 
time for Rowan and Lottie to pick us 
up from the carpark. I actually really 
enjoyed myself despite organising the 
whole affair. •

Top to bottom: Sky and Katie enjoying the walk 
in [K Tam]; Pituresque campsite [R Ramos]; 
Basic Americans girls getting sq@ud photo.
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LAKE ALABASTER

We rocked up to OUSA at five on the dot
Ready to herd punters, fifteen was a lot
 
After three hours of listening to Sam’s shitty tunes
We stopped in Gore to get food (but instead bought a goon)
 
Well past midnight we camped, and everyone froze
Except Alex who was smart- since the bus she chose
 
At 6.30am, we rounded the troops
Didn’t leave till 10 though, our bad, sorry (oops)
 
Blood, sweat and tears along the Hollyford Track
With 168m elevation- we ain’t talking smack
 
After 20 kilometres, we bust in with a pop
You’ve never seen so many middle-age spirits drop
 
Rubes, Rose & Alex set to work on a feast
But half a goon deep, it almost went east
 
A few brave souls took a dip in the lake
After a lil’ eel nibble, they realised their mistake
 
Later played mafia by candlelight
Sorry to all the folk who didn’t sleep that night
 
Breakfast was served, ‘twas only a little burnt
Then we rolled out to Kanye (never too early to get turnt)
 
3 hours of enduring Old Mac Had a Farm
Had a few of us ready to cut off our left arm
 
Shockingly we lost no one (we’d call that a success)
And nil injuries bar sunburn, in Fiordland, no less! •

LAKE ALABASTER (a.k.a. Lake Ala-best-leaders)
Alex Wootton, Ruby Kent-Royds

Team Lake Alabaster, with Alex 
in front [R Kent-Royds].

Tramping hack #417: You 
can start a fire using Doritos, 
no jokes.
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Our group were set to do Gertrude 
Saddle – ‘the best day hike in 

NZ!’ – but with reports of very little 
snow cover atop Barrier Knob we had 
high hopes to get up there too! After 
a frosty start and the classic tramping 
porridge at Cascade Creek, we jumped 
in the van and headed up to Homer 
Hut - our start point for the 2 hour-ish 
walk up to Gertrude Saddle. There was 
literally not a cloud in the sky but it was 
still a bit nippy as it was early enough 
that the sun was fairly low and the 
range cast a cold shadow across most 
of our path. After a while, we crossed 
the stream and the landscape changed 

from alpine vegetation to steeper 
rocky slabs which were quite fun and 
tested the old boot grip! We got up to 
Black Lake and finally made it into the 
sunshine but no one fancied a swim. 
The views were epic with sheer rock 
walls and big peaks going down into 
open meadows. The only annoying 
thing was numerous noisy choppers 
going back and forth on tourist flights. 
We sat and had the most scenic lunch 
I’ve ever had on Gertrude Saddle 
with stunning views down to Milford 
Sound before leaving our packs there 
and scurrying up to Barrier Knob just 
a little behind the other Otago group. 

(a.k.a. Lake Ala-best-leaders)

GERTRUDE SADDLE
Elspeth Simpson
St Paddy’s Day at 1800m

Scenic Baileys [E Simpson].
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GERTRUDE SADDLE

There were a few ice sheets but we 
managed to pick a zigzag route and 
avoid them on the way up. The summit 
of Barrier Knob was incredible with 
360˚ clear views of Lake Adelaide 
and numerous peaks such at Mount 
Tutoko and the Donne Glacier. We sat 
lounging in the sun using binoculars 
and comparing our view to the map. 
It was the 17th of March – St Paddy’s 
Day, so I’d brought a wee bit of Bailey’s 
up which we passed round! After an 
hour or so we scrambled down, which 
was pretty easy apart from a bit of an 
awkward hurdle over the top of one ice 
sheet. The mist had moved in by the 
time we got back to the saddle so we 
set up camp quickly, competing with 
2 other groups from Dunedin for flat 
ground! Andrea made a mean curry 
with couscous followed by Tim Tam 
slams for dinner, then we all had a 
few swallies of goon. There ended up 
being around 25 of us squeezed on the 
saddle. A great tramp and a lovely way 
to spend St Paddy’s at 1800m! •
Clockwise from top: Walking along the rocky 
slab towards Gertrude Saddle; Elspeth (author) 
modelling on the saddle; sunbathing on the 
saddle.
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1. 90-odd overtired, but keen trampers.
2. A good bus playlist. This is essential, especially to pump the trampers up on 

the way there. Make sure to include some classic Kiwi hits (so the interna-
tional students can become cultured enough to properly enjoy NZ’s finest 
scenery), and some pop that everyone can sing along to. Think carefully 
about the order: start with the most upbeat songs, but after Gore things can 
get more chill as darkness encroaches.

3. Some insults to shout as you pass though Gore.
4. Some goon, probably (not the wisest idea before tramping perhaps but if we 

were wise, we wouldn’t arrive in Fiordland in the middle of the night).
5. At least one angry camper who (oddly enough) feels the need to yell at the 

90-odd students (see above) who decide to camp in the middle of the night. 
(Note: said students were being as quiet as church mice).

6. One trippy midnight experience, in this case provided by examining the 
stars reflected in Mirror Lakes.

7. Scroggin.
8. More scroggin.
9. More scroggin, can’t really go wrong with scroggin, I love u scroggin.
10. 90-odd sleep deprived and low-key grumpy students who don’t really want 

to leave their sleeping bags on Saturday morning.
11. Great weather (a.k.a. the weather Gods have seen said 90-odd students and 

looked upon them with favour)
12. Spectacular views.
13. Quality banter.
14. Snack breaks (see points 7 - 9 about scroggin).
15. Trip leaders who know how to read a map, and provide the necessary food 

and organisational skills.
16. DOC huts that provide much-needed shelter.
17. A decent helping of turquoise lakes.
18. 90-odd satisfied trampers who return to Dunedin. •

WHAT YOU NEED FOR A SUCCESSFUL FIORDLAND TRIP
In no particular order.

Shar Mathias
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BARRIER KNOB

The trip started off very well... we 
didn’t end up leaving till 7pm and 

arrived at Cascade Creek Campsite 
at 12 on the dot. We arrived to some 
old cracker in a camper throwing a 
fit about how much noise the lot of 
us were making as we assemble tents 
and tent flYs. (there was a bus load and 
four vans). Fortunately, I slept on the 
bench in the shelter. By this time the 
man had demanded to know who was 
in charge but no response was given 
and so he quickly departed with his 
4-tonne mobile home. 
That morning we set off pretty late but 
then again it was only Barrier Knob.  

The track is nice and there was not 
a cloud in the sky. Anyone who has 
been up there can understand why 
Gertude Saddle is the best day walk in 
New Zealand. Stopping on the saddle 
for a snack and a quick rest, we then 
began to head up towards the ridge. 
Strangely enough, well probably not 
that unusual anymore, there was no 
snow along Barrier Ridge. We scoured 
the ridgeline for a flat enough slab to 
park up on, eventually finding one. We 
dumped our gear and then set off for a 
short walk along the ridgeline towards 
Barrier Peak. 

BARRIER KNOB
Hamish Sturmer
Who’s got the cooker?

A happy Paul on the left before the revelation 
that they had no cooker and would be sleeping 

on a rock slab.
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After returning from walking part way 
up the ridge, the thought of dinner was 
so rife in my belly I was sweating at the 
thought, so we turned back to camp 
to cook a feast. A meal so large and 
plentiful, even those at the last super 
would be weak at the knees. I asked 
Scott to grab the cooker out of his 
pack, he responded, “what cooker??” 
and it was at this point I realised we 
were fucked. I could have screamed, 
I could have yelled, and I could have 
thrown 3-tonne boulders of Barrier 
Knob, but no, I just reached into my 
pack and asked the group “who wants 
some whisky?”. Of course, there was 
an Irishman on this trip.  We may not 
have had green tea but we sure did 
have a bottle of Jameson’s whiskey to 
keep us warm. In my defence it was St 
Patrick’s Day! 
That night I lay on rock slab dreaming 
about burying my teeth into a fat 

juicy burger, but then coming to the  
sudden realisation that we don’t have 
any burgers. The sleep was less than 
pleasant and as soon as the sun went 
down the clouds rolled in completely 
socking everything. I don’t think the 
punters had quite as good a sleeping 
bag as me. Rumour has it that some of 
them didn’t even sleep that night. What 
can I say? At least they’ll remember 
the trip. •
Hotel à la Knob [H Sturmer].

Dore /Glade Pass crew.
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Easter was fast approaching. I was 
keen to get out and about, just not 

keen to pay for all the fuel. I scrambled 
to get some companions to conspire 
with. I managed to enlist Charlotte 
and Asia to, even if it meant that Asia 
would have to miss something for her 
degree. Tramping takes priority right? 
We sat down one night to plan where 
we could go. After much googling and 
debate we settled on Gillespie Pass, it 
looked easy and not too far away. We 
couldn’t quite convince Ruby ‘I only 
do easy tramps’ Kent-Royds to come. 
With the clock ticking down we posted 

on the OUTC Facebook group, calling 
for comrades. Somehow we managed 
to scrounge the final two suckers, Josh 
and Max.
I awoke on the Wednesday morning 
at 5:30am. My intention was to pick 
up the others, drive to Makarora and 
walk to Siberia Hut before nightfall 
that day. If only it were that easy. We 
just managed to fit five bodies and 
packs into my little 4WD. The back-
seat looked about as comfortable as 
a first year trying to explain to their 
parents how they spent their course 
related costs. The car flew across 

GORBACHEV’S GHOST
Sometimes things don’t quite go to plan... A tramping 
story with remarkably little tramping. 

Sam Harrison

Josh looks out over Mt Awful from 
just below Gillespie Pass [S Harrison].
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Central Otago. Bangers were played. 
The mood was good.
It was just as I turned into Cromwell 
that I felt something was wrong. I 
wrestled the steering wheel around 
the corner. We went past the big fruit. 
Then out the other side of Cromwell. 
Something smelt a bit funny. I began 
to realise that the sound I could hear 
wasn’t just the bass of Josh’s dank 
beats. Hmmm. I indicated to pull off 
the road. Shit. A thick plume of smoke 
erupted from under the bonnet. 
Shit, shit. I pop it up and we stare at 
the engine. I know as much about 
engines as I do about fashion; hardly 
anything. I knew the smoke couldn’t 
be a good sign. I forged a plan in my 
ignorance. Not having the patience for 
a tow-truck I decided we should just 
drive the 500m back to Cromwell.
Everyone cautiously reentered the 
vehicle. I turned on the engine and 
as gently as I could I eased her off in 
the direction of the BP gas station. 
She limped onto the forecourt and 
I quickly turned off the engine. The 
attendant informed me that the closest 
mechanic was down the road. Shit. 
Everyone cautiously reentered the 
vehicle. I turned on the engine and as 
gently as I could I eased her off in the 
direction of the mechanic down the 
road. The mechanic informed me they 
were booked up for a week, but there 
was another mechanic just around 
the corner. Shit. Not surprisingly, no 
one else was willing to get in the car 
with me by this point. I turned on the 
engine and as gently as I could I eased 

her off in the direction of the second 
mechanic. I turned the car off as 
quickly as I could. This time we were 
in luck and the mechanic was willing 
to take a look under the bonnet.
He pulled out a shredded fan belt 
exclaiming this was the problem. 
Everyone then proceeded to confess 
they had seen this but had not wanted 
to say anything. Helpful. The mechanic 
said it wouldn’t be ready till that after-
noon at the earliest. With time to kill 
we decided to go for a walk to see 

Top: Praying to the patron saint of stranded 
trampers, Saint Nicholas; Bottom: Squatting 
Slavs in front of the world famous fruit 
[Both S Harrison].
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the sights of Cromwell. What better 
place to start than the big fruit that are 
Cromwell’s main attraction?
The fruit left me wondering how they 
had managed to grow trees big enough 
to cultivate such large monstrosities.
I kept reminding everyone how lucky 
we were that the weather was nice. I 
think that I thought that this might 
distract them from the fact that we 
were stuck in a town whose main 
attraction is an oversized pear (sorry 
ladies, of the fruit variety). We grew 
bored of the fruit so we walked down to 
the shopping mall. I had been looking 
for a Russian flag to accompany us to 
the wilds of the Siberia Valley before 
we left but had run out of time. What a 
great opportunity to look for one. I got 
slightly sidetracked by a toy horse in 
the Sallies. For whatever reason I asked 
them how much it was, prepared to tell 
‘em they were dreaming. It was half 
price, which I figured was a bargain. 
Don’t ask me why I needed a toy horse.
I embarrassed everyone by activating 
the horses audio in the craft shop. 
They left the store promptly, leaving 
me looking like an idiot holding a 
toy horse. I guess it was warranted. 
Someone had the great idea that we 
could sew old towels together to make 
a Russian flag. Genius. We found some 
towels in the Hospice store and sheep-
ishly took them up to the counter. 
After communicating our intentions 
to the old lady behind the counter 
she disappeared out the back. To our 
surprise she came back with a needle 
and thread for us to complete our 

mission with. With our flag sorted it 
was time for a swim at the Cromwell 
Bridge. The walk there took forever 
and a day. It felt longer than a walk of 
shame in the rain.
We stripped down and subjected 
ourselves to the icy waters of Lake 
Dunstan. The sun baked our skin 
while the water froze our balls off. 
Time was passed by skipping stones 
and lamenting all the uni work we 
could be doing. Even after all this time-
killing there was still no word from the 
mechanics. Plan B was devised; I would 
see if my dad could use his contacts to 
find us a church hall to sleep in. We 
toddled back to the mechanics and 
started on our flag. I think the recep-
tionist got a little worried that we had 
made ourselves a little too comfortable 
after we colonised their smoko room.
My father eventually rang back saying 
that he had found us a flat to sleep 
in. With this update we grabbed 
our swags and trudged in the direc-
tion of our hosts. Walking down the 
suburban road we began to realise 
that this was a rather nice neighbour-

Sewing together our Russian flag [C Patterson].
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hood. Our hosts were out the front 
of their property in the garden. We 
greeted them and gave them a hearty 
thank you for their hospitality. The 
woman led us through a side door 
into a garage. We accepted our fate, a 
garage was better than a tent fly. Josh 
dibs the biscuit to sleep in. Then she 
opened up a door to a bedroom, then 
another and another, before revealing 
a lounge and sunroom. None of us had 
hoped for so much. We offered to do 
some gardening but the proposal of 
five scarfies trampling through their 
garden got a look of horror and a 
polite no.
As it approached dinnertime we made 
plans to go into town to find some 

tucker. A quick google brought up a 
takeaway shop called the ‘Shark and 
Tatties’. The reviews were rubbish 
but we decided to risk it. This was a 
mistake. This shop is the suspected 
cause of future illness among our 
party. I think I got more salt than chips 
with my order, while Josh’s fish leaked 
a suspicious milky white liquid and 
his curry roll was frozen. Charlotte’s 
vegetarian spring roll had something 
which the shop assistant tried to 
convince us wasn’t meat. I could have 
cooked something better and that’s 
saying something.
This meal left us in serious need of a 
drink. We popped around the corner 
into the local watering hole where Josh 
shouted two jugs. We could do with 
him at Happy Hour. Conversation 
around the pub table soon descended 
into the depths of intellectual discus-
sion, sparked by a pair of bulging 
bossums on the pub wall. It was 
several hours of intense debate before 
we finally pulled ourselves away from 
the establishment in an effort to ease 
tensions.

The next day we all exclaimed our 
thankfulness for our accommodation, 
except for Max, who had been up 
killing whitetails all night. Then it was 
back to the mechanics for a progress 
check. The part that the car needed 
had been delayed and would not be 
in Cromwell till after 11, just in time 
for the mechanic’s lunchtime, so the 
new estimated time of completion was 
2pm. Bugger. With this new found 

Our attempts at flying were about as successful 
as our attempt to drive through Cromwell 
[C Patterson].
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time on our hands we decided to check 
out the museum. The elderly man 
running the museum was elated to 
have such a crowd. We split our efforts 
between completing a puzzle and 
examining the exhibits. It was prob-
ably 2 hours here before we left. Our 
stomachs had started grumbling and 
I had suggested that we eat our dehy 
dinner for lunch. Fast forward another 
hour and we were munching our way 
through our vegetarian bolognese. The 
awaited hour was finally approaching 
so I walked back to the mechanics to 
stake it out.
Hoorah! It was finished! After sorting 
out the paper work, I thanked the 
mechanics, jumped in the car and 
sped, albeit a little cautiously, back to 
the others. I barked orders and the 
others loaded their bags with military 
precision into the car. Finally we were 
on our way to Makarora again. The car 
flew across the countryside, overtaking 
every caravan in its way. We witnessed 
one caravan zip past a stop-go man 

before sheepishly reversing when 
confronted by a large truck coming the 
other way. With jubilation we rolled 
into Makarora around 4.
The weather was good, although the 
sun was beginning to dip below the 
mountain tops. Our plan was to ford 
the Makarora river and walk as far up 
the Wilkin Valley as our legs would 
take us. My horse was strapped to 
the side of my pack as we marched 
down the road. It was a long 3km 
before we reached the river access on 
Wilkin road. Standing by the river 
we surveyed the scene. The river 
flowed swiftly between braids, cutting 
hungrily against the river banks on 
either side. We linked up in an FMC 
approved river crossing fashion and 
began wading in. The water licked the 
edges of our shorts. Someone made the 
call to bail and we pivoted back to the 
shore. We walked downstream to try 
and locate a better crossing. Again we 
linked up. Josh led us into the water. 
Unfortunately, despite his best Moses 

Charlotte looking impressed at Sam’s photography, Max and Josh behind [S Harrison].
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impersonation, the waters did not 
part. Instead the water swallowed up 
the Egyptians. It all happened at once, 
we were pulled along by the river’s 
current. My legs kicked furiously (and 
comically according to Asia) as Josh 
swam around me, making contact 
with the shore and grounding the rest 
of us. We emerged from the river drip-
ping, wet to the nips. This had put a 
dampener on our spirits. A retreat was 
called.
Back at square one in Makarora I 
decided to check the car’s engine 
coolant tank. I discovered it was empty. 
With memories of Cromwell flashing 
before me I saw this as a sign to go find 
some engine coolant. I didn’t want to 
be stuck in an even smaller town, one 
that didn’t even have giant fruit. Asia 
and I went to the tourist centre to see 
what we could scrounge up. Asia did 
her best ‘we don’t want to be stuck in 
Makarora, please help us’ face to the 
server, who took pity on us and led 
us round to the gas station through a 
side door. They had plenty of tourist 
trinkets but no engine coolant. The 
server, the beautiful soul he was, then 
kindly went out back and retrieved his 
own engine coolant. He said we could 
borrow it, I replied that we probably 
couldn’t give it back once it was used. 
This went completely over his head, so 
I decided to move on.
With that sorted we put plan C into 
action. We would park at Blue Pools, 
cross the bridge, and then walk the 
11km or so down to the Wilkin 
Valley. However, upon arrival at the 

carpark Charlotte quietly voiced some 
concerns; it would mean crossing the 
Young River which could stop us in 
our tracks. I was secretly relieved, I 
really couldn’t be faffed walking into 
the darkness. We sat there in the car 
blankly staring at the map, pondering 
life. This was the low point of the trip. 
With a sense of defeat we limped back 
to Makarora (again) and then set up 
camp for the night. The tent fly was 
strung up between two unsuspecting 
cars in the tramper’s car park, making 
a fractionally warmer shelter than 
sleeping out in the open. The wind 
filled the fly, ballooning it into a circus 
tent. Apparently it was cosy. I slept in 
my car.

The next morning we packed up our 
gear and set up camp behind the 
jetboat building. This was plan D, we 
would stake out the jetboaters and get 
a boat over the river, doing the circuit 
in reverse from our original plan A 
so that our bookings would remain 
intact. We would skip Lake Crucible 
and instead stay just one night at 
Siberia Hut. We made breakfast while 
we waited for someone to stir in the 
building. Around 8am there were signs 
of someone in there. Charlotte and I 
pounced. Jetboat man asked us if we 
were ready to leave, of course we said 
yes. This was despite everyone being 
halfway through their porridge. We 
shouted at the others and after some 
scramble we were all jammed into a 
van and on our way down to the river. 
Getting over the river was quick and 
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painless, almost infuriatingly so, given 
our failed attempts the day before.
We trudged across farmland, avoiding 
cows, navigating electric fences and 
crossing the odd river. Asia tried to go 
for a dip in one of these rivers, whilst 
Josh took one for the team and tested 
one of the electric fences. He confirmed 
that they were indeed live. The wind 
blew sourly over us, mother nature 
was angry that we had managed to get 
to the far side of the river. We found 
traces of a track as we turned into the 
Wilkin Valley in the form of the odd 
triangle, stile or orange post. These 
markings would come and go like 
the rain overhead. We just followed 
our feet. Eventually the markers grew 
into a more defined track and we were 
hurtling through the bush.
It wasn’t long before we had to take a 
break due to overheating. Everyone 

began stripping down, it would have 
been an interesting sight had any 
tramper come down the track towards 
us. After we had shed our layers we 
were again plodding up the valley. I 
proposed a shortcut across the river 
flats. Asia, who was suffering PTSD 
from our experiences with the river 
was very reluctant to venture anywhere 
near the water. I eventually won out 
with superior logic. From here we 
made good time, occasionally darting 
down and cutting back up from the 
river.
Nothing really exciting happened 
from this point until we got to Kerin 
Forks Hut, other than finding an old 
sawmill site and seeing some “nice 
cliffs”. We stopped for lunch near the 
jeTboat drop off point, opposite the 
hut. I think I ate more sandflies than 
crackers. Can’t say they are prefer-

Josh walking down the Wilkin Valley with Max behind [S Harrison].
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able to hummus. The track from here 
began zig-zagging our way up the hill 
towards the Siberia Valley. Josh started 
to feel unwell and it was a slow grind 
to the top. He was in no mood for 
stopping and so he ended up leading 
out the front, with Max, Charlotte and 
Asia trailing out the back. I forged 
ahead with him, not just because I 
wanted to get to the hut, but because I 
didn’t want him to kark it on the track. 
It felt like a bloody long way to the top. 
Impressive waterfalls cascaded down 
the valley walls, dwarfing our little 
band of scruffians. The descent toward 
the hut was never ending. It was like 
the feeling you have waiting for your 
Studylink money to come into your 
account after you just bought tickets to 
the latest concert. Eventually we stum-
bled upon a sign saying 5 minutes to 
the hut. This put a spring in Josh’s step 
and soon we were pulling off our boots 
outside the hut. To the occupants in the 
hut we must have seemed like exhibits 
from some sort of zoo. Quizzical looks 
focused on the horse strapped on the 
outside of my pack. Meanwhile Josh’s 
condition deteriorated and he slunked 
off to the bunkroom to shiver away in 
his sleeping bag. I waited for the others 
to arrive. And waited. And waited. 
Finally the rabble stumbled towards 
the hut. The cause of their delay soon 
became apparent, Charlotte had 
decided to take off her boot and was 
walking with just one. It turns out her 
bargain $25 opshop boots were about 
as reliable as my memory post OUTC 
BYO.

Asia was glad to be at the hut, safely 
away from the river
We were all safely in the hut but 
exhausted. Eventually the girls’ will 
to eat outweighed their will to sleep, 
so they got onto dinner. It was a long 
wait for that curry to re-hydrate. We 
entertained ourselves by forming a 
massage train on the hut floor, much 
to the bewilderment of the other hut 
users. When it was finally ready we ate, 
in risk of falling asleep face down in 
our food. No one managed to finish 
the mountain of curry that was made, 
although Josh and Max really did try 
their best. Dinner discussion included 
a palatable conversation about dead 
bloated animals among other tasteful 
topics. Before long we were wrapped 
up in our sleeping bags fast asleep.

I woke up to Josh taking an order for a 
cappuccino. This was a little odd given 
that (A) it was the middle of the night 
and, (B) Josh was fast asleep. I awoke 
some hours later when it was actu-
Sam, Charlotte, Josh, Asia and Max at Siberia 
Hut [Hut Random].
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ally time to get up, sadly there was no 
cappuccino waiting for me. There was 
however an undercurrent of tension 
within the party, as Asia had dreamt 
about Max pushing her into a river, 
so logically she was fuming. Breakfast 
consisted of curry and conversation 
with some middle-aged Australian men 
who were reliving their youth, just with 
a bit less hair.
Siberia was the last stop for Saint Nick, 
who was being held together with band-
aids and wax by this point. We made sure 
to get a photo with our lovingly crafted 
Russian flag outside the hut. I tied up 
Charlotte’s boot with some spare shoe-
laces, until it was wrapped up so tight 
that it would be hard to get it off. The 
weather had done a complete U-turn, 
as sun shone down the valley. Eager to 
make the most of the fine weather we 
trundled out of the hut in the direction 
of Gillespie Pass.
As we began our climb towards the pass 
we decided to pass the time with some 
word games and riddles. Asia had to 
be physically restrained from attacking 
Josh after he repeatably denied that 
surgeons could be women. This was a 
result of the classic “A father and son are 
in a car crash, as the son is taken into 
the ER the surgeon exclaims that’s my 
son! How is this possible?”. Spoilers, the 
surgeon is the mother. As we climbed 
we were greeted with spectacular views 
of Mt Awful at the head of the valley. 
It made us wonder what sort of miser-
able trip the people who named the 
mountain were having (it is flanked by 
Mt Dreadful and Mt Dispute). Char-

Above: Charlotte walking up towards Mt Awful 
on our way over the pass [S Harrison]; 
Below: Tanning the cheeks [C Patterson].

Above: Group photo, note the horse [S Harrison]; 
Below: Swipe right for Josh? [S Harrison]
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lotte has no recollection of any of 
this, even though she had walked the 
track over summer. Her suggestion 
was that maybe someone had drugged 
her at Young Hut. I have my doubts 
whether she had actually done the 
track before. As we neared the top we 
took the opportunity for a photoshoot. 
The resulting images of Josh can only 
be described as oozing Lumbersex-
uality. He happily proclaimed that 
they would take pride of place on his 
Tinder profile.
We started walking again and the 
hill seemed to grow as we ascended. 
It was many frustrating word games 
later that we found ourselves on the 
ridgeline. With the weather being 
stunning we decided to stop for lunch, 
with some sunbathing thrown in. Josh 
and I decided that this was a fitting 
place for a bit of cheek tanning, so the 
shorts came off so that our buns could 
bake under the sun’s rays. Oh and we 
took a photo with the flag. If this is 
my last article (please withhold that 
collective sigh of relief), it is because 
I have since succumbed to the Russian 
nerve agents put into my porridge, as 
payment for my flag blasphemy.
Eventually our basking had to come to 
an end adn so began our steep descent 
into the Young Basin. This journey was 
accompanied by Monty Python quotes 
and singalongs, much to Asia’s disgust. 
Down, down, down. A few knee 
replacements later and we were on the 
flats. We eagerly awaited the appear-
ance of Young Hut. Asia had managed 
to screw up her ankle prancing about, 

so she and Charlotte plodded along at 
the back whilst us boys sped off under 
the premise of “getting everyone a 
bunk”. I sped up as we entered the 
forest. My walk turned into a trot, 
which turned into a run. Josh followed 
close behind and we rampaged down 
the track, using our momentum from 
the downhill to power us up the hills, 
across creeks and over tree roots. 
We burst triumphantly into the hut 
clearing, panting and cheering over 
our victory. The hut itself was empty 
so we made ourselves at home. We 
took the opportunity to take a cheeky 
skinny dip in the creek that runs 
beside the hut before the girls showed 
up. Refreshed, we strolled back to the 
hut and our clothes. Sacrilege part 
two: we found out that our Russian 
flag also made a useful towel. In their 
own time the rest of the party toddled 
in. We made the hut cosy, lighting the 
fire and putting the food on to re-hy-
drate. Our appetite had returned by 
that evening and so we happily inhaled 
the bolognese and pasta. That night 
was spent huddling together playing 
cards (Charlotte won, surprise as she 
had taught us the game) and having 
some quality banter.

The rain began to pour down in the 
night. It did not encourage us to go 
outside. The surrounding mountains 
were dusted in a blanket of white snow. 
If we were a day later we would have 
had to deal with snow on the pass. We 
had breakfast and did the necessary 
knot work required to make sure Char-
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lotte could actually get home. Then we 
forced ourselves into the elements. It 
was a slow plod down the valley for 
our wet and bedraggled party. We 
sang and played the ABC game to 
pass the time. Our imaginations were 
exhausted before we had even made it 
to the Young River bridge. When we 
finally did make it, we were surprised 
to find it wasn’t even 12 o’clock.
Sandflies swarmed around us when 
we stopped to have our lunch at the 
convenient shelter near the bridge. 
We devoured the rest of our supplies 
before getting back on the track. As 
the trail wore on Charlotte’s boot 
further disintegrated. In an effort to 
rally morale Josh produced a selection 
of lollipops. Between his lentil fueled 
gas and the choking hazard of these 
lollipops, I am convinced that Josh 
was trying to get rid of us. We got a 
fright when we encountered another 
soul on the track. We had not seen 
anyone since Siberia. In another hour 
it was our turn to surprise someone. 
They were engrossed in a “happy food 
moment” and jumped at our “hellos”. 

It probably took a couple of years off 
her life. She spurred us on with opti-
mistic ETAs. After another unexciting 
period of walking we met with our 
old nemesis, the Makarora River. I 
opened my mouth to suggest crossing 
and was cut down before the words 
even came out of my mouth. I realised 
then that there was never any option 
of crossing the river. They had decided 
long ago. I walked along behind the 
group in the direction of the bridge at 
Blue Pools. I felt like Caesar, betrayed 
by those he trusted. I sulked behind 
Brutus, Albinus and Longinus, the 
conspirators. It was a salty climb up 
the highwater route to say the least. 
The day’s walking had taken its toll on 
Charlotte’s boot, which looked more 
like a puppet than footwear. I took pity 
and gave her my trendy Tevas to bash 
out the last 6km in.
Fed up with the rain and walking 
in general I decided to pace it to the 
road. Josh joined me and soon we were 
stomping through puddles at a rapid 
speed. With only a brief slow down 
to put some tourist off balance on the 

Left: Snack time at the shelter [S Harrison]; Right: Charlotte the fashionesta [S Harrison]
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swing bridge we made good time. Soon 
I was on the road with my thumb out.
It turns out that a sweaty and soaked 
male tramper does not make an 
appealing hitchhiker. Luckily Josh  
used his knowledge of French 
to seduce some passing tourists, 
convincing them that the 8km to 
Makarora was actually just 2. It wasn’t 
long before I was speeding towards 
my car in the back of a Frenchman’s 
car on his bed, barefoot. I was relieved 
to see the smiling face on the back of 
my beloved(?) car again. I cautiously 
turned the key in the ignition and let 
out a cheer of victory when the old girl 
started up. Back at Blue Pools we just 
managed to squeeze everyone into the 
car. Charlotte was jammed in with a 
wet pack on top of her. For once I was 
glad that I was driving. Finally we were 
on the road again. We stopped briefly 
in Wanaka for some marginally better 
fish and chips than those that we had 
in Cromwell. It was a long and smelly 
ride back to Dunedin, but we made it 
in one piece, not stuck in Cromwell or 
swept down any rivers.

Many thanks to The Cromwell Presby-
terian Church, Hospice Cromwell and 
Cooke Howlison Holden Cromwell for 
helping us in our time of need.

Side note: My car smelt like wet 
trampers for a good two weeks post-
tramp. •

“I farted a lot today” - Max 

Memorable 
Makarora quotes

“Why do boys always want to get 
naked on top of mountains?” - Asia 

“Tramping is fun, we like 
tramping” - Sam 

“Siberia or bust” - Sam 

“Randy Bohemian!” - Charlotte

“Your singing is wounding and 
punishing” - Asia

The Makarora Song
To the tune of “It’s a long way to Tipperary”

It’s a long way to Makarora
It’s a long way to home

It’s a long way to Makarora
To our car that doesn’t go

Goodbye Young Valley
Farewell cheap footwear

It’s a long long way to Makarora
But our car’s still there
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Easter weekend, three days free
Time to get out of town!
To Aspiring we’ll go, up French Ridge 
There’s a nice hut where we can lay down. 

Late start, meet friend in Wanaka, 
We might as well have dinner here. 
We reach the track end as the sun sets
It’s time to get out our gear. 

Oh crap, headtorch won’t turn on
Pack strap broken, and way too much food
Guess we better start walking
It’s thoroughly dark now, dude. 

Yellow eyes. EVERYWHERE. 
“Devil cows” Marie and Isla cry.
“Demon beasts, so large and strong”
Why are my friends scared of cows? Why?

We reach Aspiring Hut and cook a meal
Did we mention how much food we bought?
For three girls, and only two nights
It’s certainly more than we ought. 

The next morning we check the weather
And chat to the hut warden Stu
Who really is a great guy
The wind is picking up, a storm is due. 

Screw it, we say, we’ll give it a try
We can always turn back 
Stu raises an eyebrow, tells us to radio him
If we make it to the hut before the sky goes black. 

Some bouldering needed up parts of the ridge
I freak out – this really isn’t my thing
Isla shows off, even does the splits
But I’m distracted by the way my lungs sting. 

Something is wrong, I decide, as I wheeze
I’ve never struggled this much. 
How hard can it be to put a foot in front
And why does my neck hurt to touch? 

FRENCH FRIDGE HUT 
AND THE DEMON COWS
Jennifer Palmer, Marie Jones & 
Isla Hutchington-Bryant
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The weather gets worse, should we turn back?
We have a decision to make. 
We’re most of the way up, and it’s getting cold
We’re getting impatient for a break. 

Exposed in the tussock, the group separates
Isla and Marie power ahead.
I stop and take off layers, despite the cold
Hypothermia? Possibly. I’m a dickhead. 

Rain turns to sleet, wind to a gale
But finally the hut is in sight. 
It’s only early in the afternoon
But the sky is as dark as twilight. 

Such a large hut for only three girls
And no way of heating it up. 
Dry clothes, sleeping bags, warm tea
The shivers take ages to let up. 

We remember Stu, down at Aspiring Hut
And give him a radio call
He’s pleased to hear from us, relieved
Didn’t think we’d make it at all. 

Why is the toilet so far from the hut?
It’s too fucking cold to go there
The wind howls over the ridge and rips at the hut
It really gives us quite a scare. 

The next morning, we assess our state. 
Marie exhausted, kept awake in fear of the wind. 
I feel really weird, something still not right,
And Isla’s feet ache with blisters, heels skinned.

We follow Stu’s advice and have a late start
Might as well let the wind die down
The sun reappears and the day warms up
Before we start the walk down. 

At Aspiring Hut we remove our boots
Tramping out in jandals, the Kiwi way
Say hi to the cows, grazing on grass
They aren’t nearly as scary in the day. 
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The fords are bigger due to the rain
Cars back up, unwilling to try
We give it a go and make it across
Aside from a few rocks we’re high and dry.

Back in Dunedin, I visit the doctor
Because my body keeps being weird
Turns out I have the perfect excuse 
It really was worse than I feared. 

Blood cancer, haemoglobin so low
No wonder I was such a shit tramper.
What an interesting trip of bad decisions 
But beautiful mountains and great banter.

We’d really recommend 
That you visit French Ridge
But dress warm, and make sure
That you’re prepared to sleep in a fridge.

If you’re scared of cows
Best to start walking before dark
Or carry a headtorch
That can make more than a spark. 

If something feels really wrong
Don’t just try to push through
I did and it risked the whole group
Don’t be afraid to review. 

This was our shit poem
And even shittier common sense
About a trip full of surprises
You can laugh at our expense. •

Continued from page 29.
It’s only half an hour’s drive south 
of Hamilton to the Grey Road 
Carpark. I chose to head out by 
myself on a Saturday morning, 
taking the Tirohanga track to 
the summit (only 959m). Half 
an hour’s walk past the summit 
is Pahautea Hut – almost brand 
new, a great view, and even a boot 
washing station to get rid of the 
mud! I went back to the Grey Road 
Carpark via the Mahaukura Track. 
The trip is 8-11 hours total for a 
round day trip to the summit, or 
9-12 hours total to include the stay 
at the hut. The hut is mainly used 
by Te Araroa walkers so it’s best 
to take some extra chocolate to 
share. The first two hours or so of 
the Mahaukura Track can get very 
muddy. I had mud most of the way 
up my shins even in a period of dry 
weather. I wouldn’t recommended 
it during wet weather; the rock gets 
very slippery making the chains 
actually needed, and pulling your 
boots out of the deep sticky mud 
becomes very energy draining. But 
it’s a nice day trip or quick weekend 
getaway to escape the hustle and 
bustle. 
Next track on page 142.

NI TRAMPING - PIRONGIA
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We were feeling quite cocky as 
we started out on the Kepler, 

with tourists wearing jeans in tow. 
Our slightly extended route (a total of 
85km) was all on a nice track and the 
weather looked pretty good. A quick 
stroll in the hills and we’d be back in 
no time. Four days later we emerged 
- one limping with Achilles Tendon-
itis, one with blisters so bad they took 
2 months to heal, and another two 
discussing knee replacements. To 
this day we are still miffed as to why 
5 relatively experienced trampers got 

so battered by a good old Great Walk...
The first day was relatively uneventful 
- just eating 50% of our scroggin and 
chocolate before we had even gained 
50m. We went to sleep peacefully at 
Brod Bay Campsite, with the gentle 
lapping of Lake Te Anau as our 
lullaby. A few hours later all hell broke 
loose. Even with my eyes shut and 
my sleeping bag zipped over my face, 
every few seconds I was half blinded 
by lightning strikes - very close light-
ning strikes. The ground shook, there 
were a few suspicious crashes nearby, 

FRESHERS VS THE KEPLER
Spoilers: Kepler 1, freshers 0.

Madeleline Whittaker

Mountains so big, people so small [D Hilson].
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and the thunder left us questioning 
hearing aids. 
Thankfully the sky seemed to have 
rained itself out. The next day we 
gunned it up to Luxmore Hut where 
the Kepler really started living up to its 
reputation for stunning views. After 
admiring the luxury beds, toilets and 
cooking areas we could never afford 
to use, we set off up to the summit 
of Mount Luxmore. The views were 
absolutely incredible, almost enough 
to make me forget I couldn’t feel my 
legs anymore because of the cold. 
Continuing on, we headed towards 
Forest Burn Shelter. The weather was 
perfect, the views were unreal and I felt 
supremely epic. This was short lived as 
we lunched with an American couple 
who were almost finished walking the 
Te Araroa Trail and were walking the 

Kepler as part of their 50km for the 
day. Humbled, we ventured on past 
Hanging Valley Shelter and through 
the most beautiful vistas I’ve probably 
ever seen in my life. There is nothing 
that makes you feel more alive than 
walking along a ridge, feeling on top 
of the world, with wind nearly strong 
enough to blow you over. Then we 
started the descent, heading towards 
Iris Burn Hut. As darkness started 
to fall, we were treated to waterfalls 
left, right and centre. Coming into 
the clearing where Iris Burn Hut 
was, several signs directed the peas-
ants (campers) to a sandfly infested 
clearing 100m or so away. We were 
in bed before 8:30pm and I fell asleep 
happy at the thought that with such an 
early night, I might just recover from 
my sleep deprivation from the mid-se-

Starstruck [D Hilson].
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mester exam scramble from the week 
before. 
The next morning, after a battle with 
a kea over a jandal, we set out on our 
way in a light drizzle through some 
swamps. Before long the sun came 
out and the trail returned to fern 
lined paths along Lake Manapouri. 
With some good banter to keep the 
6 hour trudge going, we half limped 
to Moturau Hut where half the group 
decided to go swimming in the lake. 
Another 30 minutes later and we 
arrived at Shallow Bay Campsite - a 
little treasure that’s not actually part 
of the Kepler Great Walk, and is free 
- both financially and from other 
people. Hidden away with not a single 
artificial light in view, there were more 
stars visible in the sky than I had ever 

imagined possible before. Between the 
rope swing, some good company and 
good banter, the campfire, the crazy 
heavens and the ten shooting stars 
I counted that night, as well as some 
seriously good Tim Tam smores; that 
night was absolute magic. Channeling 
our inner grandparentness, we were 
tucked up and cosy in our sleeping 
bags before 9:30pm.
We started the next morning with 
an icy sunrise swim in Lake Manap-
ouri! Emerging numb, and hopefully 
smelling better for the car ride home, 
we sat with cups of tea in hand and 
sat almost in silence, overwhelmed 
with how crazy beautiful Fiordland is, 
and how crazy lucky we are to call a 
country with scenery like this home. 

Campfire Magic [D Hilson].
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The last four hours consisted of us 
and another tramping group over-
taking each other back and forth 
over six times before we reached our 
end point! Emerging hobbling and in 
Emma’s case, with blood streaming 
from both heels, we collapsed beside 
the lake and decided the art of cloud 
gazing was quite an attractive activity. 
Still in disbelief of how dominated we 
felt, while chirpy 70 year olds breezed 
past, we reflected on how maybe 
bringing more than 25 hefty carrots on 
the trip probably wasn’t the smartest 
idea. Next time I’ll try stick to 24... •

Emma Crampton, Madeleine Whittaker and 
Amy Jones on top of the world on the summit of 
Mt Luxmore [D Hilson].

A little more than five passes before the ‘Five Passes’ article was submitted (abridged).
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It was mid-semester break, and we 
needed a break so naturally we set 

off late Tuesday night figuring the Five 
Passes would do that for us. It was a 
long drive, and after an extremely 
short and uncomfortable sleep in the 
back of the car we were ready to begin. 
The first pass was Sugarloaf, and it 
went off without a hitch. We were 
happy, joking. Everything was fine. 
By the time we got to our campsite at 
Theatre Flat the four hours of sleep 

had got to us, and we were shattered. 
After couscous and peas (the ulti-
mate tramping meal), and the most 
delicious dessert of my life (Aidan’s 
Russian fudge – such a lifesaver) 
7.30pm came around and we were out. 
We decided to start off pretty early 
the next morning, at about 6.30am. 
At some point in the night I woke up. 
It was pitch black (as the night typi-
cally is). I went back to sleep. I woke 
again and the tent was super light, and 
glancing at my watch I saw it was ten 
past 7! I woke everyone up and imme-
diately got changed. Aidan emerged 
and I started to as well until Tessa shut 
me down: “Frances Barnett! It is two 
forty!”
Oh my goodness. I was ashamed. I was 
mortified. Turns out I got the hands 

FIVE PASSES
Empirical evidence of the positive relationship 
between fudge stocks and party morale. 

Frances Barnett

Frances and Tessa sick of Aidan’s shit at the top 
of Fohn Saddle after drying all our clothes and 

having a wee dip.

Before photo, look how happy they were...
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mixed up on my watch, and the decep-
tive moon had mimicked the sun. I 
tried to make excuses but there was 
really nothing to be done. This was a 
significant low and my only hope was 
that I would at some point be able to 
redeem myself.
The following day was fairly 
uneventful. We emerged at a more 
reasonable hour, waded through some 
tussock, followed some cairns (at 
times leading to nowhere), and Aidan 
taught us about rocks (as I write this 
Aidan tells me it’s ultramafic). Overall, 
Theatre Flat – Park Pass – Cow Saddle 
goes well. Morale – still high. Fudge 
levels: well allocated. 
The next day’s plan was to get up and 
over Fiery Col, then up to the Fohn 
Saddle, camping at Fohn Lake. We 
woke up to rain beating on the tent. 
As I emerged from the tent, little did I 
know we had progressed to the never-
being-dry-again stage. With visibility 
so bad we had absolutely no idea where 
we were going, somehow we managed 
to navigate to the col, and slide down 
the other side, only taking a few wrong 
turns in the process. By this stage we 
were drenched and cold, but eating 
our slightly soggy lunches huddled 
behind a rock improved Tessa’s mood 
somewhat (she gets hangry af). We 
did see a goat though, which I found 
pretty exciting. 
Top to bottom: Descending from Sugarloaf Pass; 
Tessa in a bigfoot nest; A sweet camping spot; At 
the top of Park Pass when fudge levels were high 
and rain levels were low [All A Braid].
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With hope still in our hearts of a 
picturesque lakeside campsite that 
night, we pushed on. By this stage it 
was pouring, and we had reached a 
bog. A very large and very vast bog, 
with no obvious way through except 
straight down the middle. Fearing 
for the safety of our boots, we navi-
gated our way through it until, after 
multiple consultations with the map 
bearing phone, we arrived at where 
we thought the saddle ascent began. 
This was admittedly quite difficult to 
determine as the cloud had become 
increasingly thick and grey and the 
rain was verging on torrential. 
The ascent began and it was very 
unpleasant. The tussock was cold and 
slippery, and we were all cold and wet 
with no real idea where on earth we 
were going. Then everything flashed 
and instantaneously we heard thunder. 
Now if there’s one thing I know about 
climatology, it’s if those things are 
super close together then the light-
ening is also super close to you, which 
is a theory I had no desire in testing. 
We all had the same thought and 
gapped it down the hill. Back down 
the tussock. Back down to the bog. 
What to do now? Pitching the tent and 
cowering inside in the warm and rela-
tive dry seemed like the only option. 
After a search for the best place for the 
tent we came to the realisation that 
there was only one place it could go. 
See aforementioned bog. This was not 
our finest hour. 
Fast forward and the tent was pitched, 
it was 2.30pm and we were setting 

up our beds. Shit – it turned out that 
someone’s pack liner had a hole (mine) 
and subsequently someone’s sleeping 
bag (also mine) was soaked. Now the 
thing about camping on a bog is that no 
matter how good your tent is, or how 
dry you were when you went into the 
tent (which we weren’t), the water will 
find a way to get in. For us, it came up 
through the floor, so any small amount 
of pressure resulted in water perme-
ating in. So there we were, mid-after-
noon, huddled on two sleeping mats 
with our wet clothes lying on top of 
us and the dry sleeping bags zipped 
together like a quilt over the three of 
us. It was cold and wet and damp. We 
slept until dinner. Ate dinner. Counted 
out everyone’s remaining allocation 
of fudge. Went back to sleep. Morale 
was… low. 
Morning came after a very restless 
night. Three people do not fit very 
well on two sleeping mats, and Aidan 
kept complaining we were taking up 
too much room. Utterly ridiculous 
considering he was taking up a whole 
mat to himself. On emerging from 
the tent we realised that the rain had 

Apparently there is a cool waterfall behind us 
but Aidan’s photography skills suck [A Braid].
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stopped and the sky was clear. A slight 
hitch – as our resident climatologist 
(Tessa) would tell us, clear skies + cold 
= ice. So naturally the tent was frozen. 
And so were our clothes and socks and 
shoelaces. 
We managed to pack everything up 
and began Fohn Saddle ascent take 
2. Unsurprisingly, it was much more 
enjoyable (and possible) when you 
could see where you were going. The 
sun became high in the sky and our 
frozen clothes managed to somewhat 
thaw. The permeated chill which I 
had developed began to cease. We 
began to banter again, joking about 
the bog-tent, wet-sleeping-bag inci-
dent. Fudge stocks were moderate, 
but morale was high. We believed the 
biggest hitch of the trip to be over. 

And then we made it… A lake! A 
real, water filled (and not just a giant 
puddle) LAKE. (I don’t actually think 
it was the OG Fohn Lake but that was 
nearby enough). Part of me couldn’t 
really believe it, and it took some 
internal convincing that I was not 
hallucinating and was not still lying 
crammed into the wet tent. 
Skinny dipping was a must, though it 
was very chilly. Aidan committed to 
documenting this, and in the excite-
ment of being chief photographer 
dropped his towel, bearing himself 
to the world. Screams resonated 
throughout the valley. That was not 
something which I believed we needed 
to witness. 
The descent down the other side of 
the saddle was quick, mainly through 
the process of “controlled falling”. 
This technique was embraced by 
Tessa, as every two minutes we heard 
a scream as she fell into yet another 
hole. Reaching the bottom we made a 
hot meal for lunch, dried out the tent 
a little and continued our merry way 
down the Beans Burn. All we had to 
do now was walk a bit more, pitch the 
tent, and then the next day follow the 
river down and out. 
We trundled along and came across 
a good camping spot, but decided to 
continue on a bit more as there was 
still lots of daylight and we had found 
a well-marked trapping line, thinking 
it would take us further along to the 
next clearing. It didn’t. We lost the 
trapping line. On return to the original 
camping spot we were all disgruntled, 

Aidan: “I believe that this event needs to be 
clarified: I went to great lengths in order to 
capture this photograph by committing to drop 
my towel. I had the camera in the wrong hand 
and they were yelling at me to hurry up because 
the water was cold. They were not particularly 
pleased by my gallantry {Editor: or your 
genitals}, and both promptly screamed at the top 
of their lungs, dived under and swam away. The 
photo wasn’t worth it”. [A Braid].
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annoyed at having spent over an hour 
on a fruitless task. 
We pitched the tent, made dinner, and 
assessed the fudge stocks. They were 
very low. This was concerning, having 
a direct influence on our group morale 
which had taken a plunge since lunch. 
That night it rained, but we didn’t 
think much of it. 
The next morning’s mission was to 
work out where that trapping line had 
gone, because we needed to follow it 
to get back down the river (and ulti-
mately home!). After a lot of searching 
and backwards and forwardsing we 
found it, and from then we made good 
time along the river. I honestly love 
trappers so much – bless your work. 
We managed to finally link up to real 
track and it was incredible, so smooth 
and with actual markers.  Then we 
reached the bridge which crossed 
the Beans Burn. This posed a bit of a 
problem as the previous night’s rain 
had made the river pretty ugly; it was 
brown, churning, and moving very, 
very fast. If we crossed the bridge, 
later on in the day we would have to 
cross over the river. The alternative 
was to ditch the beautiful track we had 
just located and bush bash for 1.5km 
until we met up with the other track, 
avoiding the river crossing entirely. 
This was naturally the option we chose. 
The bush bashing was not enjoyable. 
I nearly fell down a cliff. The impos-
sibility to locate any form of direct 
path made me annoyed, and Tessa 
even grumpier. Aidan remained fairly 
cherry, which was also irritating. After 

an hour and a half it began to rain so 
we found a cave which still had some 
dry areas to perch. Our lunches were 
beginning to look a bit sad. My bread 
had gone a bit stale, and my hummus 
was running low. Aidan had been 
carting around a cucumber eating it 
with pesto (“I have pregnant woman 
cravings”) and Tessa’s pitas were all 
crumbled. There were still a lot of 
carrots left (Aidan didn’t eat them 
though he said he would), and a very 
meagre amount of fudge. We checked 
on the map and discovered that the 1.5 
hours of stumbling had only moved us 
300m. Group consensus determined 
this way was terrible and we headed 
back to the bridge.
We met the track again and were very 
happy with our decision to return to it; 
as we looked at where we were trying 
to bush bash we realised that it would 
have resulted in us attempting to scale 
a sheer cliff. I’m no rock climber. I 
would have fallen to my peril. 
Eventually we reached the end of the 
track where we should cross the Beans 
Burn. As expected there was a slight 
catch – the river was quite high. As in 
it was very very high. And grey and 
not good. 
We did everything you should do 
– put sticks in the water to monitor 
it going down, checking it every 
half hour. It went down a little. We 
decided to cross. By the time we were 
halfway across it was above our waists, 
moving very fast and my feet were 
being dragged out from under me. 
Drowning isn’t a favourite pastime of 
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mine, so we turned around, admitting 
defeat. We were not going to get out 
on the day we said we would. This was 
worrying because 1) We told everyone 
we would most likely be out Sunday 
night and 2) Aidan had an assignment 
he hadn’t started due that Tuesday. 
There was literally no way to cross the 
river, and I wasn’t prepared to risk my 
life for an assignment or the stress of 
our mothers, so we crawled into the 
tent, put on our least damp clothes, 
and somehow managed to scavenge up 
one last dinner – carrots, peas, curry 
couscous and mashed potato. It was 
heaven.
Next morning the river had gone 
down a lot and had become clear. We 
worked out the best place (?????????) 
to cross. Wearing very minimal 
clothing (trying to keep everything 
at a maximum dryness) we began. At 
about ¾ of the way over it became 
waaaaay too deep for my liking [note: 

nips] I suggest turning back and then 
– shit. I could no longer touch the 
ground and we were swimming. We 
collectively screamed “just go!” And 
kicked our way to the other side. 
Sodden and cold, but happy to be on 
the other side (alive) we dried off, put 
on the dryish clothes and were off 
again, finding a pretty good trap line 
(Trappers again – thank you), which 
connected us to the nice smooth 
walk around Lake Sylvan. We passed 
many people who smelt delicious, and 
not of the permeated smell of six day 
sweat and the stench of curried cous-
cous. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt so 
disgusting. 
The next few hours I find difficult to 
remember, just so delirious at finding 
the car, chip packets and Easter eggs 
which we had put there for our return. 
Five Passes you were a good time, for 
some of the time. •

As a climber, you probably spend 
every waking moment frothing 

over your next send. Yet, it’s another 
Saturday night and the weekend looks 
shit, so you figure you’ll piss up with 
the mates to try to suppress the erg 
to stick one up to gravity. You just 
finished your box and are headed to 
the pub from your flat when you notice 
a fine looking light pole. You stop, 
head cocked back, hands grasping the 
cold metal. Your friends turn around 

and stare at you in complete disbelief 
as hand over hand, you layback the 
shit out of that pole and grab hold of 
the light before sliding down like a 
fireman.
If you seek radical climbing routes 
but find yourself stuck in the confines 
of uni, look no further, as North 
Dunedin offers a wide range of urban 
climbing opportunities. You can find 
anything from small boulder problems 
with pumpy moves, to long multipitch 
climbs. Do you like exposure? There’s 
tonnes of it! Love a bomber hold? Of 
course you do, and North Dunedin 

NORTH DUNEDIN CLIMBERS GUIDE
Cameron Jardell
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urban climbing has those too (some-
times). So next time you want to go 
for a night out, don’t just grab your 
mavs, grab the North Dunedin Urban 
Climbing Guide and get sendin’!

Symbols:
Exposure:         
	 Bruise in the morning
	 Broken bones
	 Death 
(Based on your mate’s reaction to your fall)

	Quality of climb
(Up to three stars, three being the best)

	 Choss/sketchy holds

Flats

Thirsty Boys Flat
“South Face Pipe” – 7m -  - 
Gutter pipe runs up the face at lookers 
right. Sweet lay back moves all the way 
up, smear your feet! Walk off the rear 
tin roof and hop back down to street. 
Pairs well with: lots of spectators, 
vodka. 

“West Face direct” – 5m -  - 
Start at the left of the entrance and 
work your way up on positive holds 
until you can reach the bottom of the 
balcony. Big move on jugs, press foot 
against corner and pull yourself up 
onto the balcony. From here you can 
traverse lookers left to the window or 
just enter the balcony. Say “Hey do 
you guys mind if I come in?” and they 
will be so drunk and so perplexed that 

a random person just asked to come 
through their window they will let you 
in for drinks; works every time. Pairs 
well with: showing off to a hotty, Spei-
ghts.

Central Campus

Weird Heart Statue outside Saint 
Daves
“Finally, a heart I won’t break” – 2m   - 
 - 
Sit start underneath the heart using the 
outside lips to work your way to the 
end. A big heel hook and a desperate 
mantel for top out. Walk off the back, 
or whatever, it’s like 2 metres. Pairs 
well with: a couple mates, literally any 
drink.
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Even Weirder Wooden Arch Statue
“Big brown traverse”– 9m  -  - 
Start on the side with the lower first 
positive hold and walk your way up 
the 4th class beam to the first vertical 
section. Mantel on the flat bit where 
the beams connect and stand up on it. 
Do this again for the next beam. Now 
for the crux, reach underneath the log 
and smear your feet, working your way 
up until you can reach over the peak. 
Get your legs to the other side then 
slide your way down to the wee flat bit. 
Downclimb by lowering yourself off 
the tops of the beams to the bottom. 
Pairs well with: discontent, sobriety. 

“Monkey Traverse” – 9m - 
Project. Climb the whole thing from 
underneath the beams instead of on 
top. Pairs well with: A fuckin’ good 
spotter, a single shot of bourbon. 

University College
“North Tower Classic” – 45m -  - 
An epic ascent. The approach starts on 
Clyde Street where some scrambling 
over the back gate leads to a footpath. 
Follow this almost to the door where 
you’ll find a steel support beam that’s 
underneath the walkway. Start by 
reaching around the sides of the beam 
for a 5 metre layback then hoist your-
self up with a mantel and get onto the 
metal railing. An under cling on the 
ceiling allows for good hands for the 
short traverse over to the first vertical 
metal support pole. Using alternating 
layback and double-jug pullup moves, 
ascend the wall. Easy rests along the 
way. The crux is at the top out which 
requires a mantel onto a concrete slab. 
Although the mantel isn’t too hard, the 
massive exposure makes for a pretty 
exciting final move.  This route is 
usually soloed, but unlike most other 
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urban routes protection is actually 
possible by slinging the metal poles, in 
which case two pitches would be ideal. 
Walk off can be achieved through the 
roof access stair well, however, this 
is often locked so be prepared for a 
downclimb or abseil. Pairs well with: 
huge balls, lots of homebrew.

Archway Building
“Tower of Power” – 15m -  - 
An aesthetic climb with a rewarding 
finish atop one of Uni Otago’s oldest 
buildings. Next to the Allen Hall 
theatre there is a small alleyway with 
a metal roof over the entrance to a 
lecture theatre. Use the brick wall 
to gain access to the roof then cross 
over to another roof that leads to a 
corner with a gutter pipe. The textured 
brick offers phenomenal footing for 
a layback while you jam your fingers 
behind the rusty gutter pipe and pray 
it doesn’t pop off the building. The top 
of the pipe finishes before the roof so 
you must grab the top lip of the gutter 
bucket and use it to pull yourself up 
then reach onto the concrete roof slab 

for a bomber hold. Once on the roof, 
smear your way up the concrete arête 
to the roof crest and traverse along 
until you can drop down next to the 
turret tower. This is the crux, as some 
crimps and small slopers lead to the 
final move of grabbing a turret and 
hauling yourself over and onto the 
tower. This section is technical but is 
not exposed to a serious fall. Watch 
out for chossy holds on the upper 
tower. Descent is achieved most easily 
by stepping from the tower to the top 
of a chimney, although it is possible to 
rappel directly from the tower. Pairs 
well with: hanging-out with your 
climbing partner, a shared bottle of 
whiskey.

Around Town

Starters Bar
“Fuck the bouncer” - 8m - 
A really easy climb that is mostly used 
to sneak back into Starters after being 
kicked out. Use the dumpsters in the 
back to climb onto the roof, then 
continue onto the roof next to the 
outdoor bar area. The views from this 
climb are pretty good, as most women 
in Starters wear low cut shirts. Pairs 
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well with: an attitude of rebellion, 
shots, shots, shots!
 

The Trees
These routes are unique in that they 
are climbed with ice-tools and cram-
pons as practice for ice-climbing (also 
they’re really fun). Being a specific two 
trees in the woods near the reservoir, 
they are difficult to find for those who 
do not know where they are. Seek 
out an old crusty for the location. 
Both climbs are top-rope protected, 
although this requires someone to 
climb the branches on the backside of 
the trees (ice tools optional) and clip 
into the webbing anchor at the top. 
Pairs well with: Hanging with an old 
crusty at night, LSD.

“T3”- 15m -  - 
The easier of the two routes, follow the 
scarred side of the slopping tree. The 
lower angle makes for a great beginner 
climb.

“T5” – 17m -  - 
The more difficult route, follow the 
scarred vertical side of the tree. 

50 TYPES OF TRAMPERS
Sam Harrison

There are many types of trampers 
in this world. Each species has 

its own unique traits that an expe-
rienced  tramper-spotter can distin-
guish. Of course no too are alike 
and some types of trampers are very 
region specific. For instance you are 
not likely to find a Ponsonby Poser 
far from a Great Walk. On the other-
hand some species prove to be very 
elusive, such as the rare Americano 
Knowitall, which is more commonly 
known as an American that actually 
knows what they’re doing.

This list is far from 
a difinitive account 
of the many varia-
tions of trampers 
there are, especially 
with the habit of 
i n t e r - b r e e d i n g 

between tramping 
species. It should 
however provide a 
good starting point to 
begin the hobby of 
tramper-spotting.RE
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1. 1080 hater
 Not a fan of poison pest control. Likely to 

spray paint “no to 1080” your trailer/car/
flat.

2. Photography buff
 Often seen with a geeky looking bag on 

their pack. Never in any trip photos.
3. Hunter-gatherer
 Probably wearing his hunting and 

fishing fleece. Has a freezer full of meat 
at their flat. Will try convince you to eat 
horopito.

4. Pyromaniac
 Loves candles. Will try and start the fire 

as soon as they get to the hut regardless 
of tempreture.

5. Botanist
 Often found at the back of the group. 

Speaks to the plants when they’re alone. 
Questionable sanity.

6. Instagrammer
 Just got back from Roy’s Peak and the 

Wanaka Tree. Asks you to pose for their 
photos. Probably wears spandex.

7. Retro tramper
 Wears their parents’ clothes. Speaks 

fondly of a time when they weren’t even 
alive. Bit backward.

8. Conspiracy theorist
 Convinced the government is hiding 

something. Related to the 1080 Hater. 
Doesn’t write in the hut book.

9. Doomsday prepper
 Wants to escape the apocolypse. Filters 

all their water. Wears a lot of camo.
10. Peak bagger
 Probably on a mountain somewhere. 

Will tell you the story about how they 
almost died. Struggles socially.

11. Through walker
 Never not on the go. Addicted to peanut 

butter. Sick of eating pasta.
12. Farm kid
 Loves throwing things at possums. 

Related to the Hunter-Gatherer. 
Drives a ute.

13. Trail runner
 Always wears a headband. Really fit. 

Hates staying anywhere overnight.
14. Exchange student
 In NZ to discover themself. Loves nature 

and hiking. Doesn’t actually own any of 
their own tramping gear. Plans on doing 
all of the Great Walks.

15. Exchange student +
 Actually owns their own tramping gear. 

Plans on climbing Aoraki/Mt Cook. Still 
asks if the water is safe to drink.

16. Alcoholic
 Never not drunk. Stingy on food so there 

is money for goon. Has a Speights top.
17. Navigationally challenged
 Won’t be found on the track. Can be 

located by the sound of choppers. Thinks 
east-west is a direction.

18. Love Bird
 Always around the other love bird or 

pining over them. Will makeout when 
you turn your back. Shares a single bunk.

19. Bird Lover
 Talks to birds more than people. Can 

name every native bird.
20. Geologist
 Loves rocks. Has rocks in their pack. 

Goes tramping with their pet 
rock.

PHOTOGRAPHY BUFF

PYRO MANIAC

LOVE BIRDS
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21. Naturalist
 Doesn’t wear clothes tramping. Will ask 

why you look uncomfortable.
22. Hermit
 Thinks society is off the rails. Likes their 

own company. Probably has a beard.
23. Aquanauter
 Probably that weird person you can see 

in the river. Always carries an aquanaut 
for a laugh. Not totally sane.

24. Techno-geek
 Carries a solar-charger. Will tell you 

exactly how many calories you’ve burnt 
and how many kms you’ve walked on 
their smart watch. Has no time for paper 
maps.

25. Mountain goat
 Somewhere up the hill. Will ask why you 

are walking so slow.
26. Backcountry skier
 Not sure if they should join the tramping 

club or the ski club. Carries a heavy pack.
27. Plodder
 Always at the back. Never stops walking. 

Big fan of scroggin.
28. Ultra lightweight tramper
 Carries half a toothbrush. Thinks food 

is for posh people. Probably wears toe 
shoes.

29. Scout
 Wants to show off their 

knot tying skills at 
any opportunity. Only 
tramps for the badges. 
Carries waterproof 
matches and a flint.

30. Writer
 Just sits around 

in huts. Might be 
suffering a mid-life 
crisis. Thinks they’re 
onto the next big 
thing.

31. Glamper
 Doesn’t like the idea of tramping or the 

outdoors in general. Needs at least a 4 
person tent to sleep at night. 

32. Hippie
 Has long hair. Will try and convince you 

to do acid. Related to the 1080 Hater, 
thinks humans should be the ones taking 
1080.

33. Vegetarian
 Doesn’t like the taste of dehy mince.
34. Vegetarian + 
 Doesn’t like the taste of dehy mince or 

milk powder (a.k.a. vegans).
35. Mountain biker
 Thinks tramping is too slow. Likes 

hills but doesn’t like walking up 
them. Wears spandex.

36. DOC Ranger
 Either very friendly or very serious. 
Wears uniform. Prefers helicopter ride 
to walking into a hut.
37. Boatie
 Will ask why you bothered to walk 
somewhere when you could have 
taken a boat. Will stop at a hut but 
would rather sleep in their boat. 
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38. Old hand
 Will tell you about the last time they died 

and other tall stories. Came to NZ in a 
tall ship along with the other old hands 
that they tramp with.

39. Singer
 You will hear them before you see them. 

Just because they are a singer does not 
mean they will be in tune.

40. Lumberjack
 Loves chopping down trees. Wears a 

swandri and has a beard.
41. LOTR Fan
 Loves walking barefoot. Will ask you if 

you’ve ever been to Hobbiton. Thinks the 
trees are talking to them.

42. Day-walker
 Horrified at the thought of shitting in a 

hole. Spends too much time studying. 
43. Bear Gryll’s fan
 Wears Bear Gryll brand pants tramping. 

Carries a large knife. Scared of bees. 
Will drink their own urine if stressed.

44. Heavyweight tramper
 Carries everything including the 

kitchen sink. Thinks dehydrating food is 
black magic.

45. Cook
 Has the 11 herbs and spices in their 

pack.  Doesn’t like prepackaged meals. 
Always has something extra to add to a 
meal. Not a fan of goon.

46. Wilderness yobo
 Doesn’t like wearing a shirt. Has long 

hair. Likes vests. Sleeps in a hammock.
47. Ex-Forest Service ranger
 Only uses the fire to cook. Loves remi-

niscing about the good old days. Related 
to the Old hand.

48. Cadet
 Only wears army surplus camo. Exclu-

sively eats army ration packs. 

49. Crusty
 Someone who can’t quite let go of being 

a student. Knows a lot and nothing at the 
same time. Can be found reading the last 
meeting’s minutes.

50. OUTC Member
 Found pretty much everywhere and 

anywhere. Not a fan of locked gates. 
Related to the alcoholic. Will attempt 
anything you say is possible or impos-
sible. Often found near helicopter 
rescues.

LOTR FAN
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EDITOR’S PREFACE

MAKARORA
20th - 22nd April

Makarora is that awkward younger 
brother of the annual trips in first 
semester. With exams approaching all 
of the studious less-fun members of 
the club were settling down into their 
books (myself included), and a couple 

of van loads of punters headed for the 
hills of Makarora. Weather this year 
was less than perfect but this didn’t 
dampen the spirits! (Although I later 
heard Luca bemoan about how it was 
more of a camping trip). •

Wind. All I can say is, holy fucking 
wind. Our group headed up 

the Pakituhi Hut trail mid-morning, 
switchback central ahead of us, as we 
embarked on our journey of almost 
getting blown off the mountain 
multiple times. We trudged forward, 
huffing and puffing up the track after 
only 10 minutes. Damn, it was steep, 

or maybe I’m just really out of shape? 
This was the easy group. Ok, so I’m just 
out of shape, but it was still steep as. 
Our goal: make it to the hut at the top 
of the ridge and climb back down to 
camp with the others and the campsite 
by dinner time. The reality: no fucking 
way.
We’re not even a third of the way up 
and we’ve already had to stop tramping 
10 times so some *certain* members 
could catch up. How long had we been 
tramping for? Holy shit, an hour and 

EDITOR’S PREFACE Some of the Makarora punters and leaders by 
lake Wanaka [K Shepherd].

MAKARORA MANIA
An American’s passionate love story with a 
goon.

Samantha Staub
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a half already? How have we not even 
made it halfway up the switchbacks? 
About 40 stops to “rest” (but really so 
the *certain* members could catch 
up) later, we made it to the top!.... Of 
the switchbacks. At the top, we realise 
how fucking windy it really is. I’m just 
trying to eat my shapes but all my hair 
keeps blowing in my mouth. We stop 
to rest and talk about moving forward. 
Will we make it to the hut in time to 
turn back around and make it back by 
dinner? Hell no. Will we get blown off 
the ridge top before we even make it 
there? Probably. 
Our group decided to climb to the top 
of the closest mountain - more like 
hill - and then tramp back down the 
mountain and fuck around all day. 
In 20 minutes time we half-tramp 
half-climb our way to the top of this 
hill/mountain where we’re all scared 
to even stand without getting blown 
away like fucking Mary Poppins. (I 
still can’t eat my damn shapes). How 
did we get there so quickly this time 
you may ask? Oh, friends, it’s because 
the *certain* member stayed at the 
bottom while we trudged upwards. An 
old couple came up and gave us shit 
for this later. How could we leave that 
*certain* someone behind? Lady, did 
you want to carry her up? 
Snapped some dope as pictures, cursed 
bloody hell at the wind and trudged 
our way back down the switchbacks in 
record time… the *certain* member 
still so fucking far behind, I didn’t 
even know it was possible on such a 
steep decline. We ended up driving 

into Wanaka for the rest of the day and 
gorging ourselves with Patagonia ice 
cream. Mmmm. 
We got back to camp, and I took it upon 
myself with a fellow camper to wander 
around, bag of goon in hand. 6:00pm is 
an acceptable time to start drinking to 
keep warm, right? We found a mages-
tical (Hunt for the Wilder People 
reference for you uncultured Kiwis out 
there) tree stump with the setting sun 
shining through the yellow trees in the 
background and promptly stood on 
top of it to slap the bag. It’s 2018, we 
respect goon now and only slap her in 
respectable settings. Next, I climbed a 
tree and slapped her there too. See? All 
about respect and #nature. 
The night went on, drunk nachos were 
consumed for dinner along with the 
rest of the goon bag, and we spent too 
much time laying on the cold hard 
ground outside acting like we knew 

The author with her lover.
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BREW’STER

The Makarora trip – a good ol’ 
classic Wanaka OUTC shindig (or 

so I’d heard from the fellow trampers 
who went last year.) After missing 
out on Fiordland, I knew I had to 
seize my chance to leave Dunners 
for a weekend and see more of the 
South than the normal 3km radius. 
However, the decision was not as easy 
as it might sound. To my sweet little 
second year luck, the Makarora trip 
fell on the same weekend as the Hyde 
Street piss up. My flatmates and I had 
entered and failed to make the cut, so 
it was now the choice between bribing 
those with a unique code a juicy sum 
of $100+, or to initiate plan Makarora. 
In the end I respected my limited bank 
balance. My inner tramper won out 

over the repressed alcoholic that had 
been upset ever since law camp was 
canceled. Off to the Clubs and Socs 
building I toddled on Friday evening 
with my pack full.

I contemplated my decision on the 
late-night van ride there, as Hamish 
(the one and only President himself) 
questionably drove our van quickly 
around corners in the rain with wind 
swaying us from side to side. Might 
have been better off dying at Hyde... 
However, the pink sunrise wake up 
was a reminder of those things that 
really matter in life (aw.). After a 
classic porridge breakfast (and waiting 
too long for a cup of coffee to be ready) 
my group assembled and off we went! 
My group’s destination was Mt Brew-
ster. As we drove to the start of the 
track we were excited by the blue skies 
surrounding us. However, much to 
our disbelief, on arrival there the skies 

anything about the stars. Damn, they 
were pretty though. 
The next morning, we were awoken 
the way every grumpy, hungover 
OUTC member loves to be woken up: 
by that damn song blasting through 
your tent like a fucking train hitting 
you. “EVERYBODY WAKE THE 
FUCK UP”, yeah, you know the one. 
We eventually made our way to Blue 
Pools and jumped from the bridge 
where dozens of tourists took my 
picture, probably thinking, “crazy ass 

white people.” When I was getting 
changed into warmer clothes again I 
realised the tourists were still taking 
pictures of me, so I ever-so-kindly 
pulled my therms down and flashed 
my ass right at their cameras. They 
continued taking pictures. I hope 
they framed that one. I hope my ass is 
hanging in an Asian household living 
room somewhere. That’s really all I 
could ask for in life. •

BREW’STER
What to do when you miss out on Hyde tickets.

Betty Orr-McFaull
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weren’t blue anymore. Apparently, Mt 
Brewster was one of the only moun-
tains in the region that day that had a 
lovely big rain storm over it. Awesome! 
We “thoroughly” and “cautiously” 
assessed the river, and decided in true 
tramping club style it would be safe 
enough to cross on the way back. And 
up it was. 
It was a steady climb, just within the 
ability of my limbs. The group was fast 
and cheerful. It was a “you can be cold, 
wet and miserable, or just wet and 
cold” attitude kind of day. The whole 
time I was praying that by the time 
we reached the tussock there would 
be a shift in weather to allow for some 
views. The foggy winds gave us a small 
glimpse of the stunning glacier next 
to us and some river below. I thought 
‘meh, good enough’. Three hours 
later and we were packed together in 
Brewster Hut eating our lunches. It 
was cold. It wasn’t long until we were 
doing push ups and star jumps to keep 
us warm (with Luca trying to show 
off by demonstrating how push ups 
are really done from his experience 
in the Finnish army) (I thought mine 
weren’t bad though). ABBA and other 
absolute classic tunes were cranked 
over the speaker. Snakes and lollies 
were shared. Spirits were up!!! After 
donating a portion of my lunch to 
the one member of the group who 
only brought moro bars and pretzels 

for lunch, we headed down. The river 
crossing was successful and back to 
the campground it was. 

We took a delightful post-tramp trip 
to Wanaka to purchase any form of 
hot food. Kumara fries topped off the 
evening for me (I tried to ignore the 
fact that I heard every other group 
experienced sunshine all day). 
We were graced by a gorgeous starry 
night to eat dinner and drink some 
brews around a headtorch-campfire. 
I was told we were having nachos 
for dinner so was a little shocked to 
see the couscous packets come out… 
couscous nachos? Yes that’s right! And 
they were delicious! Tramping hacks 
blew me away once again. 
Before heading home, we all took a 
lovely trip to the Blue Pools to jump 
off the bridge into the freezing, yet 
magical, waters of the earth. (Managing 
to see Mt Brewster from a distance with 
nothing but blue surrounding it… ah 
well!). I was more than grateful on that 
van ride home that I had made that 
decision to escape Dunnaz, with all 
my new-found friends, achy legs and 
camera filled with too many photos. 
No better way to spend a weekend! •
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Picture this: a nice two pitch multi-
pitch, two experienced climbers, 

and four punters, most who know 
how to top rope. Let’s have fun and 
everyone climb from the bottom to 
the top! 

Pitch 1: With much faffing around 
about how this will actually work, there 
was only one way of really finding out. 
Up goes the first climber, setting up a 
belay from above at the first anchor. 
Two punters second simultaneously 
because we’re all about efficiency in 
a climb that should’ve been started 
earlier in the day. A few surprises here 
and there, a grade 14 which was more 
like a 17 due to previous rockfall - 
creating a nice wee crux for all to pass 
through.
With a bit of effort the two seconds 
made it to the first anchor where they 
chilled, whilst the next lead climber 
came up. Upon arrival at a now quite 
crowded anchor I gave a refresher 
on how to belay in guide mode but 
importantly at this stage - also how to 
manage all the ropes! Making sure the 
second party stayed left of the anchor 

and everyone knew what was going 
on, we moved off on the second pitch.

Pitch 2: An odd sort of sidle along a 
ledge where a fall resulted in what 
would’ve been an interesting swing. 
Admittedly short but surely exposed 
for those not used to such heights. 
Reaching the top anchor presented 
stellar views on a beautifully sunny day 
at Little Big Wall. Whilst enjoying the 
sight, two fellow climbers seconded 
along the ledge - each arriving at the 
top anchor where we refreshed on 
how to abseil. Luckily, two ropes were 
taken up per lead climber, meaning the 
abseil could be set rather quickly - not 
having to wait around for other ropes 
to free up. This test of multitasking was 
surely interesting, ensuring everyone 
was in safe whilst untying and tying 
multitudes of knots. The first party’s 
seconds then descended the 60m 
abseil to the ground below, leaving one 
climber to bask in the sun. Whilst this 
was occurring, the second party had 
started their ascent to the top anchor 
where they were promptly shown how 
to abseil and embark on their liber-
ating descent.
A good day, good times, and problem 
solving; an organized cluster. •

AN ORGANISED CLUSTER
When is a cluster not a cluster? The bottom 
line, it always is - how organised it is, is another 
question altogether.

Conor Vaessen

Clockwise from top left: Betty braves Luca’s van small talk; The ‘buff ’ buffon [K Shepherd]; Climbing 
#1; Climbing #2; Climbing #3; Betty and Katie on Brewster enjoying the view.
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ONE LAST DIP IN THE OCEAN

CAVE
RAVE

Over a few beers at Long Beach 
one night, the brilliant idea was 

hatched of a cave rave- it’ll be easy, we 
decided. A keg, generator, lights and 
the bushbox. Like a mini mid-week 
bushball so the weekend was still free 
for adventures. Brilliant. 
The borderline alcoholics of the exec 
fully backed it (primarily Hamish, 
Sam and Daniel) which was more 
than enough for me. So we loaded 
up a few cars with the works + about 
a million bananas and water (party 
responsibly folks).
We skipped a few classes to go set up 
before the sun went down. It started 
raining. Of course it did. But our 
spirits couldn’t be dampened- we had 
a keg to drink and once we drove it 
down to the cave we would be perfectly 
dry anyway! Except the road to the 
beach was less of a road and more of a 
giant mud pool. That’s ok we decided. 
How hard is it to carry a bushbox, 
keg, generator and 50L of water that 
all weigh a literal tonne 1km down 
the beach??? Absolutely do-able. So 
the champs (and dedicated party 
animals) that Dan and Hamish are 
heroically lugged the majority of the 
heavy things up the beach in a variety 
of fashions. Dragging the bushbox 
on seaweed was a minor stroke of 
genius. Ruby and I were of great help 
as always by carrying the bags of chips 
and calling out much appreciated 
encouragement. 
After a minor disaster with a broken 
generator (shout out to the chick 
who called her engineer Dad to pass 

18th - 19th April

Chloe & Isabel up for sunrise [S Harrison].

ONE LAST DIP IN THE OCEAN
Alex Wootton
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instructions on to Daniel so he could 
fix it) things actually started going 
pretty smoothly! Memories are hazy 
but sources told me around 50 OUTC 
members turned out for it. Many souls 
disappeared throughout the course of 
the night- romantic beach hook ups? 
Comatose in the sand? Abducted? 
We’re still unsure but we didn’t lose 
Hamish despite his drunken attempts 
to make it to the beach for ‘one last 
dip in the ocean’ after he declared he 
was so drunk he thought he might be 
dying. 
The rest of us survived a hard night 
on the sand waking up sporadi-
cally to fucking loud penguins and 
people shouting ‘fuck those are loud 
penguins’. In the morning we let the 
sunrise cure our hangovers, cleared up 
camp to the tunes of ‘here comes the 
sun’ and trotted back down the beach 
returning to 9am classes bleary-eyed 
with tales of a land with caves, strobe 
lights, penguins, unlimited bananas, 
keg stands and wonderful people. 
Thanks to all the legends that made 
it happen! And a shoutout to the old 
dude at Meenans who fist pumped me 
for returning a sandy keg. Looking 
forward to the next one.

To quote Ruby when asked to write 
something: “I could but I was so drunk 
and literally like out by the water all 
night getting with Lachie hahaha so I 
don’t actually know what happened in 
the cave except for dancing lmao”. •

Ruby & Adelaide boogey in the cave.

Hamish in recovery mode [S Harrison].

There for the free chips.

Isabel taking in solid food [S Harrison].
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TWALK
27th - 29th April

When the matter came up in a 
committee meeting as to who 

should organise TWALK I put up my 
hand. Little did I know what I had 
signed myself up for. Not only had I 
never actually coordinated a trip, I had 
never been to TWALK itself before. 
This made it a little tricky to answer 
the billion questions I was bombarded 
with pre-trip. However we did end 

up making it in the end, so that was a 
plus. According to Jacob Kleiner from 
CUTC who had been the unlucky 
soul to organise the whole thing (big 
props to him), he had heard from one 
of the crusty stalwarts of TWALK that 
this year was one of the most consis-
tently wet TWALKS in its 50 or so year 
history. Sure did make for an... inter-
esting time! •

EDITOR’S PREFACE
Hamish looking for the marker that’s “on a 

gate”. It was actually up the road 
[Jillian Millar photography].
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The entertainment began long 
before the 24-hour competition 

started. Being a local in the area, I was 
able to travel home the night prior 
and avoid the 4am bus trip up to the 
unknown location. Having had a few 
more hours sleep than the rest of 
the crew, I was full of beans as I was 
picked up along the way, only to see 
heads resting on shoulders, and people 
sleeping flat in the isles. 
By the time we reached Culverden, 
costumes were put on, coffees were 
being consumed and spirits had risen 
10-fold. There was singing, dancing, 
and clambering over one another as the 
bus pulled into the entrance of Porters 
Ski field. The music was blasting so 
hard that Sandstorm could have been 
heard from the highest ski peak. As we 

approached the drop off point, Jacob, 
OUTC’s sickest bus driver played the 
final song of the morning; the final 
countdown. We were ready for what 
ever was ahead. Or so we thought. As 
the bus stopped and we collected our 
belongings, Jacob realized there was 
no turn around point for the buses at 
the start line. So he did a U-turn and 
proceeded to reverse all the way up to 
the starting point, passing the CUTC 
students who were fighting the uphill 
battle on foot. Legend. It was a real 
struggle getting off the bus however as 
it had been drizzling all through the 
night and didn’t look as though it was 
stopping anytime soon.
Everyone was at the start line, costumes 
and all. The organizers gave a wee 
spiel, and with that the horn blew and 

HARRY POTTER AND THE HALF MUD MINCE
A soggy account of Twalk 2018.

Annie McDonald

The team, Annie McDonald, 
Kevin Lee, Bex Chrystall, 

Joe Bearsire.
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everyone began to run… only to stop 
15 metres later as we had to wait for 
each individual to clamber through a 
wee gate. The first control was over a 
small hill, which gave us two options; 
follow the road around the hill, or 
Bear Grylls it up and over. Obviously, 
the latter was chosen. Be the small hill 
that it was, by the time we reached the 
top, we realized running was not the 
most efficient use of our energy and we 
decided we’d walk for the remainder of 
the competition. With so many teams 
in one space, it was easy to find the first 
control. But from then on, everything 
was a blur. Literally. The drizzle kept 
getting in your eyes and you couldn’t 
see a damn thing.
By hour #5 and control #8, we had 
resigned to the fact that we were 
participators, rather than competitors. 
And with this decision, we decided 
to skip looking for controls and take 
what we calculated to be the shortest 
route possible to the hash hut. We 
decided we’d take the road less trav-
eled by, and that certainly made all the 
difference. We got lost. The 4 of us had 
to bush bash our way down a slippery 
slope which we thought would lead 
to a river. After an hour of silence, we 
realised this was a mistake, and had 
bug regrets. Until we heard voices. We 
didn’t know whose, or how far away 
they were, but we tried to reach them 
as fast as our rain-sodden selves would 
take us. The relief we felt be reunited 
with other competitors was too large 
to measure. From here, we decided to 

make like sheep and follow the rest of 
the flock for the rest of the leg.
I have never seen a sight a beautiful 
than the Hash Hut. Shelter, seating, 
and ample muffins coming out of the 
oven every 15min. With that satisfac-
tion, my team and I ate until we felt 
ill, hopped in our sleeping bags, and 
slept in the corner of the hut for the 
remainder of the competition – which 
still had 16 hours to go.
As previously mentioned, I am a local, 
so once the event ended my parents 
came to the Hash Hut (I’d gone to the 
nearest farmers house, borrowed the 
landline and informed them of our 
location) and drove myself and my 
brother home. While the rest of the 
OUTC team were confined to the bus 
and began their 5 hour drive back down 
in their muddy socks and 24hr accu-
mulated body odors, I was welcomed 
to a house smelling of freshly toasted 
sandwiches and showers with no time 
restrictions.  I passed out on the carpet 
in front of the fire with 2 cats by my 
side and a tummy full of cheese.
10/10 would do again. •

Heading for the Hash House.
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There is a concept familiar to all 
trampers. It has many names, but 

it is so fundamental to tramping that 
anyone who has ever been must have 
experienced it. Whether you call it 
retrospective fun, second-order fun 
or hind-sight fun it all boils down to 
the same thing. It was the light in the 
darkness as I trudged grumpily down 
the road at 4am, being dragged along 
by Sarah and Torea. I knew deep down 
I would look back fondly upon those 
shit times. It’s like those cheese dreams 
everyone is on about, you eat a lot of 
cheese and get a nightmare. Despite 
this, you do it again, and again. It’s one 
of those signs of addiction, you keep 
coming back and you don’t know why.
This phenomenon of retrospective 
fun really sums up Twalk for me. It all 
started at 3am on Saturday when my 
alarm clock bleated at me to get up. I 
stumbled around collecting my things 
before thrusting myself into the rain 
for the 20 minute walk to OUSA. Little 
did I know that I would not be dry again 
till Sunday evening. We had decided as 
a team to dress up as characters from 
Monty Python and the Holy Grail. As 
team leader naturally I was going to be 
King Arthur, a costume that I hadn’t 
sorted out till 11pm on Friday night. 
At 4am, the prescribed bus departure 
time, my squire Julian was no where to 
be seen. Shit, who is going to clap those 

coconuts for me? I gave him a call and 
I received a very sleepy reply. Turns 
out the knob-head had set his alarm 
for 3pm instead of am. Fast-forward 
to 4:20am and we were finally on the 
road. It was a rather sleepy bus trip by 
OUTC standards. We had a quick stop 
in Springfield to done our costumes 
and to revive everyone on the bus. On 
arrival at stage one Jake (our beloved 
bus driver) was informed that the 
buses couldn’t reach the start point so 
he would have to stop at the bottom. 
Not accepting this Jake, the legend 
that he is, reversed the bus 500m so we 
could all arrive in style.
We pilled off the bus and milled 
around among the rocket ships, 
rainbows and an assortment of dead 
animals. Soon the starting sound rang 
out and we were off. Despite the fact I 
was supposed to be team leader, I had 
absolutely no clue what I was meant 
to be doing. This being so I just ran 
in the same direction as everyone 
else with ‘Every sperm is sacred’ and 
‘Always look on the bright side of 
life’ blearing out of the speaker in my 
backpack. I blundered on, oblivious 
to my objectives, through the drizzly 
rain. The redeeming feature of leg one 
was the snow. Small patches of it lay 
up on top of the pass, ideal for snow-
ball ambushing other teams. I built up 
a silent respect for some of the other 
teams, through a series of nods, smiles 
and laughs. I never did speak to those 
Disney Princesses, but the way I saw it 
was every king needs a queen, right?

THE FULL MONTY
Twalk 2018 was the true definition of 
retrospective fun...

Sam Harrison
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I managed not to hurt myself hurtling 
down the hill. Eventually we made it 
through the mist to the Hash House. 
I was feeling pretty spent to be honest. 
I was hungrier than Hamish’s group 
on Fiordland (forgotten cooker…). I 
decided it would be more practical to 
stay in my wet things so it was straight 
to the food for me. I forget how many 
pies I ate, by the end I think I might 
have gotten into double digits. I digress. 
After I feasted I was forced to wait for 
the plonkers who decided it would be 
a good idea to get changed. It would 
be another hour before I could moti-
vate them to leave for leg two. Little 
did we know what we were getting 
ourselves in for. It started innocent 
enough. I even found a control point! 
I was rather chuffed with myself. As 
we hiked up the side of a hill the sun 
began to fade. Oh how I would miss it 
during that night.
It was the bushbashing that really 
knocked the motivation out of me. 
We scrambled up through matagouri, 
flax and an assortment of other shit 
scrub in our effort to reach that bloody 
check point 13. We marched upward, 
drawing others to our ‘path’ like moths 
to a bug zapper. They warned us of 
the arduous terrain ahead of us. We 
laughed, thinking about all the bush 
bashing we had just endured. We 
failed to find checkpoint 14’s slot rock, 
although we found plenty of nice slots 
in rocks. As a consolitary we found 
and swiftly executed a mouse. This was 
a true descent into savagery. Once we 
reached checkpoint 13 on the summit 

we had to make our way down into 
the valley. This was no easy task. We 
opted for the ‘point towards the lights 
in the distance and walk’. This worked 
surprisingly well, we only had to do a 
minimal amount of manuka-bashing.
We marched across the valley, with a 
rough idea of where we were heading. 
Torea volunteered to grab the check-
point in the middle of the lake, much 
to the relief of everyone else. A lot of 
this walking all becomes a bit of a blur 
in my memory. We seemed to do an 
impossible amount of downhill before 
reaching the sanctuary of a check-
point in a barn. We jotted down the 
word and savored the shelter from 
the elements. More walking. My light 
gets dimmer and dimmer as we go, 
before extinguishing itself entirely. 
There was a lot of stumbling from 
here on. As we walked I began having 
a ‘warm’ conversation about fires and 
hotpools with Kate which drew a few 
odd looks. We then began the walk up 
the impossibly tall hill. The plus side 
of this was it warmed us all up. Did I 
forget to mention we were all freezing 
by this point, dripping wet, soaked to 
the bone?
We get to where the checkpoint was 
supposed to be and the others with 
torches went out in search of it. Mean-
while I had to take a piss. This was a 
mission in itself as I, in all my intelli-
gence, had decided to wear a triathlon 
suit. This required me to take off all my 
top layers before I could relieve myself. 
I do not recommend. The search was 
ultimately futile so we moved on. As 
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we trekked through the darkness the 
wind stole our heat and our enthu-
siasm. Cara’s speech lowered to a 
whisper as she mustered all her energy 
to move onward. We pretty much gave 
up on getting anymore check points. 
From here on out it was a stumble to 
the finish.
I don’t think any of us had ever been 
so happy to be inside a sheering shed. I 
devoured pie after pie. We managed to 
find a table, around which we shivered. 
It wouldn’t be until 4am that I could 
motivate anyone (or myself) to come 
back out with me. I was motivated by 
the lack of anything else to do. There 
was no room to sleep and everything 
was wet. Sarah and Torea eventu-
ally joined me and we ventured out 
into the rain. We stomped all around 
where checkpoint 1 was supposed to 
be, no luck. I think I must have been 
sleep walking to the next checkpoint 
because I was out of it. Another team 
took pity on me and pointed out the 
location of checkpoint 2. From here I 

just followed the others, hoping they 
would led me in the right direction. 
Round the edge of a swamp. Into it. 
Out of it. No luck on 3. Then something 
amazing happened. As we climbed up 
to checkpoint 4 the sun began to rise. 
Hallelujah. I was born again. We found 
4 and decided to loop back to find the 
others. In our new found vigor we 
located them. We pranced victoriously 
down the road towards 19 and 18, back 
past the Hash house. Torea suggested 
running, which I instantly vetoed, I 
was not that chipper. Miraculously we 
were successful in finding both 18 and 
19. In triumph we marched back into 
the Hash house.
It’s strange, now that it’s over I find 
myself feeling like all those miserable 
hours were kind of... fun. I swap war 
stories with my fellow veterans, remi-
niscing about our time in the trenches. 
It was just a classic case of retrospec-
tive fun.

Looks like I’ll be Twalk’ing again (just 
with a new headlight). •

The social team spent most of Twalk in the Hash 
house, Lachie, Ruby and Alex [Jillian Millar 
photography].

“Dazed and Confused” (the social team), 
Rosemary Porter, Kaitlyn Hamilton, Alex 
Wooton, Ruby Kent-Royds, Charlotte Patterson 
& Lachie Watson.



TWALK INSERT TEXT

133

We thought we would come back 
and do TWALK again; we 

were better, stronger and had a new, 
yet arguably not improved, team. We 
would prove to ourselves that the very 
average performance in TWALK 2016 
was not due to our lack of pure talent 
and skill but just because we lost Scott.
Like any TWALK experience it started 
with the gathering of team members, 
anyone and everyone was welcome. 
Julia did most of the recruiting, 
convincing people that it would be 
fun. 

Tim :“I went camping and I hated it so 
this should be fine”.
Charlie :“I’m just here for the goon”. 
Katie : “I’m craving lentil lasagne”.
Julia : “This will be my third TWALK 
it’s literally always a fun time I don’t 
remember any times that it wasn’t”.
Scott “I must redeem myself ”.
Steph : “I’ll keep an eye on Scott”.

Will : “I just like coming to the meet-
ings and drinking beer”.

We then started brainstorming the 
theme for our team. I cannot even 
recall how many meetings were had, 
endless hours of beer drinking and 
theme ideas for a team of seven. The 
conversation would always be the 
same; seven different colours, seven 
different fruit and vegetables, Naruto, 
Three Blind Mice plus cheeses (?), 
Fifty Shades of Gandalf the Grey (??), 
before returning to the same idea that 
was mentioned first. Naturally after all 
this discussion, and inspired by our 
alcoholic drink of choice, we settled 
on dressing up as goons as no one 
could make a decision.
The night before setting off for TWALK 
we had a costume making party. It is a 
very intricate process designing a goon 
outfit, I assure you. For some reason I 
was not in attendance but when Will 

WHO DRANK THE GOON?
No Wine’rs here.

Katie Snowden

The Goon $quad.
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returned home late that night I real-
ised it had been much more party than 
costume making. The entire night I 
was treated to the contents of a goon 
finding its way from stomach to toilet 
bowl. It was a wonderful way to see in 
my 23rd year of life, happy birthday to 
me.
The next morning we reassessed. It 
turns out not many costumes were 
made, Will had been lost to the goon 
and was left motionless in bed. But 
we would carry on. Now a team of six 
we ventured to Christchurch armed 
with cardboard boxes, rope, cello tape, 
survival blankets, a lot less goon and a 
birthday cake.
Arriving at Tim’s friend’s place a 
dishevelled mess, we then proceeded 
to venture to the abandoned central 
city of Christchurch where the only 
place we could find was a rather 
amusing Indian restaurant. Each 
item on the menu was described in a 
way which was comedy gold, and we 
discovered that Prince Charles loves 
a good Tikka Masala. Many laughing 
fits were had. It was also really hot in 
there which added to the distress.
On return from our big Indian 
adventure we started assembling the 
costumes until we resembled an even 
bigger mess. Some of us were goons in 
the box; some of us were just the goon 
bags. It wasn’t very cohesive but it sure 
was eclectic. I blew out the candles on 
my cake for another year and we all 
went to sleep in this lovely person’s 
lounge on their very soft carpet.

Ah it’s the morning. It’s raining and 
looking bleak. We assemble on the bus 
and take up the back seat because you 
can’t mess with us. Driving through 
Arthur’s Pass the bus windows fog up 
completely like those wet weather bus 
rides to school. Things are looking 
pretty positive. We arrive at the loca-
tion; Porters Ski Field. We emerge off 
the bus, costumes looking sparkly and 
new. We snap a shot of our glorious 
team, capturing the last moment 
Tim would ever be seen smiling. Ten 
minutes later the cardboard boxes we 
are wearing completely disintegrate. 
We still feel like goons, and that’s what 
counts.
The race starts and we are off at a rapid 
pace. This soon slows down as we 
struggle to find the first clue. Along the 
river we go and up a hill looking for 
some kanuka or manuka or whatever. 
At this point I think Tim hates us for 
making him come. Yep, he definitely 
hates us. 
Hypothermia is setting in as we 
approach the hash house. When we 
arrive we are greeted by THE BEST 
FOOD TWALK HAS EVER SEEN. 
Potentially the best pie I have ever 
eaten gets devoured in seconds, there 
are chips and hot dogs; it’s like your 
local fish and chip shop in a wool shed. 
This beats lentil lasagne any day. We 
stay at the hash house for far too long, 
getting distracted by trying all the 
food and catching up with everyone 
we know who are also taking far too 
long a break.
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When we decide to go out for leg 
two we realise Charlie has left us for 
another, more competitive, team! Tim 
has definitely had his fair share of fun, 
and so another two goon members 
are lost. We are now a team of four. 
Scott, Steph, Julia and I venture out 
into the rain. We follow a couple of 
teams who keep going along the road 
and completely miss the turn off to the 
start of the leg. We attempt to call out 
to them but they are too far gone and 
we quietly sneak away. 
Wasn’t it so nice how they put the 
clues in, or over, bodies of water??? 
SO PLEASANT. We spent way too 
long walking along the beach and 
establishing whether or not we should 
cross what appeared to be a large, and 
potentially deep, river when it actually 
wasn’t- we just have shit headtorches.
After a while, we became way too cold 
and decided to head back, where in 
fact we just ended up staying, as did 
a lot of other teams. We finished off 
with a rather shivery sleep in a bus and 
a yummy brekkie the next morning 
before heading back to Dunedin.
I’ve come to the conclusion that 
TWALK for us is more about the idea 
of TWALK than the actual thing. 
We enjoy the moments before, the 
gathering, the planning, the voyage 
and the shenanigans rather than the 
arduous process of wandering around 
the hills trying to find silly clues. So I 
don’t know why we do it, but we do it 
just because we can. But it is definitely 
much more enjoyable without the 
rain. I swear it was fun last time Tim! •

Top: Steph keeps an eye on Scott.
Bottom: Socialising way too much [Jillian Miller 
Photography].
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SNOW SHOVELLING WITH

AIDAN

Method:
1. Preheat oven to a frosty -150 degrees C overnight. Line slope with baking paper and draw on a large run 
way. Remember, “batter your fish not your family” - Palmerston Fish n’ Chip shop.

2. In a massive bowl, prepare eggs for a dance with the white devil * until stiff but not dry. Gradually add 
the sweet powder and watch them frolic whilst continuing to beat. Get em thick and glossy then fold in the 
candid juices, lemon squeezy and polysaccharide powder.

3. Apply helmet or upgrade, brandish ice axe and place toned buttocks on stallion mount with a raging 
desire to shred some sick pow pow.

4. Spoon concoction upon run way, encourage to go in the middle first and then move to higher ground. 
This should leave a slight depression in the center to resemble a jump ramp.

5. Bake for 1 hour while “Cruisin’ down the freeway in the hot, hot sun”. Meanwhile: be conscious about the 
environment, dig some holes so others can determine your relative fecundity **, and vote rock wren for 
bird of the year, not that bloody Pidgeon. Then chill out on a wire rack.

6. In a lil’ bowl, defeat the heavy cream to leave face feeling smooth and exfoliated; set aside. Remove the 
run way and place meringue on your favourite icy slab for greater acceleration.

7. If structure is looking a bit wobbly, support with some high-grade advice “please don’t hit the rocks, stop 
before you get to the bottom…”.

8. Fill the center of the depression with mountainous whipped cream for optimal cheerfulness, read magic 
scroll for more advice: look good, stay calm, don’t fall. Top with enthusiastic cheers from kiwis.

9. Depart stationary position while humming either Learning to Fly by Tom Petty, Space Walk by Lemon 
Jelly, or Out of Control by The Chemical Brothers. Keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle at all times 
and enjoy the ride. Pav-lo-va-licious! ***

* Google ‘avalanche avoiding kung fu’.
** Determine dating compatibility on aptitude to dig holes.
*** The new and improved cheese cake, credit to Rosina’s easy pavlova recipe by allrecipies.com.

PREP: 21 years.
COOK: You really shouldn’t do this 
cooked.
SERVES: You right when completed.

• Four Caucasian eggs, preferably vegetarian and 
below average intelligence.

• 1 ¼ cups of sweet powder, slavered over a  > 30 
degrees slope.

• 1 t. V. plantifolia juices for the candid effect.
• 1 t. zesty citrus extract to ensure everything   

 is easy peasy.
• 2 t. starch of de maíz, milled with river stones.
• 1 Helmet (can be replaced with skull upgrade if 

out of season)

• 1 Organic stallion shovel inscribed with the souls 
of your ancestors.

• 1 pint heavy cream for beauty treatment.
• 6 kiwi birds for witnessing purposes.
• 1 magic scroll of the three rules of mountaineering.
• Ummm… 1 ice axe, yeah nah don’t forget that.

INGREDIENTS:
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THE FIRST SNOW OF WINTER
A weekend trip to Brodrick Hut up the Huxley North Branch to some of the less well known but still 
stunning New Zealand wilderness.
Cara-Lisa Schloots

Brodrick Saddle [C Schloots].

I’ve been practising contortion all 
night just trying to find a comfort-

able position on the almost but not 
quite leant back enough seat. As I 
peer out of my sleeping bag the light 
is bathing the snowy mountains in a 
red glow. It takes some effort to slip 
out of my sleeping bag and put on 
cold clothes and once I step out of the 
car there is a brisk wind that instantly 
raises goosebumps and makes me 
shiver to the point I can barely tie my 
laces.
We pack up and make it about 200 
m down the 4WD track before I stop 

dead in my tracks. I have forgotten my 
headlamp. I run back through the icy 
morning air and retrieve it from the 
car, then run back. I am bundled up 
in my woolly Oceania gold jumper, 
hunting and fishing beanie that is 
about three sizes too big for me and 
ice ninja gloves. I am still cold.
It takes us just under two hours to 
get to Monument Hut. It is perched 
up on a small mound out of reach of 
the Hopkins, in a clearing that has 
been crudely cleared of beech. It looks 
like there is a group of Norwegians 
heading up to Huxley Forks for five 
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days. Tobias and I joke about what 
they could possibly be doing there for 
five days. I’m obviously thinking of a 
sauna and the classic European nudity 
and to be honest I’m a little worried 
about what we might find.

We reach snow once on the Huxley 
river flats and wander past icy swamps 
and ponds, I test the ice, and even find 
one pond that I manage to walk across, 
although the ice cracks beneath my 
feet in a highly disconcerting manner. 
We reach the high water route and 
abide by the instruction to only take it 
in such conditions.
I make the reasonable assumption 
that we now have to cross the river. 
I proceed to remove my boots and 
socks while Tobias goes ahead. I care-
fully hop across the riverbed to the 
water’s edge and begin to make my 
way across the first braid. The stones 
are small and the water is icy and it 
causes excruciating pain. I bail and 
limp to the nearest edge where I nurse 
my feet on soft moss waiting for them 
to regain any semblance of feeling. I’ve 
left Tobias standing on the other side 
for almost five minutes by the time I 

make it over and seat myself on a snow 
covered log to put my boots back on.
Soon we spot the Huxley Forks Huts. 
On the other side of the river. We cross 
and this time I don’t bother removing 
my boots. The pain and effort are 
just not worth it. We’ve long left the 
warmth of the sunshine, Boanerges 
blocking the rays from this part of the 
valley, and the wind kicks up as the 
clouds close in again. We have lunch at 
Huxley Forks Hut, I retrieve my puffer 
jacket and zip my legs up in it.

Huxley Forks Hut was built in 1955 for 
deer cullers and is a six bunk hut with 
a closed fireplace. It has been renovated 
and is located in what seems to be the 
coldest location in the entire Huxley 
valley and stopping for even 10 minutes 
will put a chill in your very bones. It 
costs $5 (adult) or $2.50 (11–17 years). 
There is another ‘officers hut’ next to the 
main hut which sleeps three but has no 
heating.

The hut is freezing. I am tempted to 
light the fire and stay here. But I’m too 
scared to mention it to Tobias because 
I am supposed to be hardcore. Instead 
I hesitantly fill in the hut book with 

The Huxley Valley [C Schloots].

Huxley Forks ‘officers hut’ [C Schloots].
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our intentions to go on to Brodrick 
Hut. We’ve made it here in good time, 
only 2.5 hours, so we should be able 
to make it before it gets too dark. I 
check for others. The Norwegians have 
morphed into a group of three from 
Christchurch.
Following the recommendation of 
DOC, we head along the river and 
avoid the track through beech. The 
latest information tells us it should 
take 3:15 hours to Brodrick Hut due 
to landslides. Sure enough the first 
landslide is just around the corner. I 
instinctively head along its base until I 
reach a deep pool. I look around. And 
back. And across the river. Nothing 
to it really — just gotta go straight 
through. It’s deep but not too deep, 
if you know what I mean, and there 
is not much current. Certainly better 
than going above the entire landslide. 
I realise we’ve been lucky in avoiding 
getting knocked out by the rocks and 
ice flying off the edge of the landslide.
 The snow gets deeper and it looks 
like it’s going to snow again. I’m 
following Tobias and step on top of a 
snowy rock, exactly in his footprint, 
but somehow I place my foot differ-
ently, and in typical fashion I plunge 
forwards face first, bashing my shin on 
a rock and ending up on my stomach 
in snow with my pack trapping me to 
the ground. I look up to see if Tobias 
has noticed but he’s ploughing ahead. 
I laugh at my clumsiness and enjoy the 
momentary reprieve from walking. 
Finally, Tobias glances behind and 
I can see his confusion as he fails to 

identify me in the landscape. Eventu-
ally he spots my pack and when I sit up 
he asks if I’m okay. I say yes. My shin 
really hurts.We sidle around some 

gravel flutes which consist of steep 
loose gravel and quite a large drop to 
the river, then head up into the snow. 
Luckily there are tracks which prevent 
Tobias from ploughing further into 
deepening snow which hides dense 
scrub. We re-join the marked trail. It’s 
not too much further before we reach 
the final climb through beech forest 
to the hut and we’ve crushed it in two 
hours despite the snow.
The hut is completely full. Of stuff. I 
clear some space to dump my pack 
and check the hut book. The Norwe-
gians turned Christchurch blokes have 
once again morphed, this time into a 
Norwegian and a couple of Poms out 
hunting. At least there are free bunks. 
After we clear the stuff anyway. We 

Huxley River North Branch [C Schloots].
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get to work collecting firewood and 
I cut down a tree, a feat I am a little 
too proud of. Not my biggest tree, but 
it was the biggest dead one around. I 
unpack and snuggle up in my sleeping 
bag with my book while Tobias tries to 
burn wet wood without much success.
Luckily his dinner preparation is 
much more successful. Pesto pasta 
with bacon. Followed by Natural 
Confectionary dinosaurs. It is well 
dark by this point and there is still no 
sign of the hunters. I’m a little worried; 
while leading a two-person search 
and rescue mission the next morning 
sounds exciting, it would also be 
suboptimal. Suddenly the door opens 
and a soaked, completely camouflaged 
hunter pops his head in. I greet him 
enthusiastically and his surprise at 
company is evident. The Norwegian 
has hurt his leg falling through a hole 
in the snow but is almost at the hut. 
There is a hive of activity as the fire 
is cranked up and even more shit is 
spread all through the hut. I stay safely 
tucked away in my sleeping bag.
The guys are great. The Norwegian is 
a guide, and the Poms are the guided, 
and they reckon New Zealand is the 
best hunting they’ve ever done. They 
have shot two tahr so far on this trip 
and they’ve already booked flights 
back for next year. The banter is on par 
with the wood burner and we all share 
stories and recommendations and a 
common admiration of the beauty of 
the Huxley for a few hours before I 
turn away to fall asleep.

Himalayan tahr/thar (Hemitragus 
jehmlahicus) are a pest species in New 
Zealand. Surprisingly, they originate 
from the Himalayan mountains. They 
are a type of mountain goat generally 
found in alpine areas, feeding in grass-
land areas and destructive to a number 
of native plant species not adapted to 
intensive mammalian grazing. They are 
majestic animals and in summer their 
coats often get bleached blonde streaks, 
bulls have large manes around their 
neck and can have impressive horns 
which are sought after by hunters for 
trophies. Although considered a pest in 
New Zealand, tahr are considered ‘near 
threatened’ on the IUCN red list.

It is no longer raining wet snow when 
I wake up, but it is not sunny either. 
No one else is up yet and although the 
hunters intend to head out, at least 
down valley, it looks like they will not 
be getting up early. Tobias however, 
does get up and makes tea, then heads 
outside to admire the views. I hide in 
my warm sleeping bag. Once I get up 
I’ve committed to leave the warmth 
and I am not ready for that. Finally, 
Huxley North Branch [C Schloots].
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the temptation of exploring the valley 
wins out. I head barefoot through the 
snow to where there is a view from the 
shelf the hut sits on. It is magnificent.
Tobias and I head up along the poled 
route towards Brodrick Saddle — please 
note I have now put shoes on. [This 
route is not marked on Topomaps 
but is marked regularly with poles, 
markers and cairns, although these 
are sometimes difficult to spot in deep 
snow. You can’t go too far off the route 
though, just spot the poles further 
up the slope towards the pass.] It is a 
slog. The snow is deep and we lose the 
trail a bit as we begin to head uphill. 
I plough ahead. My shin is excruci-
atingly painful as the snow crust is at 
just the right height to hit the bruise 
every step I take. It doesn’t help that 
the snow ranges from just above my 
gaiters to just below my shorts and 
every step I take I leave a red bloody 
mark where each knee hits the snow. It 
is slow going but eventually we reach 
the goal pole. Time to head back.

Brodrick pass is named after Tom 
Brodrick (and Lewis Sladden) who 
crossed it in March 1890. It is straight-
forward but somewhat exposed (grade 
1 from both directions) and takes about 
3–4 hours up from Brodrick Hut and 
5–6 hours up from Creswicke flat and 
leads you over the main divide of the 
Southern Alps, as well as providing 
access to Mt Strauchon and Mt Mack-
enzie.

We turn around and follow the track 
back, reaching the hut just as the 
hunters are heading off.

They’ve left me half a block of butter, 
an onion, a small jar of crushed garlic, 
and about two kilos of tahr. I shove 
everything into my pack with no hesi-
tation. It is most definitely heavier. In 
fact, my already miserable balancing 
abilities are further reduced. It is slow 
going but despite leaving at least five 
minutes after the hunters we catch 
them at the bottom of the hill.
We make it back to Huxley Forks in 
under two hours and have lunch there. 
We decide to skip the river crossing 
that was completely unnecessary and 
follow the true left. It proves to be a 
much, much better route. It is prob-
ably now that I begin to notice that my 
Achilles Tendons are a bit sore. Over 
a small hill and out, into the Hopkins. 

Brodrick Hut [C Schloots].
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I spend ages trying to spot as many 
mistletoes in the beech forest as I can. 
There are rare red and yellow mistle-
toes (Peraxilla tetrapetala and Alepis 
flavida respectively).
It becomes cold and it is definitely 
starting to get dark as we reach Monu-
ment Hut. I’m now struggling to walk. 
I layer up and put my headlamp on. It 
is freezing cold and I concentrate on 
walking in a way that causes me the 
least pain. Gate 4. Gate 3. My Achilles 
are fucked. Each step is utter pain by 
this point. We make it to gate 2, then 
finally there is the straight stretch 
and the tall macrocarpa trees at the 
carpark. I am ecstatic.
I change into clean warm clothes, grab 
the chocolate and dinosaurs and crank 
the heating up to 32 degrees. Even that 
doesn’t seem warm enough. I grab my 
sleeping bag and settle in for the long 
drive back. •

The Naumann Range from the Huxley Valley
 [C Schloots].

Continued from page 101.
A classic north island tramping trip 
for non-trampers. The first time 
our plan was to drive down Friday 
after work, camp at one of the many 
campsites along the river, then tramp 
up and back in a day. Unfortunately, 
my tramping partner had diarrhoea 
and we aborted only 45 minutes into 
the track. The second time I went 
with a different tramping partner as 
an overnight. It’s a very short and 
easy tramp, probably best suited as 
a day tramp (about 2-3 hours to the 
hut, an hour return to the summit, 
and 2 hours or less back to the road 
end). The hut is absolutely huge, 
with 80 bunk beds (fully booked out 
when we went), a BBQ, lights, even 
a shower. It would be a great tramp 
if you’re tramping with someone who 
needs some easing in to the world of 
the outdoors.
Next track on page 170.

NI TRAMPING - THE PINNACLES
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A weekend trip to Angelus Hut after too long with a head in the books. As Joe said to me: “This trip 
is really all about food.”

Sam Harrison

Joe on Robert Ridge [S Harrison].

I’d always wanted to see Lake 
Angelus in the snow. I had heard 

stories of the hut buried under snow-
drifts and that sounded like fun to 
me. So when I had a weekend to kill 
at home in Nelson during the middle 
of winter I jumped on the opportunity 
and got in touch with my longtime 
friend Joe who was also up from uni. 
The weather forecast looked a little 
dodgy but heck I had been pent up for 
a month with exams and I wasn’t going 
to let this one slip away. Joe’s dad gave 
us a lift up the lake and walked with us 
from the locked Buller bridge gate to 

the Mt Robert carpark where the track 
proper began. After some obligatory 
photos for our mothers we started up 
the Pinchgut track under a clear sky. I 
have done that track more times than 
I have fingers so I was prepared for 
the steep uphill grind. Turns out Joe 
was unfit and soon he was begging for 
a rest. Given that in the past he has 
dragged me through adventure races 
in the past I relented. The advantage 
of the steep track soon showed as we 
quickly gained elevation. Part way up 
a pair of hawks gave us a few fly-bys 
to tell us to move on. We obliged. By 
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the time we got under the tree cover I 
was drenched in sweat and Joe wasn’t 
much better. We slipped and skidded 
up the ice covered track. Eventually 
we broke out of the bushline and the 
going became easier. Snow carpeted 
the landscape. It was powdery and 
good for walking.
We stopped at the shelter on the ridge 

for a bit of a snack. Go Native had given 
me some food to try out, so I figured 
this would be a good time to whip out 
one of their fruit bars. It was kind of 
like a really thick fruit leather, a bit 
chewy and super yummy. A tick from 
me. Joe also approved. We followed the 
poled route up the ridge. It was a well 
trodden path, we had been preceded 
by some snow-shoers and skiers. The 
bowl to the left held the old Mt Robert 

skifield which was retired a number of 
years ago in favour of Rainbow Skifield 
on the opposite range. This hadn’t 
stopped skiers from taking advantage 
of the nice powder on the slopes. As 
we crossed over a hill a debate raged 
between Joe and I about whether the 
bowl we were entering was the first or 
the second bowl marked on the map. 
Other than that our trudge was mostly 
silent other than a few grunts, suffi-
cient to communicate with someone 
that you’ve known for so long. Fast-
forward a few bowls and our rumbling 
tummies demanded a lunch stop. Out 
came the gingernuts and crackers. 
Some Australians wander down the 
ridge coming from the direction of 
Angelus. I gave them a friendly wave 
and I got odd looks. Be that way then. 
Bloody Australians. After my fifth 
gingernut I decide we should get a 
shuffle on.
We have a few slips and slides as we 
traverse along the ridge but it wasn’t 
enough to make us chuck on our 
crampons. After a bit of a scramble 
up and around we started walking 
along a narrow spine. This took some 
skill to negotiate as the rocks weren’t 
wide enough apart for me and my 
camera. After twenty minutes of this 
we approach a ridge. I assumed over 
the ridge would be Angelus so I was 
thoroughly disappointed when I saw 
another bloody bowl. Eventually we 
did make it to the top of the ridge 
above Angelus. We took some photos 
to prove that we had been 
there and done that, and not 

Sam enjoying the Tshirt weather [J Snodgrass].
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just holed up in Bushline Hut with our 
stash of food.
The trip down the hut was fun, 
ploughing through powder. My 
dreams of skinny dipping in the lake 
were dashed by the fact that it was 
frozen solid. We were thankful to 
get inside to warm up. This respite 
from the cold was short lived. All the 
pipes were frozen so snow had to be 
collected for water. Boots back on. 
We took the opportunity to go down 
to the lake to test the ice. Easier said 
than done as we sink up to our waist 
in snow trying to get down there. After 
gingerly testing the edge of the ice we 
were soon skidding out on the middle 
of the lake.
Back in the hut Joe tried to start the 
fire… unsuccessfully. I tried to start the 

fire… unsuccessfully. Third time lucky 
and I was successful. We toasted our 
success with a cup of hot soup. I then 
dragged out a couple of mattresses 
out in front of the fire and we made 
ourselves at home. It was at that point 
that Joe broke the news to me that he 
had been clearing out the cupboards 
of his flat and had been eating a lot 
of beans. I guess this was a warning. I 
distracted my mind from the potential 
hazard brewing beside me by reading 
my book. We had a pot on the fire 
slowly melting snow for water. Even-
tually my stomach signaled to me it 
was just about dinner time so I placed 
Go Native meals I had been given in 
the pot of steaming snowmelt. After 
another chapter of my book I woke up 
Joe and pulled the meals out of the pot. 
Butter chicken and chilli con carne. 
Since the meals weren’t dehydrated 
they didn’t take any other prep, easy 
as. I used the snowmelt to make some 
mash and squeezed the butter chicken 
out of its packet, half for me and half 
for Joe. This worryingly reminded me 
a little bit of getting the cats’ wet food 
out of its packet. Thankfully it tasted 
good, a hearty flavoursome curry 
rather than gravy delight. It didn’t last 
long on our plates. The chilli con carne 
came next. It was a little more watery 
so seemed less hearty than the curry 
and -shock horror- it contained more 
beans. We followed up dinner with 
some dark chocolate for dessert.
A candle was lit and we set ourselves 
up at the table to play some Speed. Joe 
revealed to me that he “came from a 

Joe approaching Angelus Hut [S Harrison].
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long line of card sharks” but thank-
fully for me he “can shuffle but can’t 
play”. Phew, lucky for me as it was 
my first time playing. Accompanying 
cards was a drink of hot chocolate that 
tasted faintly of soup. The distribution 
of wins and losses was pretty even. 
Eventually our sleeping bags called us 
and we went to sleep in the warmth of 
the fire.

I woke up and looked out the window. 
The lake was hidden behind low cloud. 
Light illuminated the landscape. I see 
Joe stir and I ask him what time of 
the morning it was. He replied with 
midnight. My brain was a little bit 
scrambled. I was pulled in and out 
of sleep. My sleep was punctuated 
with sounds of cracking (from ice 
expanding on the lake?) and the wind 
fighting against the stays on the hut. 
When morning finally did come I 
was pleased to see we weren’t snowed 
in. I boiled some water and we had 
our breakfast staring out at the bleak 
white scene outside. The sound of rain 
against the roof filled the hut. After a 
quick tidy, we layered up and put on 
our crampons before going out into 
the wet. The climb out of the basin 
was steep and I couldn’t see more 
than the next step in front of me. This 
was just enough and we followed the 
tracks up and over to the turn off to 
the Speargrass route. This was the 
bad weather route out of Angelus and 
hadn’t been taken by anyone since it 
had last snowed. With the visibility 
and snow glare there was nothing for it 
but to point ourselves at the next pole 
and make a beeline through the snow. 

Some drifts were up to our thighs but 
most were no more than a foot deep. 
This was a bit of a game of luck and 
there were more than a few times that 
a faceplant seemed imminent. I really 
dreaded getting a backside full of 
spaniard.
It was a plod down the valley, back 
and forth over the creek. The track 
then darted into the bush. From here 
it wasn’t far till we reached the bridge. 
200m up was Speargrass Hut which 
marked our lunch stop. It made a 
nice shelter from the constant drizzle. 
The track time was three hours to the 
Mt Robert carpark. So after several 
gingernuts, and determined to beat 
this time we sped off down the valley. 
The snow thinned as we lost alti-
tude and it simply became a game of 
putting one foot in front of another. 
After a while the track steeply deviated 
from the river. Every rise seemed as if 
it would be the last before the carpark, 
it was one of those tracks. Several false 
hopes (and dead possums caught in 
traps) later we made it to the carpark. 
We stopped briefly to shed a layer 
before the route march down the road. 
Hot drinks awaited us at the 
bridge. Excellent. •

Joe got himself a bit stuck [S Harrison].
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TAKING A BOAT FOR A WALK; AND 
OTHER TRAMPING ADVENTURES
A history of aquanauting in the OUTC.
Penzy Dinsdale

An elite OUTC aquanauting team, 
high on surviving an easy river 

paddle in substandard gear! 
[A Murdoch].

A few definitions to begin…
Aquanaut – an inflatable warehouse 
boat, the kind kids play with in the 
pool on a hot summers day, yeah you 
know the ones with the blue and yellow 
paddles! Brands now also include the 
bright orange challenger etc.
Aquanauting – sport undertaken 
by the OUTC which involves taking 
aquanauts places, starting with harm-
less fun of chilling on a lake, proceeds 
to traversing said lake near the shore, 
then traversing lakes with cliffs as 
shores, lakes may or may not have 
ice, to use on open water, commonly 
Fiordland and for the brave down 
rivers. Generally involves at least one 
boat getting a puncture, even when 

checked before use. Also commonly 
involves hypothermia, generally 
no lifejackets and may or may not 
generate a safety debate.

Packrafting – Safe aquanauting? Bigger 
better adventure?

I have to admit I was not the most 
prolific aquanauting in the OUTC, 

I never used one on a lake with cliffs, 
or a lake with ice or a river (at least not 
while I was a member of  OUTC), so 
will leave you to deduce what I have 
done with an aquanaut. The real enthu-
siasm for a packraft came one Easter 
while trying to plan a trip in Southern 
Fiordland in a limited time frame. So 
naturally as soon as had some money 
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and a convenient excuse (GODZone) 
it was high on the list of things making 
me broke again. Conveniently around 
the same time I was able to get a schol-
arship so as to use how to safely use 
my new toy. Because rivers were a 
whole new beast, me in a kayak in a 
river generally = swimming! Besides 
the point was to extend the tramping 
adventure right?! Cross the lake or 
Fiord to avoid an expensive boat or a 
tricky time consuming climb around?
To that end, with the exception of 
GODZone, most of my packrafting 
adventures to date have involved 
carrying the boat, aptly named 
‘Ladybug’, to remote locations for 
aesthetic value. Most people think I 
might have missed the point but not 
only does a boat on the summit make 
a great couch, the photos are also an 
excellent talking point! I hope also 
that this approach will inspire more 
people around me to get packrafts, 
so more and more packrafting trips 
will become possible. So far only one 
other member of that Easter trip has 
purchased a raft, which a poor show 
from the other three!
Jokes aside, it quickly became apparent 
most packrafters own boats to paddle 
rivers, rather than tackle tricky bits 
of tramping country. Much like ski 
touring that, some people think it’s a 
way to explore new country, but really 
it’s a way to have more epic ski runs. 
All about the downhill, now that I can 
relate to! 
So while I’m still very much a guppie 
on a river, I will make the following 

observations. It’s way better to be a 
guppie in a packraft than a kayak. 
The stability is fantastic it’s actually 
fairly hard to go over even when you 
do the wrong thing. And when you 
do go over it’s actually fairly easy to 
sort yourself out, none of this being 
trapped upside down underwater 
wondering if anyone has noticed and 
is coming to rescue you. You can also 
get back in your boat while on the 

Top: Ladybug on a training trip that involved no 
water [Penzy Dinsdale]; Bottom: Summit couch 
[Erika Stark].
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river, no need to find a bank to sort 
yourself out, just keep going! This has 
lead to be paddling several easy rivers 
with other similarly experienced and 
actually feeling fairly confident. In a 
kayak, no way! I’d need a guide (expe-
rienced-awesome-friend-with-whom-
I-can-trade-ski-lessons-for-kayak-
lessons! Really vacancy, please apply) 
and would have swum about 5 times 
as often! So whole new world!
I can safely conclude that packrafting 
is indeed a wee bit different from an 
aquanaut. Although there is some-
thing to be said for the feeling you get 
crossing Milford sound in a rapidly 
deflating boat, paddling for your 
life for the nearest land where you 
can re-inflate. Or that literal sinking 
feeling when your tow strap pulls tears 

a piece of boat off the aquanaut you 
were towing and you have to dive into 
the water to save all the gear. Great 
times also to be had when trying to 
bail one out with a holy croc. But that 
sense of being alive when you manage 
not to puncture your boat crossing 
an icy vertically sided lake with your 
iceaxe in hand… or when you against 
all odds survive taking one down a 
river! 

Great as the feeling of near death or 
epic sketchiness adrenaline is. I think 
I probably won’t replace my last aqua-
naut. I will just have to look for more 
exciting adventures with my shiny 
safer packraft! (I think my Dad prefers 
this plan too!). •

On of OUTC’s safer aquanauting exploits [Anna Murdoch].
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R & R ON THE OTEHAKE
An overnighter for a bit of rest and relaxation up the Otehake Valley in Arthur’s Pass. 

Sam Harrison

The Otehake hot spring [S Harrison].

My plans for Arthurs Pass had 
been continually stripped back 

from ambitious to realistic. Perhaps it 
was a good thing considering the fore-
casted bad weather on the horizon. 
I managed to scratch an idea of a 
trip together based on the hearsay of 
hotpools up the Otehake River. The 
actual start of this trip was anything 
but restful or relaxing. I had flown 
into Christchurch the night before 
and everything seemed to be working 
against me. I tried to blindly navigate 
my way through the city at 7:30am to 
the central backpackers where Kevin 
was staying. After 3/4 of an hour 
shouting at my phone I somehow 
made it. With Kevin bundled into 

the car we zipped off to pick up Luke. 
Thankfully he could direct me out of 
the traffic hell that was Christchurch 
and we were on our way towards the 
mountains. Our plan was to cross the 
Morrison footbridge and walk up into 
the Taramakau valley, before following 
the Kaurapataka Lake track to the 
Otehake River, which we would then 
follow up to the x marks the spot on 
the topomap.
We parked up at the Morrison foot-
bridge after a scenic drive through 
Arthur’s Pass. Everything was 
unloaded, lunch was had. Then we 
were off across the bridge. At the far 
side of the river we found a sign saying 
four hours to the Taramakau Valley via 
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the flood route. Hmmm screw that. 
Knowing that the river was probably 
fordable further down we went back 
across the bridge and pilled back into 
the car. Another five minutes we were 
parked up at the Taramakau carpark. 
It was short walk across farmland and 
then down to the river. We linked up 
and crossed, the water was just above 
my gaiters, and a little chilly. On the 
other side we were confronted by 
a wall of gorse. With the option to 
either push through it or try find a way 
around you can guess which we picked. 
Fifty metres down river there was a 
bulldozed 4WD track across the flats. 
We followed this onto the grazed land 
past the river in the valley. This part 
of the valley must not get much sun 
as it was still frozen solid at midday. 
As we sauntered along the road we 
kept losing Kevin who would stop to 
take photos. Of what I couldn’t quite 
figure out as we were walking through 
paddocks of gorse. After about an hour 
we reached the turn off up the Pfeifer 

Creek and the lake, marked but a squat 
little DOC sign on a stick. After a short 
stint walking up the dry creek bed we 
entered the bush. The track was well 
cut and we didn’t have any problems 
with it being overgrown or treefall.
After crossing Lake Creek there was 
a sign marking the track to the lake. 
Someone had scratched an hour and a 
half to the lake on the sign. We pushed 
onwards. Further towards the lake the 
track became a little overgrown and it 
wasn’t hard to lose the track. However 
markers were abundant so we didn’t 

Looking down the Taramakau Valley [S Harrison].

One and a half hours to the lake, a premature 
sign [K Lee].
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struggle to get back on. As we walk 
through the forest we stumble upon 
a large stone arrow at a fork in the 
track. Following that led us to a flat 
area by the lake and a campsite. Whilst 
it would have been nice to camp here 
the lure of the hot pools further on was 
strong. After a quick snack break we 
soldiered on.
From here the track started to get a 
little rougher, reaching around the 
edge of the lake, up and down steep 
bluffs. The going was slowed by slip-
pery roots and patches of mud. It 
was another hour till we reached a 
sign marking the track down to the 
Otehake River. That track goes down 
to where the old bridge used to be and 
provides a route to Koropuku Hut. 
Instead we followed the rough arrow 
scratched in the sign that said an hour 
and a half to the hot pools. The track 
got even rougher but was well marked 
with every manner of marker, ranging 
from the standard triangle to Venetian 
blinds to the Forest Service tin lids. To 
our left as we scrambled along was a 
steep drop down to the Otehake River. 
We clung, flung and flew along the edge 
of this cliff. It was one of those tracks 
that really gives you a good full body 
workout, with clinging and climbing 
on tree roots required at some points. 
We just about lost Kevin several times 
down the bank, making me chuckle 
and think that it will be a miracle if 
he would make it out of this tramp. I 
shouldn’t have laughed so soon as my 
life flashed before me as I found gravity 
taking hold of me. Luckily my pack 

got wedged on the track and I could 
retain some of my dignity. After awhile 
the track itself dropped steeply down 
to the river, down what one can only 
assume is a waterfall during rain. We 
successfully negotiated our way down 
its slippery slopes before bursting out 
onto the Otehake River.
I got a bad whiff on the air and told 
Luke to walk at the back if he was 
going to let bad ones like that rip. The 
smell persisted as we followed the 
river up, making me conclude that 
it was sulfur. This was a promising 
sign! After a kilometre of walking up 
the true left side of the river, along an 
increasingly small bank, we caught 
sight of the bend that held our prize. 
With the prize so near we linked 
up and started to cross. Our chosen 
crossing point was less than perfect. 
The other side of the river was deeper 
and I found myself walking on tip toes 
to keep the crown jewels dry. Getting 
out of the river in this state was a bit of 
a mission but somehow we managed 
it. In the bend of the river there was 
a small creek in a wider river bed. 
The hot pool [L Whitehead].
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Approaching the creek the presence of 
geothermal activity was apparent. Not 
only did it smell like rotten eggs, the 
creek was filled with all sorts of inter-
esting growths of all colours and was 
emitting steam further up.
We quickly reached the source of the 
steam. Sheltered by large rocks sat a 
pool a couple of metres across with 
hot water bubbling up into it. The pool 
was formed by a levy running across 
its downstream edge. This in turn was 
sheltered by a further ring of slightly 
larger rocks which formed an area for a 
fire and for cooking. To the true left of 
the creek there was a large stone cairn. 
Curious I followed the path beside it 
into the forest. Low and behold there 
was a whole bloody campsite, with 
washing lines, flat ground and firepits. 
I forced the erection of the tents before 
we lost the light. Then I went down to 
the river to try and start a fire. I carried 
a little piece of rubber innertube for 
this purpose. However my attempts 
were unsuccessful and I was left with 
a small collection of smoldering twigs 
for my effort. Disheartened I decided 
I could resist the steaming water 
not longer. Kevin was hungry so he 
brought the dinner supplies down to 
the pool and started cooking.
Meanwhile I stripped off and got into 
the pool. It was too warm. I was the 
one cooking. I opened up a small 
intake upstream of the levy to let 
in some cold water. This began to 
bring the pool down to a bearable 
temperature. I instruct Kevin from 
the warmth of the water on how to 

make cous cous (‘white person rice’ 
in his own words). He complained 
about the number of carrots that I 
bought and decided that he is hungry 
enough to eat three servings of cous 
cous. The carrots were cooked and 
mixed through the cous cous along 
with some stir-fry flavouring. We ate 
it whilst lounging in the pool, it tasted 
pretty good. However it’s safe to say we 
were not hungry enough to eat all that 
cous cous! I closed the intake and we 
sat in the pool soaking. I was worried 
we would be like those frogs you hear 
about that don’t realize they are being 
cooked alive if you only slowly increase 
the temperature. As time wore on the 
stars came out and it became a spec-
tacular show.
The possums also came out. I was out 
of the water going to take a photo and I 
catch sight of one by the pool, making 
me almost jump out of my skin. I went 
up to the campsite to put somethings 
away and I found one by the tents. I 
let out a few exclamations. I wasn’t 
wearing much so I felt pretty vulner-
able, not really keen on being castrated 

Kevin on dinner duty  [S Harrison].



154

WINTER R  & R ON THE OTEHAKE

by a possum. The possums had had 
their warning now and I wasn’t going 
to play around. I zipped everything 
in the camp up tight. On the edge of 
the clearing I see another possum and 
scone a rock in its general direction. 
I miss but almost hit the boys in the 
pool through the trees. Woops. This 
is the general theme of the evening. 
The pool became a shooting gallery. 
We would sit in the dark waiting for 
the sound of one, before spotlighting 
it and sending rocks in its direction. 
Luke was very enthusiastic. After an 
nondescript period of time we decided 
we had turned into prunes enough 
and it was time for bed. Boy did my 
legs feel good!

My roll mat deflated in the night and 
Luke snored loudly making for a very 
uncomfortable sleep. Despite this I 
was in no rush to get out of bed. By the 
time we had sorted out the campsite 
it was twenty to ten. It was sad to say 
goodbye to the pools. We decide not 
to cross the river in the same spot and 
instead head further down the true 
right bank. About 300 metres down 
the river broke in two with a gravel 
bar in the middle. We linked up and 
crossed here, the water only came up 
to my gaiters.
We flew up the track from the river. 
There must have been something in 
that water. It was only ten to twelve 
when we reached the lake. We stopped 
here for lunch. Luke discovered that 
the possums had gotten to his lunch 
before him! The lake today was a 

Top: Rare sighting of Kevin on the track [S 
Harrison]; Bottom: Luke climbing up from the 
Otehake River [S Harrison].
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mirror. Or it was until I trampled into 
it to get a better photo, doh! Kevin 
followed my lead but took it a step 
further by deciding to squat in the 
water. Off again and we sped down the 
track. We almost lost Kevin again but 
managed to find him again. We cut 
our track times yesterday to shreds. In 
an unexpected occurrence I found 5 
Czech koruna, far from home on the 
track. Walking down the Taramakau 
Valley we saw some cows. Kevin, 
seeing one in the river exclaimed “Is 
that a wild horse?”. In our own head 
spaces we plodded down the road 
towards the crossing point of the Otira 
River. However, when Luke and I reach 
the river Kevin is nowhere to be seen. 
“KEVIN” I shouted. No response. 
Where on earth is he, taking photos 
of more ‘wild horses’? Turns out he 
had gotten a little muddled and sat by 
the wrong river waiting for us, even 
though we were following the same 
road as the day before. That boy is a 
liability. We easily crossed the Otira. It 
took about five hours to get to the hot 
pools on the first day, five hours 
I would certainly do 
again! •

When the trampers are away the possums will play... [S Harrison].

Top: The trusty (?) Suzuki overheats again, this 
time on the way back through Arthurs Pass, 
luckily Sam learnt from Gillespie and brought 
spare engine coolant. The Kea inspects a rather 
anxious Sam [K Lee]; Right: Map to the Otehake 
hot pool, our path is marked. North is to the 
left.

Tramping Hack #394:
Use your billy as a 

helmet to save 
weight.
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WYE DO WE CLIMB ICE?
Who (s)knows?

Cameron Jardell

The upper Wye Creek [L Pyott].

The semester break was upon us. 
I, Cameron Jardell, and my mate 

Liam Pyott had been planning an 
ice climbing trip to Wye Creek for 
months and the thought of scaling 
frozen waterfalls was really what got 
us both through finals. I had done a 
little bit of waterfall ice climbing and 
glacier ice climbing in my home in 
Juneau, Alaska but haven’t lead prop-
erly. Liam had never touched vertical 
ice with tools. So, obviously we made a 
perfect team to send some frozen NZ 
lines. Liam bused into Queenstown 

on Saturday the 23rd of June where 
I was waiting for him in my van. The 
previous day I had ski toured in warm, 
sunny weather to a vantage point from 
which I could see the ice, which took 
about 45 minutes on skis from the 
upper lift of The Remarkables ski field. 
The ice looked decent from a distance, 
well shaded all day and the forecast 
called for colder weather. Saturday, 
however, delivered 30cm of fresh snow 
and a hefty wind to accompany it. This 
left us skeptical to avalanches, but the 
advisory remained manageable. That 
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night, the rain held us captive in the 
van resulting in very cramped quarters 
to pack, which ultimately lead to Liam 
not bringing a headtorch. The next 
morning, with a healthy level of stoke, 
we drove to the base of the Remarks 
road parking lot where I dropped off 
Liam and the gear then proceeded to 
park down the road a ways (bastards 
wouldn’t let us park overnight). We 
hitched up the mountain with a bro 
who dampened our enthusiasm with 
warnings of avalanche danger and 
recommended we talk to ski patrol 
before embarking. Once at the ski field 
lodge, we flagged down a dread locked 
ski patroller and asked him what he 
thought of our mission and the relative 
snowpack danger. We expected a reply 
on the cautious side and assumed he 
would advise against it, but much to 
our surprise he replied something like 
‘That sounds awesome! I reckon you go 
for it’ and told us that their bombing of 
the slopes resulted in minimal activity 
that morning. With this information 
our hype returned to proper levels and 
with excitement we began trekking up 
the slopes.
Hiking was easy as we were fresh, and 
the path was well groomed. It wasn’t 
until we had made it over the col and 
onto Wye Creek Saddle that we real-
ised the repercussions of our decision 
to go in deep snow without floatation. 
The reason being that Liam didn’t own 
touring skis and we just couldn’t be 
bothered renting snowshoes. So on we 
trekked, post holing our way along the 
gradual downhill slope to Wye Valley. 

Whilst descending a roller I triggered 
a horizontal crack in the snow and 
stopped to watch a wind slab break off 
and slump to the base. ‘Well shit’ we 
thought, ‘guess we should take it slow 
and keep our distance’. Although both 
of us had proper avalanche equipment 
the prospect of tumbling our way to 
the bottom of Wye Valley was kind 
of off-putting. A bit further along we 
came across a flat patch of snow which 
we didn’t think much of until Liam, 
while on point, dropped suddenly into 
a semi-frozen pond. And that was the 
last time Liam’s foot was dry for the 
rest of trip. At least his other foot was 
dry aye? Well, see Liam lacked a piece 
of gear that would never catch anyone’s 
eye in a shop and would be put at the 
bottom of the list of importance to 
those who have not walked through 
knee deep snow for many kilometers. 
Without gators to guard his boots 
from the invasion of fresh snow, water 
found its way into the inner lining, 
soaking everything in its path. And 
so, with two wet feet that were only 
getting wetter, Liam kept marching...
because how bad can wet boots be in 
the alpine?
Peering over into the Wye Valley we 
could see the frozen waterfalls on 
the other side. The other side. With 
the prospect of wind slabs forming 
on the west faces we were hesitant 
to begin a charge down to the valley 
floor. We took it slow and traversed 
downward at an angle going north 
towards Single Cone, trying to find 
our way to a gradual slope to descend 

WYE DO WE CLIMB ICE?
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upon. We chose a wee gully that wasn’t 
too steep and began our descent until 
some gnarly cliffs appeared out of 
nowhere underneath us. We began 
traversing left using the exposed rock 
and thin ice to hook our tools. The 
decision was made to go back up, but 
after traversing we found ourselves 
in a new gully. Liam began climbing 
while I still had my ice tools secured in 
the rock. Not 5 steps upward, a crack 
shot out across the gully sending a slab 
hurdling downward, taking Liam’s feet 
with it. I watched as Liam hung from 
his tools while the snow fell off the 
cliff beneath us, tumbling itself into 
a misty plume. Adrenaline began to 
build, and tensions rose as we realised 
the situation we had gotten ourselves 
into. Luckily, not far above was a rock 
wall with a windswept base that could 
take us out of this predicament. Liam 
ascended, his movements quick but 
purposeful. I wasn’t far behind, just 
hoping he didn’t break off a slab while 
I was below him. Soon enough, both of 
us were on the wee ledge of safety and 
after laughing at ourselves to ease the 
stress we hiked back onto the ridge. 
We kept on a course towards Single 
Cone with a plan to traverse to the 
head of the valley before descending, 
but the slight upwards slope and the 
persistent deep snow meant progress 
was slow. The long march upwards 
drained our last remaining bits of 
energy and enthusiasm. Needing any 
excuse for a rest, we thought it a good 
idea to check the time which lead to 
the discovery that we only had about 

half an hour until sunset. I wanted to 
keep going with head torches on hand, 
however Liam believed we should 
pitch a bivy where we were. It didn’t 
take long for me to jump onto the idea 
after reevaluating my exhaustion and 
thinking about navigating the valley 
in the dark. We were encouraged to 
get into our sleeping bags and bivvies 
by the wind which had increased 
substantially in the ever-dimming 
world around us. We got shovelin’, 
and pretty soon we had ourselves a 
fine snow pit surrounded by walls as 
large as we could make them. Night 
was upon us and quickly we had set up 
our camp with packs either side of us, 
in our bivvies and a fine meal in-be-
tween. Although we were far from 
where we wanted to be, and the night 
time wind continued to remind us of 
its presence, it was sweet to be laying 
down for the night.
Sleep was inconsistent as the wind 
violently tossed the top of our bivvies 
in a frenzy of flapping. The condensa-
tion that collected on the inside froze 
before drifting down as little flakes 
of snow onto our tired faces. After a 
couple hours of sleep, I checked the 
time, not happy with what I saw. The 
long night continued, with us in our 
bags, isolated from one another by 
the howling wind despite being barely 
30 centimetres away from each other. 
Hours passed with only one’s thoughts 
to keep company. I drifted back to 
sleep only to wake up after an hour to 
the presence of a cold pressure around 
my sides. Snow had begun to gather 
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around our bivvy bags and build up 
between Liam and me. I shuffled, 
pushed the snow with my body like 
a worm and packed it down to give 
myself some space. A minute later I 
felt the snow push back onto me from 
Liam’s direction. The battle had begun. 
I would throw my body against the 
snow to give myself some space then 
Liam would do the same. It was nice 
to know that he was still alive, but the 
snow pressed against me was starting 
to drain the heat from my sleeping 
bag. Eventually I fell asleep again but 
woke up unable to move as more snow 
had come down into our pit and piled 
up around us. My legs were completely 
buried, and the snow pressed against 
both sides of my bivvy. I felt Liam 
attempt to bulldoze the snow onto me 
but there was too much for it to matter. 
We waited, sleepless and cold, for the 
last few hours of night before finally I 
saw the morning light bleed through 
the top of my biv. 
Emerging from my snow-covered 
coffin I saw the southern wall of our 
snow pit completely gone, and all of 
it now encased us. What was once a 
pit was now even with the rest of the 
ground, the bottoms of our bivvies 
were buried as were our packs and 
everything left outside. Of the items 
left outside were Liam’s boots which 
were now filled with snow and frozen 
solid after being soaked the previous 
day. I cleared the snow from the top 
of Liam’s bivvy bag so that he could 
exit without having heaps of snow fall 
into is sleeping bag. We both deemed 

the situation hilarious and morale 
was back on track after some warm 
porridge. Using the jetboil stove, Liam 
managed to thaw the ice from inside 
his boots. Soon we had packed our 
gear and were off to find the ice!
Still gaining elevation towards Single 
Cone, we swapped leads through the 
snow. The boulders gave temporary 
relief from the seemingly endless 
plunging to our knees. We trekked 
along a ridgeline searching for a 
descent into the next large gully, but a 
sheer cliff kept us marching. Digging 
out boulders for a sling anchor, we 
contemplated an abseil down the cliff 
but decided the jumble of frozen rocks 
was too difficult to assess and wasn’t 
worth the risk. It turned out to be a 
good decision because not too much 
farther ahead we spotted a snow ramp 
Liam surveys the scene [C Jardell].
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that would put us were we wanted 
to be. With the avalanches from the 
previous day fresh in our memories, I 
began plunge stepping my way down 
the slope, taking a pause each time to 
catch myself in case the snow slipped 
from beneath me. Soon enough I was 
in the gully, and Liam came trotting 
down in my footsteps. The gentle 
downward slope was bliss. We came 
to a steeper slope scattered with rocks 
that lead directly to the bottom of 
the valley. We kept our distance in 
case of another slab brake, however 
we believed there were too many 
rocks and not enough snow volume 
to avalanche. Hiking downward at an 
angle, we traversed the slopes in an 
attempt to intercept the ice without 
losing too much elevation. After 
rounding the corner of the ridge, we 
could see along the entire west side of 
the valley. Streaks and pillars of enor-
mous vertical white ice clung to the 
rocky cliffs above us. Four-meter ice 
daggers hung from overhangs, pillars 
stood towering above various features 
of the frozen waterfall ice, contrasted 
by the dark, jagged wall of rock to 
which it clung to. The ice seemed to go 
on forever, slipping down the vertical 
gullies and jutting buttresses. This was 
what we came for.
After digesting the magnificent view 
before us, our eyes quickly began to 
focus on the ice that we actually had 
the ability to climb. To the far right 
there was a slope of ice with small 
sections of vertical bits, getting steeper 
and steeper the farther left you went. 

This offered multiple ascent routes 
of WI2 to WI2+ for about 45 meters. 
With Liam in the lead, we headed up a 
snow slope that hugged the side of the 
cliff until we found ourselves under 
a large rock roof with overhanging 
icicles. The fear of these falling on us 
combined with the off the chart levels 
of ice climbing stoke gave us a speed 
never before seen on our trip. Soon, the 
icicles turned to beautiful pillars that 
connected the large rock shelf we were 
ascending on to the roof above us; a 
winter pantheon of nature. Navigating 
our way through the half ice - half rock 
cave, we came to several levels that had 
been cleared for a bivouac site, with 
stacked rock walls to resist the wind. 
We dropped our heavy packs and 
proceeded to spread our gear out on 
the rocks at the back of the cave, which 
were snow free! It wasn’t long before 
the snacks were pulled out for us to 
enjoy a feast in our palace of ice. After 
a feed, we sorted our climbing gear, 
set up our bivvies and began planning 
how to go about the climb. Perhaps 
some top rope warm ups would have 
been a good play, however, the radness 
of the place got the best of me and as 
we finished gearing up I said to Liam 
with unwarranted confidence “I want 
to lead this pitch, man”.
Our necks were torqued back while we 
gazed at the frozen wall above us. Visu-
alising my line, I chose to keep right 
where the climbing was easier. A four-
meter vertical start soon gave way to 
a ledge, before another, slightly larger 
section of vertical ice topped out onto 
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a snow slope for a good ten meters, 
leading to a steep but less than vertical 
8-meter finish. The rope was flaked, 
Liam was safetied into a single-screw 
anchor, and I was tied into the rope. 
My first swing struck the ice and sent 
shrapnel flying. After a second swing 
on the same tool to insure a solid stick, 
I sunk my other tool into the ice above 
my head. I kicked a crampon into 
the ice, took my last breath with part 
of me still connected to the ground, 
then pulled myself up onto my foot 
and stuck in the other crampon. I was 
on the ice. Twisting my pick side to 
side, I loosened my placement for my 
next swing. Three swings this time, 
‘bomber’. Then the other tool, making 

sure to offset my placements to prevent 
horizontal cracks from detaching 
my tools from the ice. I hurled my 
crampon points into the ice but felt 
a strange slippery feeling from my 
right foot. I looked down to see that 
my crampon had detached and was 
hanging by the ankle strap. ‘Fuck’. I 
began down climbing, lowering myself 
with my arms then kicking in with 
my remaining crampon. Thankfully 
I was close to the ground when this 
malfunction occurred, and it wasn’t 
long before I was back on the ice with 
a properly adjusted crampon. My tools 
bombarded the glass like substance 
until I was sure they would hold. I 
thrusted my foot against the ice repeat-
edly to assure a solid stick but even 
then, they seemed sketchy. “Watch 
your heels man!” Liam shouted. With 
a quick glance at my feet I could see my 
heels pointing upwards. I brought my 
heels back down, relieving my calves 
of unnecessary stress. I continued 
making my way up the ice until I could 
get the entire front half of my crampon 
onto a small ledge. ‘Alright, time to get 
some gear in’. With one hand on my 
tool above my head and the other on 
the head of the screw, I pressed the 
teeth into the ice and began twisting. 
I quickly grabbed the handle and spun 
the screw almost to the base, then 
used the hammer on my second tool 
to get the final rotation in. ‘Right on’ I 
thought, ‘on belay’. 
Moving steadily upwards over the 
ice steps, I pulled myself onto the 
snow slope. My picks cut through the 

‘Look at me iceclimbing’ [L Pyott].
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layer of soft snow and penetrated the 
chossier ice layers beneath all the way 
to the shaft, however, the lower angle 
slope was a break from the stressful 
exposure of vertical ice. Soon enough 
I was at the next steep bit of the climb. 
I chose to follow a wee ice gully with 
vertical stands of ice to either side. I 
drove a screw into the ice to the left 
of me until a sudden scraping feeling 
and solid resistance signaled I had 
hit a rock. I twisted the screw back 
out, a little peeved about my practi-
cally brand new Petzl ice screw, then 
grabbed the shortest of my screws 
and began spinning it into a different 
spot a little higher up. Although this 
one went all the way in, the discovery 
of thin ice on my route only added to 
the nerve racking nature of the next 
section. Tools flung about, crampons 
kicked in and I was up. Right tool, 
left tool, stagger placements, right 
crampon, left crampon, heels down, 
arms straight, rest for a second, pull up 
and repeat. My arms began to ache as I 
neared the top out. ‘One more screw’ I 
thought. Bridging between both sides 
of the ice corner helped ease the strain 
on my calf muscles, as well as my left 
arm which held me upright while my 
right arm fiddled with gear. I clipped 
the rope and swung my tools just below 
the rounded lip of the top out. My feet 
moved up, my torso went above the lip, 
and with a short sequence of moves 
I was up on the final snow slope. I 
plunged my shafts into the snow as I 
scouted out a location for an anchor. A 
nice bulge of ice almost directly above 

the route was an obvious choice and 
soon I had my last three screws rigged 
up with a couple slings. The relief of 
this moment signaled the next step in 
the climb.
“I’m safe!” I yelled out into the vast, 
white valley. A muffled reply meant 
Liam had heard me. I pulled up the 
remainder of the slack rope until it 
became taught with Liam tied into the 
other end. I slid a bite into my bright 
purple belay device and gave him the 
go ahead. I felt the rope go slack; Liam 
had begun his ascent. He was out of 
sight, but I imagined him launching 
the picks of his new quarks into the 
hard ice, figuring out his swing, feeling 
the texture of the medium and exper-
imenting with technique. I sat in the 
‘Please pay attention to the fucking rope not the 
camera’. [C Jardell].
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snow, gazing out over the immaculate 
valley walls in all their complexity, 
periodically pulling in slack. I flicked 
the excess rope over my safety in large 
loops then returned my visual attention 
to the beautiful terrain before me. The 
wind drifted steadily over the cliffs and 
ice, as well as myself, bringing a chill to 
my body and a light but constant noise 
to fill the void of the valley. Although 
it was not silent, or still, it seemed to 
be, as the scale of such environmental 
transition was beyond the scope of my 
subconscious and I was filled with a 
feeling of solitude. At peace, but out 
of place in a location of such inhos-
pitable earthly power. Appreciation 
of our endeavor consumed me… we 
were climbing ice in a frozen and 
treacherous land, separated from the 
outside world. Perhaps my philosoph-
ical mindset perched atop the ice with 
such a view differed some from Liam 
whose chest must have been gripped 
by adrenaline, his muscles tense and 
his skin sweating as he hacked his way 
up the ice. I began hearing the impact 
of his tools and crampons, faint at first 
but increasingly louder until a happy 
kiwi head poked over the lip. Liam 
pulled himself up on his tools and was 
onto the snow. He plunged his shafts 
into the snow and trotted up towards 
me and although my view was now 
ruined, I was pretty stoked that we had 
successfully completed the ice route. 
We exchanged words of excitement, 
but the conversation soon shifted to 
how we should get up to our bivvies’ 
behind the ice pillars. Although 

the rest could have been soloed, we 
decided Liam should continue up 
while still on belay and fix up a quick 
anchor for me to follow. Soon enough, 
our rope was coiled, our gear stashed 
in the back of the cave and our bellies 
ready for a feed. 
The lack of wind and snow made the 
night very comfortable compared to 
the previous. Liam and I had retired to 
our bivvy bags but kept our torsos out, 
so we could fix ourselves a meal. We 
scooped snow around us and dumped 
it into the jetboil stove to melt. Melting 
snow for drinkable water always takes 
longer than you’d expect but after a 
while we had our bottles filled with 
liquid (Liam’s water bottle was mostly 
frozen, but we filled it up anyway to 
try and melt the ice inside). We then 
let the last bit of melted snow boil to 
make our freeze-dried meals. There 
was only one fork between the two of 
us, so Liam went first and poured the 
steaming cup into his bag. I gathered 
up several scoops of snow and ignited 
the stove. While waiting for my water 
to boil, I was distracted by conversa-
tion, but when I checked the stove the 
fire had gone out. “Uh… Liam, I think 
we’re out of fuel” I said as I fiddled with 
the flow knob and ignition button. 
“Shit! How are we going to thaw my 
boots?” Liam exclaimed in fear of his 
toes freezing the next day. In reality 
It was my fault for only bringing one 
can of gas and proclaiming to Liam 
before the trip that one can would 
be enough. In my defense however, I 
did not expect to have to thaw frozen 
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boots every morning. The tone of the 
evening had turned dreary as Liam 
pondered over the thought of frostbite, 
and I sat disappointed in the fact that 
I wouldn’t get a warm meal; munching 
away at an ice cold, crunchy teriyaki 
dinner. We began brainstorming ideas 
and planning the next day’s actions. 
“Well, we could make a fire to melt 
the ice inside your boots” I proposed 
to Liam. “There’s nothing here to burn 
mate!” Liam responded doubtfully. 
Indeed, surrounded by ice and rock, 
fuel for a fire would have to come from 
things we had brought with us. We 
tucked our heads away for the night, 
Liam still uneasy about the prospects 
of the morning, while I on the other 
hand, frothed over the new plan.
We woke up in surprise that we had 
slept throughout the entire night, as 
there was no wind or snow to harass 
us. Immediately we began scram-

bling through our packs picking out 
potentially flammable contents. I 
had brought my first aid/survival kit 
which included some useful items 
such as band aids (flammable), cotton 
balls (flammable) and a folded-up 
sheet of aluminium foil. I rolled the 
sheet of flimsy metal into a tube and 
tore a square section away at the 
bottom to allow air flow. Liam and I 
then surrounded the base of the tube 
with rocks and soon enough we had 
ourselves a jerry-rigged stove. Liam 
sacrificed his cotton bandage which we 
cut into small pieces with our pocket 
knives, providing the majority of our 
fuel. Sitting upright, still in our bivvies, 
we began the procedure: I would drop 
pieces of bandage into the stove along 
with a lit match then Liam would 
quickly hold his boots over top the foil 
tube. I would continuously add more 
flammables and periodically more 
matches to combat the fast burning 
fire. We chuckled over our resource-
fulness when Liam reported that it 
was actually working, and the ice was 
melting inside of his boots. Thrilled 
for the relative safety of his toes, the 
vibes picked up and the hilarity of 
our predicament engulfed us. The 
operation was sluggish however, and 
eventually we were forced out of our 
bivvies for some cold porridge and 
muesli bars. 
The pre-climb anxiety set in while 
Liam was flaking the rope. I demon-
strated how to make a v-thread anchor 
to Liam, despite only ever making one 
once before. He safetied into it and 

‘You said you wanted stiffer mountaineering 
boots?’ [C Jardell].
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was ready to belay. Feeling good about 
yesterday’s climb, I wanted to push 
myself a bit harder and chose a route 
that was farther left on the wall with 
longer vertical sections and a steeper 
overall gradient. Whack! I took my first 
swing into the ice. I began climbing up 
the frozen water which draped over the 
rocks in brilliant vertical flows. Screws 
went in and to my belief, were as solid 
as I needed them to be. I chose to go 
a little bit right, saving myself from a 
large vertical bit that was out of my 
league, but putting Liam in the line of 
fire. As I climbed I would bash a tool 
sideways against the less-than vertical 
sections of ice to clear the snow which 
evidently cascaded down onto Liam. 
“Hey man could you head to the left 
more, I’m getting hit!” Liam yelled up 
to me. I kept going up until I found a 
good place to begin climbing left. After 
clearing a section of snow, I stumbled 
upon a v-thread anchor that was left 
by a previous climber. I clipped into it, 
saving me an ice screw, and begun the 
crux stretch of the route. My muscles 
began to tighten as I bashed my way 
upwards. About halfway up the stretch, 
I felt the pump set in. I attacked the 
ice viciously with my front points to 
try to relieve my burning forearms. A 
collection of quick rotations and my 
screw was secure. My hands started 
to slip off the handles that held me to 
the ice. “Take!” I shouted in a panic. I 
lowered myself below the screw and let 
the rope take my weight. Suspended 
over the cliff, I shook out my arms and 
rested. I was a little bit pissed off with 

myself, “this isn’t sport climbing!” I 
thought. Although, compared to the 
alternative, and risk taking an ice 
whipper, I quickly came to terms with 
the decision. Eventually I continued 
the ascent. With only a short section of 
stressful vertical ice, pretty soon I was 
over the crux and climbing less steep, 
slightly less stressful ice.
Anchor time. I scanned the frozen 
features for a solid location to set 
Liam up for top rope. I settled on a 
decent bulge, sort of near a boulder 
that hung over the climb. I jabbed 
the teeth of a screw into the ice then 
grabbed the knob and spun it around 
until a horrible scraping feeling halted 
the screw’s advancement. “Shit”. The 
ice was thinner than I had expected. 
I retrieved the screw and tried again 
at a different angle, bit lower on the 
bulge. Bomber placement! After 
another 22cm screw and my trusty-
rusty 13cm, I was confident I could 
catch Liam if he fell. “Safe!” I yelled 
down before hauling up several meters 
of rope. Communication was difficult 
being so distant and out of direct 
sight but I’m pretty sure I heard him 
say “climbing”. I began taking in rope 
has he ascended the frozen wall, stop-
ping periodically to retrieve the pro. 
My mindset was different this time. 
Less meditative and more anxious. 
I wondered how long we had been 
climbing for and how much time we 
had until dark. Eventually, Liam joined 
me at the top, pumped and sweaty like 
a true ice climber. We continued onto 
the snow slope, repeating the previous 
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day’s procedure of Liam ascending 
and making a marginal anchor in the 
ice pillars by the cave. A bit more rope 
management and belaying, and pretty 
soon we were hobbling back up the 
cave to our gear stash.
Immediately, we began shedding gear 
onto the rocks, freeing ourselves from 
the weight and awkward dangling of 
various objects that hung from our 
harnesses. Rocks made for excellent 
seats to rest our legs as we relaxed and 
opened up our rucksacks for a meal. 
Like Keas, we picked through our food 
bag quickly, but messily, with pieces 
of our lunch scattered on the rocks 
near our feet. Salami, bread, carrots 
and muesli bars filled our stomachs 
and replenished our energy reserves 
in preparation for the next step in our 
mission… getting home. We briefly 
discussed our options: no fuel meant 
we would have to rely on the dripping 
icicles for water and repeat the morn-
ing’s task of thawing Liam’s boots with 

the collection of flammables we had 
left, or, head out immediately and 
get back to the van, freeing ourselves 
from the icy prison we were in. Liam 
admitted that his feet weren’t doing 
very well and were very cold while 
he belayed. Although not frozen, the 
water in his boots still drained enough 
heat to cause serious damage to his 
wee appendages. It was clear that we 
had to hike out that night. We began 
planning our escape. “Hey, Liam…”, 
“Yeah, Man?”, “We’re definitely not 
getting out of here before dark” I said 
looking at the time. It was 1:30pm and 
the sun set around 5pm. “We should 
pack and get out of here quick then” 
Liam responded already on the move 
to clean up our campsite and pack our 
climbing gear.
It was about two in the afternoon when 
we departed our temporary home in 
the hills. It was a very real goodbye 
to our beloved cave, which might not 
seem very comfortable but compared 

Some n’ice ice to climb [C Jardell].
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to an open bivouac in a snow pit 
during a blizzard, was sweet as. I took 
off down the snowy hill with deep 
plunge-steps until the slope began to 
mellow and I had to use my strength 
to stomp a path rather than rely on 
gravity to pull me through the snow. 
After a while, Liam took lead and 
continued the hike down the valley. 
The deep snow defeated any attempt 
we made to make ground quickly. 
Countless obstacles laid beneath the 
surface of the white devil-shit that 
separated us from a good night’s sleep 
in my van. A minefield of rocks and 
tussock spread as far as the eye could 
see. The valley didn’t appear very long, 
and we assumed we would at least 
make it halfway before the sun set. We 
were very wrong.
We watched as the light slowly faded 
from the barren valley sides that 
entrenched us. Looking back at our 
progress didn’t give us any confidence. 
We reached a steep hill that required 
a bit of route finding, as the down-
ward side was partially cliffed out. At 
this level of the valley, Wye Creek was 
flowing with water and cut the valley 
in two as it wound its way out of sight. 
Not long after we found our way to the 
bottom of the steep hill, the alpenglow 
had alpengone, and we trudged on in 
extremely dim light. We made our way 
over to the creek and took our first 
break, freeing our shoulders tempo-
rarily from our packs, and gulping 
down the crisp alpine water. The end 
of the valley didn’t look that far away, 
but when put into perspective of our 

rate of travel, we knew we were in for 
a long night. I pulled my head torch 
from my pack, our only one, and began 
leading the way down the valley. Every 
step was like rolling dice, you never 
knew what kind of footing you’d get. 
Maybe a nice hard top layer that could 
hold your weight, or perhaps your foot 
would snap through that top layer and 
sink a good 30cm unexpectedly. Some-
times our feet would continue past the 
snow and plunge into a tussock trap 
below. The randomness of walking 
through kilometre after kilometre of 
bullshit created a stressful and slow 
journey down the valley. Every now 
and then we would switch leads and 
follow in the other’s footprints, which 
helped a little but not substantially. 
Occasionally, I would step onto a snow 
crust which held my weight, but when 
Liam put his weight on the same spot, 
he would fall through to the base. 
Despite our struggles and hatred of 
the deep snow, we marched onwards; 
sometimes hoping over tussock banks, 
sometimes crossing the stream in 
search of easier terrain, and, almost 
always following rabbit tracks as they 
seemed to lead over the strongest 
snow. 
Eventually, our persistence paid off 
and we made significant progress 
towards our destination, however, as 
we approached the bend in the valley 
we noticed the walls became increas-
ingly steeper and narrower. We were 
being funneled into a more treach-
erous area than we were expecting. 
Our mellow gradient over tussock 
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and snow turned into a traverse over 
steep slopes. Soon, small trees and 
brush provided even more resistance, 
yay! A good mission is never complete 
without a bushwhack in the dark, 
so we kept on moving. Navigating 
the steep slopes was a route-finding 
nightmare. ‘Do we go up? Descend 
to the river? Should we just pass this 
bluff and and see what’s on the other 
side?’ we discussed, but we usually 
decided to stay high until we were sure 
of a descent route. It got to a point 
where we were descending steep, snow 
covered tussock over decent exposure 
over a rocky gully and now raging river. 
Using our ice tools to swing into the 
tussock as well as grabbing the occa-
sional bush for security, we worked our 
way to the river’s edge. Water flowed 
vigorously through boulders as we 
scoured up and down for a crossing. 
After some awkward scrambling along 
the rocky bank, we found our savior. 
Some balancy moves over rock, then a 
committing leap was all it took for us 
to continue our trek on the other side 
of the creek. Although the terrain on 
this side was no better, we knew there 
was a trail that lead to the Wye Creek 
parking lot. We climbed our way into 
the brush and began bashing our way 
through ever-thickening trees and 
bushes, until there it was, some pink 
marking tape on the side of a tree. 
A trail! At last we were liberated from 
the snowy hell and could walk with 
relative ease to the car park. Excite-
ment triggered a wave of energy as we 
stormed off down the trail, weaving 

our way through beech trees. Time 
seemed to move slow, however, and 
with every step our awareness of sore 
shoulders and aching feet grew. The 
constant jingling of climbing gear filled 
our ears since we were too exhausted 
to speak to each other. Eventually we 
did try to hold a conversation, which 
due to our delirious minds made abso-
lutely no sense and I still question our 
mental capabilities because of it. We 
experienced little bits of enthusiasm 
with each sign of our proximity to the 
car park. After a stop in the long-drop, 
we hurried down the dirt road, filled 
with eagerness to make it down. And 
soon enough, there it was: a paved 
road right in front of us.
“That was one hell of a mission, man” 
I exclaimed, “Yeah pretty marginal, 
aye?” Liam responded in a dazed tone. 
We exchanged laughter and state-
ments of exhausted triumph. The only 
remaining task for the night was to get 
back to the van which was parked a 
good 12 kilometres down the road. So, 
like many climbers before us, we sat on 
our packs and waited for a car to come 
by, and put our thumbs up. Of course, 
it was past 11pm on a road that mainly 
connected Queenstown to Invercar-
gill, not a crowd that often likes to mix. 
We waited for an hour, 5 cars passed, 
and no one picked us up. “Looks like 
were sleeping here man, I don’t think 
we’re getting picked up tonight” Liam 
said with disappointment on his face. 
“Aww, but I don’t want to get back in 
that bivvy bag.” But we did get back 
in the bivvies; sprawled out in a wee 
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paddock on the side of the road, we 
slept.
The next day I hitched back to my van 
then returned to pick up Liam and 
the gear. We spent the day devouring 
maccas, lounging in the spa of the 
Frankton community centre, and 
watching The Incredibles 2 in the 
cinema. Although the relaxing activ-
ities were nice, we couldn’t get over 
how difficult, yet awesome the trip 
was. It marked the true start of mine 
and Liam’s adventures in uni. We 
walked over a mountain in knee deep 
snow, survived avalanches, pitched 
an emergency bivvy, thawed Liam’s 
boots, climbed waterfall ice, thawed 
Liam’s boots again with tinfoil and 
bandages, climbed another ice route, 
then hiked out in the dark with only 
one head torch. Many small failures 

lead to an incredible success. We 
found everything we went looking for; 
adventure and experience. With every 
cluster-fuck of a mission, comes a lot 
of laughs and a lot of memories, which 
at the end of the day, is really why we 
venture into the hills in the first place.

Some advice for senders who want to 
climb ice at Wye Creek: 

• Don’t go after heavy snow;
• Ski touring is absolutely worth 

it for the approach, I am never 
hiking in again;

• Bring extra stove fuel, it really is a 
lifeline in the mountains;

• Bring your goddamn head torch;
• Just go and send it, there’s only one 

way to get experience! •

Continued from page 101.
We decided that the views were worth braving the crowds 
for. I would seriously recommend this tramp is done just 
outside the main season (assuming you are an experi-
enced tramper) because this track is incredibly busy – like 
an Auckland motorway at rush hour. Take the earliest 
shuttle you can to be ahead of the crowds, or if you’re a 
trail runner, best to go in the opposite direction to the 
crowds so they move for you. That said, it is a stunning 
volcanic landscape, and very different to what we see most 
in the South Island. It’s a tramp I’d recommend every NZer 
do once, but please do it without one of those “Tongariro 
Alpine Crossing: walked it, liked it” hideous shirts. And 
don’t be surprised if you see people in sandals, jandals, 
carrying a suitcase, etc. 
Next track on page 194.

NI TRAMPING - TONGARIRO ALPINE CROSSING
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The German is our driver but 
doesn’t have a car. The Norwe-

gian has never done an overnighter 
but keeps on walking. The Swede is 
in charge of the food but forgets the 
last dinner. The Kiwi thought the 
walk would be chill but gets heaps of 
blisters.

For five days they walk and talk, take 
photos and eat.
They eat homemade bread, pizza, 
pasta and all things exotic.

They meet hunters and students, trav-
ellers and mountaineers.

They see snow-capped mountains, 
turquoise waters, and scenic valleys.

They hear kea and robin, waterfalls 
and rivers.

The first night they walk in the dark, 
head torches bouncing up and down 
before they see an illuminated hut.

The next day, at a hut in a clearing in 
the bush, they meet a loud Canadian 

THE INTERNATIONAL GANG
A German, a Norwegian, a Swede, and a Kiwi all go into the 
bush to enjoy mid-semester break and meet along the way a 
Canadian and a Frenchie…

Katie Snowden

The Powerpuff Girls [J Berg].
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and his quiet French companion who 
join in the international gang.

The third day they meet them again 
along the track walking and joking 
about the next hut which is surely just 
around the corner.

They spend a few nights together 
deep in conversation, friendship blos-
soming in the mountains.

They walk up a final hill, the Kiwi and 
the Swede keep telling the others “it’s 
just around the corner!” when it’s not.

The end of the tramp is near but like 
every escape into the bush, they don’t 
want it to end.

Now everyone is back in their own 
corner of the world but they will 
always remember those five days in the 
bush surrounded by the blue sky, the 
mountains, and the turquoise water at 
the bottom of New Zealand. •

A DESCRIPTION
Penzy Dinsdale
The dirty sky drags in the water below me,
The dusky tarn wibbles,
As I stand on the impossible collection of moss
And mud that holds it together,
Piled half a metre deep.
The frilled fronds of weed, untouched ever by a wave,
Lie twisted and tangled,
As though dead.
A wiff of fog extends a hand towards us,
Between the myriad of tarns.
It is time to reach the hut. •

Friends made in the mountains are the best kind.



Page one - Clockwise from top: 
Rowan Cox ~ Cross Tent Battleships;
Julie Berg ~ McKellar Saddle; 
Rowan Cox ~ Arawhata; 
Kevin Lee ~ Carbonara Cooking; 
Cara-Lisa Schloots ~ Mt Ward; 
Madeleine Whittaker ~ Bedazzled.

SOME HONOURABLE MENTIONS

Every year club members vie off in the 
annual photo competition, judged by 

the legendary Danilo Hegg.

ANNUAL OUTC PHOTO 
COMPETITION



PHOTO COMPETITION - ROCK CLIMBING

CATEGORY WINNERS

ROCK CLIMBING
2. Eugene Yeo - ‘Sunrise Climb’.
1. Eugene Yeo - ‘McDonald’s please spon-      
sor me’.

NATIVE FLORA AND FAUNA
2. Sam Harrison - ‘Poser’.
1. Katie Snowden - ‘Otago Skink Family’.

HUT AND CAMP LIFE
2. Sam Harrison - ‘Cross-section’.
1. Jason Chua - ‘Snow Cave; Sort of ’.

ABOVE THE BUSHLINE
2. Rowan Cox - ‘Camp Snowball’.
1. Madeliene Whittaker - ‘Where to from      
here?’.

BELOW THE BUSHLINE
2. Kevin Lee- ‘Dat way’.
1. Kevin Lee - ‘Zeee’.

OUTDOOR LANDSCAPE
2. Sarah Goh - ‘Beach Reflections’.
1. Jason Chua - ‘Single & Double Cone’.

UNIQUELY OUTC
2. Katie Snowden - ‘Almost’.
1. Kevin Lee - ‘Dan & Sam in Usual Attire’.



PHOTO COMPETITION - NATIVE FLORA AND FAUNA



PHOTO COMPETITION - HUT AND CAMP LIFE



PHOTO COMPETITION - ABOVE THE BUSHLINE



PHOTO COMPETITION - BELOW THE BUSHLINE



PHOTO COMPETITION - OUTDOOR LANDSCAPE



PHOTO COMPETITION - UNIQUELY OUTC



BUSHBALL INSERT TEXT

My best research places the first 
Bushball as being held on the 

22nd of June 1974. 44 years later there 
might have been a few less sideburns 
but otherwise it was the same deal - a 
bloody good party at Aspiring Hut. It’s 
the pinnacle of the club’s social calen-
dar. 
The planning might not have been 
without hiccup, but what can you 
expect when you have to organise 
100 punters' worth of party supplies? 
In the end everything pulled together 
into one of the best Bushballs yet! 

The plan was simple: gather together 
100 eager people, assemble at 5pm 
at OUSA before shipping out for the 
Raspberry Flat Carpark in four vans 
and the bus, stopping at Beaumont en-
route for a feed. We would sleep under 
flys before a lazy start and the easy walk 
into Aspiring Hut. Once at the hut 
everyone would set up the lighting and 
sound etc. whilst someone entertains 
the punters. Then it would be dinner 
time and time for a party! The next 
morning we would have a good fry up, 

BUSHBALL
27th - 29th July

EDITOR’S PREFACE
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BUSHBALL INSERT TEXT

clean up and go home. At least, that 
was the plan.
Writing an actual account of Bushball 
is difficult from my perspective as my 
memory of the whole event is a little 
blurry/non-existent. This whole state 
of affairs began in the bus near Milton 
when Jake lamented that the Bushball 
bus used to be a bit of a piss up. Ever 
eager to make OUTC great again, we 
decided that a stop in Milton for some 
booze would do bus morale good. Cue 

50 punters filing into a deserted Milton 
Liquorland much to the shock of the 
shop assistant who came out of a side 
room. Alex told me to buy two goons 
so I dutifully followed her instructions. 
Bus morale was most certainly lifted. 
Ruby convinced me that we should 
try and get drunk before Beaumont 
and well... I think I managed that. And 
well... I’ll let everyone else tell the story 
from there.

DOOF DOOF DOOF, the party is going off the roof [S Harrison]. 182
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BUSHBALL ODE TO THE BEAUMONT

Rain was forecast again. I think 
Kaitlyn, my driver, hoped we 

would be trapped at the Beaumont 
pub by floodwaters for a second time. 
Then we would be saved from put-
ting up flys in icy rain and sleeping on 
puddled, car park gravel. But the real-
ity was preferable! We still arrived at 
Raspberry Flat at midnight but the sky 
was crystal clear. The stars would have 
been blazing if it wasn’t for the full 
moon stealing the show and provid-
ing all the light they needed. No head-
lights required. I did a few trips shut-
tling punters across the fords. That big 

shiny bus not so great as it looks now 
is it. Luckily a heartfelt, top of their 
lungs, rendition of Taylor Swift’s You 
Belong With Me (initiated by a male 
no less!) drowned out the sound of my 
driver unskillfully scraping my under-
carriage on rocks as we crossed the 
streams. 
My driver still ended up sleeping on 
the car park gravel, but they had a 
mint view from their sleeping bag of 
Homestead Peak in the moonlight; 
snow being blasted off its tops. 
Saturday was all you can eat porridge 
and rain. No one thought to give me 
any porridge, I was out in the rain 
too. After that I was deserted for keg 
and curry. Almost a hundred students 
headed off, packs and coats colourful 
in the drizzle, goon bags at their side. 

A TASTEFUL TRIP
HIR3P00L
A Hirepool vans perspective

Great chieftain of the country pub race,
Above them all you take your place,

Well are you worthy of a grace,
Halfway between home and the hike.

Shining beacon along the Clutha river,
So kind on my eyes but rough on my liver,

On good times you never fail to deliver,
Hiluxes out front in a row.

The jukebox usually steals my money,
The locals seem to look at us funny,

But after a jug everyone’s lovely,
Mostly the barmaid Lisa.

Short is our stay unless the river's running high,
We fill up on yarns, Speights and some kai,

Until next time this is sadly goodbye,
New Zealand’s greatest pub.

ODE TO THE BEAUMONT Josh Donn
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BUSHBALL A  TASTEFUL TRIP

From all accounts the curry was good, 
but the curry on the banner was even 
better. I thought it perfectly captured 
the idea of trampers attending a ball. 
My colleague the trailer had other 
ideas however, unamused with the 
slimey muck splattered throughout 
his insides. Fortunately, the sun was 
making up for lost time on Sunday and 
we were all treated to some of the best 

views a glacial valley can offer. After 
the drivers mandatory pie and custard 
square in Wanaka we headed for 
home. Quite the musical connoisseurs 
my passengers, we sped through 
the Central Otago night listening 
to classic jazz tunes and almost the 
whole Marlon Williams album. So 
wholesome. •

EXPLOSIVE BUSHBALL 
CURRY

So spicy even the Hirepool trailer 
couldn’t keep it in.

Method:
1. The night before, cut up the bag of onions. Take about 30 min to dice them all, because the tears just 

keep on coming.
2. Dice pumpkins and roast until soft and slightly brown.
3. Add dried chickpeas to boiling water, and soak overnight.
4. The next day, add chopped onions and garlic to a very large pot (ideal) or 3 smaller pots (reality). Real-

ise that already half a bottle of oil is gone (due to the brownies), and steal the flatmates oil.
5. Divide the curry paste among the 3 pots. Realise that the curry paste has prawn in it, so now a veg-

etarian curry must additionally be made. Add final curry paste container to the pots (big mistake) 
- because what will you do with 20 servings of curry paste?

6. Divide turmeric among pots to the onion mixture.
7. Once the curry paste is more of a smooth consistency rather than a firm one, add the coconut cream 

and chopped tomatoes. Let simmer.
8. Let Mexican flatmate who likes spice try the curry. She says that it is a bit hot for her tolerance. Ignore 

the criticism, because surely it won’t be that bad. Plus, being vegetarian, you don’t have to eat it, and 
can eat the milder vegetarian one.

9. Divide into stupid kmart containers and drive to Raspberry Flats. Open trailer to find curry spilled all 
over the banner which you had worked hard on. Die a little on the inside.

10. Heat curry, and add mixed veges, chickpeas and pumpkin.
11. Serve 100 happy trampers!

PREP: 60 min (if everyone chips in!).
COOK: ? min.
SERVES: 100 hungry punters

• Bag of onions
• Garlic
• Oil
• Coconut cream
• Red curry paste
• Chopped tomatoes
• Pumpkin
• Chickpeas

• Turmeric
• Mixed vegetables
• Manuka honey (for the carrots)
• An entire container of Moroccan seasoning (po 
 tentially the most important ingredient, one  
 should not forgo this)
• Olive oil

INGREDIENTS:

Jackie Foster
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BUSHBALL A BUSHBALL BIRTHDAY

Imagine turning 21 on the other 
side of the world, in a hut located 

in beautiful Matukituki Valley, with a 
hundred Otago students dressed up in 
their Greek costumes. I never thought 
I would be celebrating my birthday in 
winter but New Zealand’s mountains, 
people I met, cold rivers, and the 100-
star views from the toilet (which some 
still mistake for the woodshed) made 
for a memorable weekend.
We all assembled at OUSA on a Friday 
night and finally departed after an 
hour of everyone trying to get their 
shit together. I could not make it to the 
bus, so I hopped on one of the vans 
and did not hear any of Jacob’s wisdom 
he likes to share when he drives the 
bus. We spent the first night camping 
at Raspberry Creek Carpark and it is 
still a mystery how I did not freeze in 
my Kmart sleeping bag and 5-dollar 
mat. The morning started off with 
the famous OUTC breakfast full of 
oats, brown sugar, and dried sultanas. 
Surprisingly, we even got a banana 
each, probably some extra energy to 
carry all the stuff through the valley.
It was raining the whole way towards 
Aspiring Hut and the mist covered 
all the mountains around us. I met a 
lot of people during the walk, most of 
which I am still trying to remember 
the names of, and envied those who 
were driving the four wheel through 

the valley. When we got into the hut, 
there was an Aussie guy named Terry 
who shared his salmon and cheese 
with us. Just a few days later, he needed 
to be helicoptered out when he tried 
to summit Mt. Aspiring, but that is 
another story. What I can say is that he 
surely did have fun that weekend with 
us! 
Before the night began, we all got 
in our costumes, trying to fit the 
theme of Greek Gods and Goddesses. 
Perhaps my favourite one was the God 
of obesity who wore two XXXL shirts 
accompanied with a bottle of Scrumpy, 
of course. We then proceeded to have 
our three-course dinner which started 
off with chips and dip. The main 
meal was half of the bucket of curry 
(the other half spilled in the van and 
covered decorations that were hung 
on the walls of the hut) and was one of 
the spiciest meals I have ever had. I am 
not sure if someone was too drunk and 
spilled extra hot sauce or if my ginger 
Scrumpy just made the combination 
unbearable. The brownies for dessert 
were the definite winner!
After we were all well fed, a few (or 
more) drinks in, and ready to release 
all the energy, we hit the dance floor. 
The music was pumping, people were 
sucking the life out of the poorly 
functioning keg, and the wine goons 
were being slapped. Everyone was 
having a good time (maybe except for 
the guy who accidentally cut open his 
arm by breaking a window). When 
the clock hit midnight, Hamish (the 
president and a sweet friend) put me 

A BUSHBALL BIRTHDAY
Amina Maslo
Turning 21 on the other side of the world isn't 
all that bad.
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on the table. Everyone started singing 
happy birthday and the DJ played 
“Party in the USA”. I am still unsure 
why they chose this song considering 
I come from Bosnia, but I didn’t 
question it and just danced with a huge 
smile on my face through the night. 
As the music and energy started 
fading away, people slowly made their 
way to the sleeping bags wherever 
they could find a spot. The bunks, 
the floor, the chairs, and even the 
tables were occupied with a hundred 
trampers who managed to fit into a 
33-person hut. In the morning, we got 
up to sunshine and could finally see 
the mountains that were surrounding 
the hut. We all rolled out of our 
bags for a gourmet breakfast to cure 
the hangover and ate hash browns, 
eggs, sausage, beans, and leftover 
brownies from the previous night. 
The hut needed to be tidied up before 
departure and the president of OUTC 
was fairly pissed off that morning 
because he had to clean up someone’s 
shit from the woodshed despite him 
clearly explaining to everyone to use 
the toilet. If you are reading this and 
plan on attending Bushball: DO NOT 
SHIT IN THE WOODSHED, USE 
THE TOILET. 
On the way back to the carpark, myself 
and a few more people took turns 
carrying the keg back. The pump did 
not function properly the previous 
night, so we managed to get some 
leftover booze out to keep us hydrated 
as we were walking. Close to the end 
of the track, a group of us jumped into 

the cold Matukituku River. I was still 
in the water when they started singing 
happy birthday to me. I was looking at 
the mountains around me, listening 
to these people, and was filled with 
so much warmth despite the freezing 
river. 
Thank you OUTC for such an 
unforgettable weekend; the keg stand, 
the spicy curry, the friendships, and 
for making my 21st birthday the best 
one so far! I may not take the shit 
sleeping bag with me but I surely will 
carry all the memories wherever I go. •
Top: The keg!
Bottom: Perfect weather for a Birthday dip.
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Spread 1: [1] Van goon; [2] Ruby gets ready 
to walk; [3] Slackers; [4] Becca and Josh; [5] 
Sam and team Dionysos; [6] Zak's cheeky 
funnel; [7] Beaumont bogans; [8] Warm 
weather; [9] George, Claire and Izzy enjoy-
ing the porridge; [10] Cam the happy man; 
[11] Josh sending the goon.

Spread 2: [1] Making explosives; [2] DJ Jake 
on the decks; [3] Gavin's strip tease minus 
the tease; [4] Terry enjoying the night.

Spread 3: [1] Aidan compensating?; [2] 
Climbing on Sunday; [3] Better than the 
Wanaka tree; [4] The Bushbox; [5] Iben 
showing off her hashbrown; [6] Sam and 
Hamish prepare to head down the river.

1.

2.

7.

8.

9.
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2.

3.

4.

5.

6.7.

10. 11.
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5.
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BUSHBALL BUSHBALL, AN EPILOGUE

On a sunny Tuesday morning the 
club's Facebook page received a 

message asking if we had been at Mt 
Aspiring Hut on the weekend. Oh shit, 
I thought, what have we done wrong 
this time? Are they annoyed about 
the quad bikes? Instead of giving us 
a grilling this person was asking if we 
had shared the hut with anyone else. I 
distinctly remember thinking oh shit 
something really has gone wrong. I 
relayed everything I knew about our 
Australian friend Terry and his plans 
to climb Aspiring. He had in fact 
gone missing, not returning to his car 
on Monday. The next few days were 
a bit tense for the club, as our hopes 
slowly faded that he would be found 
alive. Our hopes dropped even lower 
when it was discovered that he had left 
most of his kit at French Ridge Hut for 
a quick ascent, meaning he was out 
without a sleeping bag or anything. 
Bad weather hampered the search 
and rescue effort but finally he was 
found  alive on Wednesday, although 
it wasn't until a window in the weather 
on Thursday that he could be extract-
ed. The operation was described by 
one of the rescuers as "bigger than Ben 
Hur". Safe to say everyone in the club 
was very relieved. Bloody Aussies, no 
surprises there.. • 

BUSHBALL, AN EPILOGUE

Top: Most of our Saturday nights were a bit 
blurry, so we could sympathize with a bit of 
ambiguity as to what happened.
Bottom: The rescue team and Terry where he 
was found on Quarterdeck Pass.
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Continued from page 170.
I’ve left out any trips less than half a day in length from above. There were a whole bunch of 
mini excursions. My favourite of which was from Oakura to a bay well past Whangaruru with 
no name; combining beach walking, rock hopping, short bits of bouldering and swimming, 
until the tide rose too high.  If you’re interested in short day walks that aren’t closed due 
to Kauri dieback around the Auckland/Northland region, try Shakespeare or Wenderholm 
Regional Parks, Okura Bush (Stillwater end is still open), any of the islands in the Hauraki 
gulf (Rangitoto, Waiheke, Tiritiri Matangi, Kawau, Rotoroa, etc), the coast to coast or lots of 
other coastal walks. Or join the rest of us in hoping we can protect our Kauri and re-open our 
favourite tracks. 
There’s still time left in the holidays so I’m hoping to head back into the Kaimai Ranges 
or down to Mt Taranaki. If you, unlike me right now, actually have decent fitness then the 
Kaimanawas are quite fun.  The Tongariro National Park has a few multi-day walks, as does the 
Tarawera area. The Ureweras are good, particularly if you head north of Lake Waikaremoana. 
If you don’t mind an expensive ferry, there is some great tramping and natural hot pools out 
on Great Barrier Island. Cape Reinga is the North Island's lesser-cousin to the Abel Tasman. 
There are others, but hopefully you get the idea. My final bit of advice: if you’re looking for 
the best tramping in the upper North Island, move to the South Island. You won’t regret it. •

NI TRAMPING - OTHER TRACKS

Across:
3. What brand is Sam's 
Car?  (6)
4. 10% (6)
7. Where was Snowcraft 
held? (7)
8. Who wanted one last 
dip in the ocean? (8)

13. What bug did 
Matheson catch? (10)
14. Adjective used for 
Bushball Curry. (9)
16. Which saint does 
Josh revere? (8)

Down:
1. There is a positive relationship between this 
and morale. (5)
2. Feathery Fornication. (6)
5. What technic got Jake disqualified from 
worm wrestling? (10)
6. Where did Aidan meet Sarah? (8)

9. First person to cross Brodick Pass other than 
Mr Brodrick. (7)
10. In what mountains did Sam get lost? (9)
11. Which bar does Cam suggest climbing? (8)
12. In what hut is Bushball held in? (8)
15. Who forgot the group cooker at Fiordland? (5)
17. ... Tent. (4)

OUTC 2018 
CROSSWORD
Definitely not a space filler.
All solutions contained 
within Antics 2018. 
Answers on page 362.



195

WINTER BIG HUT, LITTLE FRESHERS

Sometimes the hardest part about 
going tramping is leaving. So we 

thought as we slammed the boot and 
farewelled everyone else who was driv-
ing off… then realised that the keys 
were, in fact, locked in the car. Some 
discussions ensued. We thought about 
calling AA (and did so… their waiting 
playlist music was quite frankly not as 
good as Studylink’s holding jams) until 
a flatmate of the driver suggested we 
call Campus Watch, who would have 
spare keys to the flat that the spare car 
keys were locked in.
So, after a good half hour sitting outside 
the locked OUSA Clubs and Socs 
building in the drizzle, doing a good 

job of impersonating the homeless and 
scoring a few pity looks from passing 
drivers, Campus Watch rolled up, and 
soon our driver returned with keys. 
(Note: we intended to get a selfie with 
Campus Watch but A: didn’t want to 
look like crazy freshers and B: they 
rolled off before we had the chance. 
Duty calls, I suppose).
We told ourselves it was a bit of an 
adventure, felt slightly guilty about 
being an hour behind the other group, 
and headed off to Middlemarch. 
From here, we promised ourselves, 
everything would be easy. 
We set off through the foggy paddocks 
at the base of the Rock and Pillar 

BIG HUT, LITTLE FRESHERS
Freshers accidentally make it to Big Hut, a trip 
not without incident. 

Shar Mathias & Madeleine Whittaker 

Big Hut, big dreams (little freshers - Madeleine 
Whittaker, Shar Mathias, Emma Crampton) 

[M Eriksen].
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Range, ‘enjoying’ the mud and the 
(complete lack of) view. Conversation 
was rolling and things were good, until 
the front half of the group decided 
to cross a fence. Martin, the one 
person who’d been to Big Hut before, 
announced that this was not where the 
fence crossing was, but we’d lost them 
to the fog. So, after some futile calling 
and chasing through wet tussock, we 
continued on our way. 
Spirits were high again, despite mild 
drizzle and low visibility. Everything 
seemed great, and at least we hadn’t 
taken a wrong turn like those 
muppets… until the path started going 
downhill.
Big Hut is at about 1000 metres, and 
we’d started around 400 metres. As 
you might guess, we did not want to 
be going downhill. So we plunged into 
a paddock over a fence trying to find 
the trail markers, and got completely 
soaked by the damp, dripping tussock. 
The paddock route seemed like a good 
plan, until we realised we had come 
full circle and could have gone back 
the way we came without having to 
wrestle tussock almost as high as our 
heads. 
‘Otago Uni idiots get lost in fog’. ‘Who 
taught them to read a map?’ ‘Adults 
incapable of basic route finding fail 
to find a basic track, die alone in mist 
of Middlemarch.’ ‘Turns out New 
Zealanders and idiotic international 
exchange students think they can 
read maps, turns out they can’t, also 
turns out they didn’t have a map to 
start with...’  and other dire headlines 

flashed through our minds. Between  
7 and 12.5 minutes later, however, 
we rounded a bend and realised we’d 
missed a simple stile, beyond which 
were beautiful, clear track markers 
(and the footprints of supposedly lost 
group members).
A few hours later, we made our 
way through the crunchy snow to 
Big Hut. The rest of the trip went 
without mishap. The sun came out, 
we pranced in the snow like 5 year-
olds, threw the odd snowball, ate far 
too much scroggin, played the odd 

Above: Misty mountains cold; Below: The blessed 
track marker [Both M Whittaker].
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game of Bananagrams and table tennis 
(in our sleeping bags) and froze our 
feet off. The sunrise, sunset and stars 
were worth putting our frozen socks 
and wet boots back on for. Big Hut is 
perfect for a wee weekend adventure, 
an achievable distance in a car that 
can’t go more than 40km/h up hills, 
with incredible views if the fog is 
feeling co-operative. In short, we’d 
highly recommend going, if you can 
find stiles better than we could and 
are capable of not locking your keys in 
your car. •

Comfort taken to the next level [ M Whittaker].

Happy chappies - The authors.

A Scottish mountain goat? Not quite
Sophie Zych was among the fastest 
up the mountain and didn’t have any 
problems on the way down either. Still, 
her legs were entirely bruised after the 
trip. The cause? Table bouldering and 
falling on /bum sliding down the stile 
to the carpark.
- From our reporter in the field, Jakob Nordfeldt

Snapped my key in the boot door,
Parents woken up at 5:30... were pretty sore.

Watch the temperature and water light...
Surely the head gasket won't blow right?

Do we need 2 pots?
You definitely don’t need 6 socks.

Lets walk (when we could have driven).
Talk...

...for some group bondage.
Fricken' excellent porridge!!! •

OUT THE DOOR
Aidan Braid
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The idea of basking in hot pools 
with a view of the mountains has 

been percolating in the back of my 
mind for a couple of years now, and 
so finally I decided it was time to get 
off my ass and persuade some mates 
to come with. There was a fair bit of 
humming and ha-ing by the gang in 
the weeks, hours and minutes preced-
ing departure, but Thursday afternoon 
saw us piled into the Toyota Wish, four 
goons armed with four goon sacks and 
a heap of shit yarns up our sleeves. 

Blasting Cat Empire on the All Blacks 
boom (which treated us to a “ka mate” 
every time it was turned on), in the 
back seat Charles and I made it our 
mission to get a goon down by Wana-
ka. The details of the drive are fairly 
hazy, but I’m pretty sure we achieved 
this goal. I’m told that by the time we 
got to Wanaka to pick up our fifth 
team member, I was struggling with 
basic English, and after tossing my 
cookies in the back seat, I ran into the 
lake in my jeans and Birkenstocks. 

IV : A NEW TROPE
Provisions of note: 4 goons, heaps of buns, half a 
kilo of cheese, several pressure-ripened bananas.

Julia Leman

Charlie, Kelly, Scott, Julia and Will 
dicking around [Paul]. 
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This was something of a christening 
for old Goonlia, and though the birks 
were never seen again, they were the 
only real casualty of the trip.
Will, our driver and the leader of 
the trip, got us to Boundary Creek 
Campsite, pitched the tent and tucked 
me in my sleeping bag. I woke on 
Friday morning with no idea as to how 
we had got there, but rearing to go 
nonetheless. I was feeling so excellent 
that I suspect a fair bit of goon was still 
sloshing around the system. We headed 
up through Haast and reached the 
trailhead. It was a gorgeous morning, 
and after some hilarious attempts to 
cross the river with dry boots (all but 
Kelly failed), off we marched. The track 
was lovely- the stones were perfectly 
placed for rock hopping, the river was 
that deep teal blue you only see around 
the mountains, and we were joined by 
a kea and some dumpy kereru. 

In the week before, I’d been so 
excited about the trip that I had sort 
of accidentally invited my blind date 
from the Critic to come along. To my 
great surprise, and vague concern, he’d 
messaged me saying he and his mates 
were keen. As we stopped for lunch at 
Architect Creek Hut, he and his mates 
wandered over the hill to join us. After 
warning us they were armed with a 
whole bag of tricks, they strolled off.
The post lunch section was slightly 
more strenuous- the gradient had 
increased a bit and the hangover was 
starting to make its presence felt, but 
the shit yarns and the lure of those 
hot pools were as strong as ever, and 
we stumbled onto the deck of the hut 
six hours after setting off. The hut 
was sick- a bunk room to ourselves, 
FLUSHING TOILETS, and a crusty 
old warden called Paul, who had lit 
the coal fire for us. After demolishing 
the first bag of salty v’s, we headed 
straight for the hot pools. The algae 
crusts, mineral deposits and floaty 
sediment layer made the pools look 
like something the Neanderthals 
would’ve frequented. V rustic. (A tip 
for new users: you can fill up a bottle 
with fresh water and warm it up in the 
pools, then rinse yourself off after- you 
stay pretty gritty otherwise. Wish I’d 
known this before). We watched the 
light fade on the mountains through 
the steam, and I was feeling pretty at 
peace with the world. Once we were 
good and pruney, we headed back 
inside for some miso soup and Thai 
green curry. 

Charlie, Will, Kelly and Scott clearly very excited 
to be there [J Leman].
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An evening of poker followed, which 
was accompanied by the two goons 
we’d sacked in and an astonishing 
amount of weed (this turned out to 
be the primary contents of the lads 
“bag of tricks”). The coal fire was built 
up until it looked like it could fuel 
a small steam engine, and the bets 
became more and more outrageous. 
Eventually the bowls of goon ran dry, 
and strip poker lead to skinny dipping 
in the hot pools, under the sweep of 
the Milky Way. Couldn’t ask for much 
more eh.
Saturday was another pearler. Some 
of us made it back to the pools for a 
morning soak, whilst the others got 
a well-deserved sleep in. Paul took a 
snap for the annals, and we hooned 

Collage top: Algae crusts and the view from 
the pool; Bottom: Scott, just before he dunked 
himself. As of yet, no sign of amoebal meningitis 
[Both J Leman].
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back off down the track. The walk out 
was long and sunny and uneventful, 
and we got back to the Wish with 
soggy feet, many bites and sediment in 
every crevice, but feeling pretty damn 
good. A celebratory bag of salty v’s was 
shared, but as the Wish began to fill up 
with the resident sandfly population 
of the West Coast, we decided that it 

was time to depart. We had a heart-
breaking encounter with a cabinet full 
of frozen pies at a gas station in Haast 
(who the fuck does that), but our final 
goon rallied spirits in the back seat, 
and we rolled into Wanaka fizzing for 
a big night, dressed to the nines in our 
fleeces and polyprops. •

The mountains, they beckon us

They beckon to us not with words, but with their mighty yet humble presence

On the landscape and in our minds

They call to us with the sweet smells of leaves and dirt which cling to their 
lower slopes and the raggedy scree which falls off their upper

With the alluring promise of adventure, fun, risk and reward

Even when their peaks kiss the clouds and disappear; they beckon us still

You see, the mountain yearns for our feet to navigate its ridges and slopes

So that we can meet in a tangle of nature and life

And walk away understanding each other a little bit more •

THE MOUNTAINS, THEY BECKON US
Katie Snowden
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I find my heart pining for something, I can’t quite place a finger on it.

This country of ours used to be one of hidden hideaways, beauty untamed and 
uncaptured. Wilderness.

It was a nation full of doers and thinkers. Number eight wire innovators. Triers 
and tinkerers.

We hid at the bottom of the world, doing our thing. We were proud of our 
mountain climbers, our runners, our rugby.

Once upon a time we had great Kiwi brands, built in the back shed. There were 
pack makers and boot cobblers, coat tailors and scone bakers.

The change started slowly. We joined the world with Roger in ‘84. Our markets 
were free and so were we.

With the new global world we grew. We were once farmers, now we were 
financiers. We moved inside and settled down in our old new cities of the 

South.

Our great Kiwi brands were slowly bought up and shipped off. No room for 
quality in this new land of ours, we were in a world of business. A world of 

cycles and profit, not garages and garden sheds.

The internet came and we were connected. We were no longer adrift in the 
great Southern Ocean, we were tethered to the machinery of the world.

Our hidden hideaways were captured and bottled. Nowhere to hide and 
nowhere to run. Even the Takahe could no longer hide, only Fiordland’s Moose 

and the Southern Kokako remain elusive.

The stagelight was thrown on us by social media influencers. The harsh light 
caused our special places to wither and die. Where once we were alone, we are 

crowded and jostling.

Our nation is suffering, our spirit is dying. What is it to be from this Southern 
Isle? Our beauty is bottled and sold, we are tour guides not tinkers, hosts not 
hermits. Have we lost our way or are we on an inescapable path of destiny?

What is it to have the wilderness in your veins? To have the call of the 
mountains draw you in, the roar of the rivers herald your return home and the 

chorus of the birds hark your happiness? •

AN ODE TO OLD NEW ZEALAND
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Us greenies may be doing our 
damnedest to slow the effects of 

climate change but on the weekend 
of August 11th I’d never been more 
appreciative of Dunedin’s subtropi-
cal winter. We filled every heated seat 
(what budget cut?) in the DOC van 
and two cars and headed for the hills. 
Everyone received a pair of gloves, a 
pair of safety glasses and either a bottle 
of killer paste, a saw, a pair of loppers 
or a 10-tonne grubber. 
Our first obstacle was our first task 
– ‘clearing overgrown intersections 
to make sure people took the right 

track’. It seemed pretty obvious to us 
which way to go so we sat down in the 
tussocks and ate lunch instead. Not 
long after resuming our mission we 
came across our first specimen of gorse. 
Hankering for some action we let the 
loppers loose and began snipping. At 
Pulpit Rock we took advantage of the 
blue skies and 360-degree views with 
a group photo and many Instagram 
shots. The geologists muttered about 
the rocks and German Timo was heard 
to say, “it would be great to be a goat”. 
The walk down Devils Staircase was 
almost dreamy. The sky was all blue, 

CONSERVATION TRIP
11th - 12th August

NOSTALGIC FUN IN THE SUN 
Not really any need to write an editor's preface as 
it’s all kind of in the name...

Kaitlyn Hamilton

The conservation crew outside Jubilee Hut, after 
a hard day sunbathing.
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there was not a breath of air and the 
golden tussocks lulled you into a 
daydream. It was nostalgic. It felt like 
a summer’s day. And there up on the 
shoulder of the valley was Jubilee 
Hut. It was drenched in sunlight and 
with the great big lawn stretching 
out in front it looked like a million-
dollar property. I had thoroughly 
underestimated the Silver Peaks. 
We dropped our packs at the hut 
before beginning in earnest. It was 
a close call though. Within minutes 
people were stretched out full length. 
Sunbathing in August! Before anyone 
could fall asleep we split into groups 
and went back down the hill. Some 
headed to the bottom of the staircase 
to make war on the gorse, some took 
to any vegetation growing over the 
track and the rest, led by Golden Bay 
Timo, went hunting for logs to bridge 
the mud. Step cutting also took place, 
hopefully we made the track-come-
mudslide situation better rather than 
worse… I was absolutely thrilled with 
the level of keenness. Everyone got 
stuck in. There was something about 
getting amongst (nature) and getting 
muddy, scrambling down banks and 
collecting rocks that made you feel like 
a kid again. 
It was a cosy night with plenty of food 
and even marshmellows were melted 
on the cooker! The sky remained clear, 
so the Milky Way was out to please. A 

few people slept outside, I slept on the 
deck on possum patrol. 

Sunday was only slightly less sunny. 
After what I once thought was 
impossible – cooking the perfect 
amount of porridge (and without salt) 
– we had Silver Peaks Next Top Model. 
Everyone took their turn posing with 
the grubber, there was toplessness, 
there was licking; it was outrageous. 
On the way home half of us finished 
off the gorse while the rest tried our 
hand at track cutting. We swung our 
grubbers and splintered rock and out 
of the rubble a tolerable zig zag track 
appeared. After lunch get-homeitis got 
the best of us and we beelined for the 
car park. It wouldn’t have been a well-
rounded trip without someone getting 
stuck, so a final team effort was needed 
to push the DOC van out of the clay. 
My bad. 
All in all a wonderful trip. If anyone 
thinks they’re too good for the Silver 
Peaks after tramping in Fiordland or 
Mt Aspiring, think again. The Silver 
Peaks have their own kind of allure 
and they’re less than an hour away 
from your flat! The only negative is 
that they’re too close to justify a bakery 
stop on the way home…
Honourable mention to Tim and Sarah 
for doing the trip with zero waste and 
receiving a snazzy Dunedin Trail Crew 
hat. •

“The ginger biscuits really please me” - German Timo enjoying gingernuts 
(He even crushed them up and put them into his porridge).
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GERMAN TIMO
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Left page: The conservation dream team; 
Clockwise from top right: On the trail; A German 
in the wild; OUTC lights the way; Kaitlyn the 
author; Hard at work or hardly working?; Van 
troubles are a staple of club trips.

SIERRA PADDY

“Iron is good for vegetarians so I don’t 
mind licking it [the grubber]”
- German Timo.
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ODDS & ENDS GUIDE TO THE APPALACHIAN TRAIL

So Sam sent me a Facebook mes-
sage and asked me if I would write 

something about the trail for the 
tramping club, and the first thing that 
came to my head was dude, if I write 
what it’s actually like no one is gonna 
want to do it but then I thought, nah 
surely there are some sick bastards out 
there that would be into it. So, here's 
what it was like. 
They say it takes the average person a 
little over 6 months to finish the hike, 
but that's actually slow as hell, and 
considering it's like pulling teeth to 
get a visa for the US and they only give 
you 6 month visas, you're gonna have 
to do it faster than that. However, that 
is totally manageable, without even 
trying too hard.

So what sort of people attempt to 
walk the full 3600kms (2200 miles) 
of the Appalachian Trail? Well, every 
single type of person in the world 
tries to do it, but they don’t make it 
past the first state, and there are 14 
states. So the real question should 
be, what type of people finish the full 
length of the AT? I guess it’s the type 
of person that doesn’t see trenchfoot 
as a problem, the type of person who 
will joke to other hikers about the 
time that they shat themselves, the 
type of people who can walk through 
7 days of straight rain and call it a 
good shower. You're gonna go through 
all sorts of crack up experiences and 
that was my main reason to do the 
hike. Let's be honest, hiking is kind 

A DUMPSTER DIVER’S GUIDE TO THE APPALACHIAN TRAIL
“Dude, if I write what it’s actually like no one is 
gonna want to do it”.

Matheson Bear/Brown

Above: Matheson by McAfee Knob in Virginia 
on sunset.
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of boring, especially if you do that all 
day every day for 5 months straight or 
something. However, to be out there in 
the world moving around constantly, 
meeting new people and different 
environments, situations and animals 
does eventually give you a few funny, 
sketchy, and random stories to tell. So 
here's a few of mine.

• Eating at a buffet until you actually 
blackout due to all the blood going 
to your stomach.

• Having random strangers come 
up to you with money thinking 
you are homeless.

• Being the one getting filthy looks 
from fat people at Walmart.

• Looking down at your feet to 
see a rattlesnake within striking 
distance. 

• Intentionally sleeping and 
drinking vodka under every 
underpass you can to save from 
setting up your tent.

• Going on a 4 day bender in the 
forest at the hiking festival and 
call them all rest days, saying your 
body needed it.

• Suddenly seeing 2 baby bears 10 
metres to your left. If the mum’s 
on your right your dead, and you 
know it.

• Jumping in the back of a pickup 
stopped at the lights because they 
yelled through a crack in the tinted 
window “get in the back”. You hit 
the open road at 100kmph while 
sliding around with the car parts, 
spilled oil and welding gas tanks 
before you realise you don’t know 
where you are going, and can’t talk 
to the driver.

A more friendly encounter with wildlife.

Left: Family camping will never be the same. “Someone should have warned those kids it was hike 
naked day” [V Ostrowski]; Right: Matheson and Vince in Cleveland, Ohio.
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• Realise your rate of starvation 
just stepped up because now 
your sweat smells like piss so you 
eat 10,000 calories in a day to 
celebrate. 

• Having drinks with some locals 
one night and then they pull out 
a handgun and start shooting all 
over the place.

These are just a few, but you get the 
idea. So in conclusion, if you want to 
shit in hand dug holes in the ground 
for 5 months, grow a filthy neckbeard 
(it’s not gender exclusive btw) and 
throw yourself headfirst into the 
world, then ditch your cellphone, grab 
ya boots and plane ticket, and start 
walking north.
Oh yeah, keep an eye out on the 
internet for the movie I’m making 
about my experience called “Operation 
Northbound”. Hopefully this will give 
you a better feel for things.
Also anyone seriously considering 
hiking the trail and looking for 
information, half of the stuff on the 
internet is written by people who 
think a single powdered donut is a 
good breakfast, so take it with a grain 
of salt. Feel free to hunt me down on 
Facebook to send me a message, I 
would be more than happy to help.

NB: Tests later revealed Matheson 
contracted Giardiasis and E coli on the 
trail. “Any wonder it was so rough,” he 
says. Matheson became the youngest 
Kiwi to finish the trail. •

Top to bottom: Stocking up on calories with a 
nutritious meal at McDonalds; A thoughtful 
drink on the trail with Vince; The slow evolution 
from Dunedin breather to skinny neckbearded 
trail hill billy.
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Snowcraft is an annual highlight in 
the club’s calendar and in recent 

years has been the main tool for get-
ting Kiwis more involved in the club. 
Of course, half of these newly minted 
snow punters will never step foot in 

crampons again. But those that do will 
follow in the footsteps of the long line 
of mountain nuts whose passion for 
peaks have been fostered and multi-
plied during their years in the club. •

CATCHING THE BUG

From the moment we all woke up 
in the coziest ski lodge around on 

that Saturday morning with  orange 
and pink streaked across the cloudless 
sky, I think we all knew it was going to 
be a good, good day. After a trusty bowl 
of porridge the team set off, dressed 
for the Antarctic. It took us all about 

100m to realise that the temperature 
was higher than anything we’d had in 
Dunedin for the previous couple of 
weeks. So layers came off, and cram-
pons, helmets, ice axes and avalanche 
transceivers came out. Slowly we be-
gan to make our way up a snowy slope, 
giving different crampon techniques a 
go. After getting the knack of walking 
with crampons, out came avalanche 
probes and shovels. There was cer-
tainly no chance of getting cold as we 

SNOWCRAFT

SNOWCRAFT
11th - 12th August

EDITOR’S PREFACE

Losing a punter and gaining a leader, Snowcraft 
strikes again.

Madeleine Whittacker

Team Snowcraft 2018 on the ridge above 
Awakino Skifield [R Cox].

CATCHING THE BUG
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searched for buried transceivers and 
dug out imaginary avalanche victims. 
After a look at snowpack layers and a 
quick lunch it was time to voluntari-
ly throw ourselves down a snowy hill. 
The next few hours were spent practic-
ing self arresting with and without ice 
axes. With the sun starting to set we 
headed back to the lodge. On our way 
back, Tomazina and I got a chance to 
attempt our self arresting skills as we 
attempted to shovel slide down an icy 
couloir. I use the word “attempt” be-
cause our self arresting wasn’t success-
ful in the slightest. Instead we slid out 
of control for 150m down the couloir, 
into tussock in Tom’s case, and into a 
nice rock in my case. While my fore-
arms, shins and knees were completely 
purple for more than a week following 
snowcraft and I had some pretty gnarly 
grazes, a cut down to the bone on one 
finger and some pretty epic blood-
stains on my thermals, the ride was 
pretty epic and I don’t think I have any 
regrets about jumping on that shovel 
at all. We arrived at the lodge with a 
lot more adrenaline than we anticipat-
ed and finished the day with a mean 
multi-course meal, storytime and then 
an outdoor spa beneath the stars. Talk 
about luxury!

Day two brought another good sunrise 
and blue skies. It was time to put what 
we had learnt to the test. We climbed 

our way up Foster’s Chutes to Foster’s 
Peak where at around 2000m we had 
an awesome view of Mt Cook, Mt 
Aspiring, Mt Sefton and a variety of 
amazing climbs! I think it was that 
moment when I realised how addicting 
mountaineering could get. Something 
started growing in me as I stared out at 
this panorama of peaks -  a want, no, 
a need - to climb these peaks, to aim 
higher, to push myself more and more. 
Others in the group murmured similar 
sentiments and I looked around at 
our group and wondered - maybe 
we will be the next wave of OUTC’s 
mountaineers? 

Reluctantly we headed down and 
away from the view, being treated to 
some incredible examples of recent 
avalanches on nearby slopes. On the 
way down the hill Rowan and Lottie 
showed us how to use snow stakes, 
snow pegs and a few other examples 
of snow anchors. As we set off down 
towards the lodge again I started to 
feel a little sad - I wasn’t ready to leave 
the snow. I guess there’s only one 
solution, to get back out in it as soon 
as possible! Thanks to Snowcraft, my 
winter adventures don’t have to stop 
or stay below the snowline. There’s a 
whole new world out there, a world I 
can’t wait to explore…. •

Left page, clockwise from crusties: Rowan, Lottie and Liam - the infectors [M Whittacker]; Rowan 
showing off a snow anchor; Not a bad spot for a spa; Locating Captain Cox’s lost treasure; Josh with 
the ice for his cocktail;  What goes down must come up; Before the shovel slide crew got bruises from 
“self-arresting” and hitting the rocks 150 metres down slope; Along the tops [All others - K Lee].
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"[OUTC] is a good place to meet a partner 
for life, or just a shag if you go to the 
Copland Hot Pools" - Mag Ival, Antics 
2002

The hot pools at Welcome Flat have long 
been a favourite destination of Scarfies 

sick of their freezing Dunedin flats. The 
number of Copland stories in this journal 
is testimate to that. In 2016 the club ran the 
first official club trip up the Copland Valley 
for several years. In 2017 this was stepped 

up a notch by taking a bus instead of vans. 
The shenanigans from that year (read about 
them in Antics 2017 if that ever comes out) 
were legendary and prompted Dan, Jacob 
and I to organise a sequal. This year the bus 
was full to the brim and the trip was extend-
ed. The plan was to stay at Lake Paringa 
night one, Welcome Flat Hut night two, at 
the hostel in Franz for the third night before 
a finale at the Mahinapua Hotel. That finale 
was a special treat organised by Jacob (usu-
ally the place is exclusive to Kiwi Experience 
buses). We sure made our mark.

EDITOR'S PREFACE

COPLAND
25th - 29th August
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There had been a big build up to 
Copland this year, we had been 

planning for weeks, I couldn’t even 
sleep the night before. Dan, Jacob and 
I cruised past OUSA to the sight of 48 
punters all kitted up and ready to go. 
There was a lively chatter throughout 
the bus once we were under way. The 

vibes were chill, the most exciting thing 
till Wanaka was the infamous talking 
toilets of Roxborough. It was once we 
got out of Wanaka that the trip real-
ly kicked into gear. As the bus moved 
away from the Wanaka liquor store I 
emerged from the on-board toilet, 
clad in kilt, tweed and not much else. 

Back again after a year away, did I learn from 
my mistakes?

Sam Harrison

V: LACK OF ATTIRE STRIKES BACK
Before the real antics began... [K Lee].
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I thoroughly enjoyed my time in that 
kilt, other than the awkwardness of 
getting over fences without flashing 
a bullock out. We did a few photo 
stops by the central lakes before the 
first dip of the trip at Blue Pools. Par-
ticipation was high, although I think 
the definition of skinny dipping was 
stretched a bit by some. The water was 
refreshing, if not ball crushingly cold. 
The retreat was signaled as the swim-
mers recovered from mild hyporther-
mia. There was one last stop at Thun-
der Creek Falls before we lost the light, 
and everyone settled into their seats 
for the long haul to Lake Paringa. I was 
relieved to escape from the bus when 
we finally got there, many life stories 
shred later. I made full use of punter 
power to get the flys erected, even if 
this resulted in a haphazard construc-
tion. Meanwhile the rest of the punt-
ers were busily hurrying around pre-

paring dinners of all shapes and sizes. 
I stood watching in true delegatory 
style. The cooker curiously appeared 
to be sinking, I wondered if maybe 
I should go easy on the beers. It was 
then that Christian exclaimed that the 
cooker was making quick work melt-
ing through the plastic table. Ah fuck. 
If we disregard that minor glitch, my 
punters did an excellent job with the 
fry up I had planned. I’m just glad I 
didn’t have to clean that egg pot. Fed 
and tired it was time for bed. Being the 
experienced soul that I am, I choose to 

Sam Harrison, kilt salesman and bumbag 
enthusist [A Prakash].

Lake Paringa in the morning [S Harrison].

Ball crushingly cold [R Kent-Royds].
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crash under the middle of the fly, nice 
and cosy with punters either side to 
shield me from the elements.

The next morning was punctuated by 
moans of how cold the night was, I 
really didn’t know what those whiners 
were on about. A big vat of porridge 
was cooked up and the punters were 
happily fed, along with a good brew 
of tea. When the porridge pot was 
emptied and there were still mouths to 
feed I was forced to think on my feet. 
This was the genesis of the tea porridge 
hybrid, and I’m happy to report there 
were no complaints about it. Packs 
were squished, cookers were jammed 
and the lockers were closed (just).
Annie (with help from George) took 
the punters for some quick warm up 
aerobics when we reached the trail 
head. This gave Jacob, Dan and I time 
to faff around frantically sorting out 
what our plan was. During our frantic 
planning the punters marched off into 
the distance, only to be halted by an 
ankle deep river around the corner. 
Planning sussed, I raced after the wild 
mob of punters before assuming my 
role as the vanguard on the group.

Sam: “Can you be tail end charlie 
Ruby?”.
Ruby: “Who’s Charlie?”.

I had the pleasure of Faolan and Mia 
for company as I ploughed ahead at 
the front. At one point we turned a 
bend in the track to discover a Swiss 
man butchering a Chammy carcass. 

Top to bottom: Aerobics [S Harrison]; Punters 
on the march [K Lee]; Safety first [F Sugarman-
Lash]; Shiels Creek [F Sugarman- Lash].
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The man explained that Chamois 
come from Switzerland, to which 
Faolan honestly replied “did you bring 
it with you?”. We had lunch at the 
lookout over the confluence of the 
Karangarua and Copland rivers. As 
we ate a rather weary Dan came into 
view, complaining about barely being 
able to walk. I put this down to the 7kg 
‘orgy’ tent that he insisted on carrying. 
Being the kind soul that I am I took his 
gin off his hands before the vanguard 
headed off on our way. We got to 
Welcome Flat Hut at around four in 
the evening, followed by a slow trickle 
of punters. It would have been rude 
to waste hot pool time so we slinked 
down to the water, wine in hand. As 
darkness descended I went back to 
the hut to give the tail-end Charlie, 
Jacob, a call on the radio to make 
sure he wasn’t dead. I was surprised 
when I actually got a reply, from none 
other than a rather shattered sounding 
Jacob. He requested a porter and since 
I couldn’t find any other volunteers, 
it was me, the slightly tipsy Sam, that 
ended up making the 10 minute run 
through the darkness back to the 
bridge to assist. As it turned out Dan 
was even more shattered than Jacob, 
although in Jacob’s defence he had 
tried his best to fall through a bridge. 
I shouldered Dan’s pack and we all 
shuffled down the track to the hut. I 
reached the hut for the second time 
just as the hut warden was giving 
her briefing. The next thing on the 
agenda after that was dinner. I had 
planned some kind of pasta dish but 

with no thought as to how it should 
be assembled. This I left to the others 
and they somehow managed to pull 
the mish-mash of ingredients together 
into something resembling food. No 
sooner had the last pasta spiral left 
my plate my feet were heading off 
towards the hotpools. I embraced 
the scolding muddy waters, my 
aching body relaxing into its depths. 
Everyone was very eager to lighten 
their packs for the next day so the 
alcohol flowed freely. I gave massages 
in the vain hope that my knotted 
shoulders might get one in return. 
Alas, I can not remember if they had 
that pleasure. What I can remember 
was Jacob splashing me and getting 
water in my eye and an ear full of mud. 
Delightful.

Lifeguards on duty, Lachie, Billy and Sam 
[K Lee].
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The advantage to having an ear full of 
mud is that you can’t hear the snoring 
in the bunkroom. The disadvantage 
is that you have an ear full of mud. 
After excavating what I could I headed 
back to the pool to make the most 
of the experience. There were a few 
others down there, some of which 
hadn’t faired so well the night before 
and had ended up in bed early. These 
sorry sods eventually listened to their 
stomachs and trickled off back to the 
hut in search of food, resulting in 
me having the hotpool all to myself. 
I enjoyed the serenity, and let myself 
space out whilst also trying not to fall 
asleep and drown. When I eventually 
did drag myself out of the pool and 
back to the hut everyone was happily 
making breakfast, a chore I happily left 
to them. We managed to get the slow 
pokes out in drips and drabs and soon 
enough it was only Kiwis left at the hut, 
all willing to lend a hand and pitch in 
on the clean up. I had made the most 
of punter power by tying rubbish bags 
to punters’ packs so there was little left 
to carry out once we finally came to 
leave.

We  formed a tight pack as we trucked 
along at great pace. When we reached 
Architect Creek my legs got an itch, 
not helped by the large queue of 
punters waiting to cross the bridge. 
Figuring that there must be some 
perks to being a trip leader, I excused 
myself past those waiting, much to 
their collective annoyance. Lachie 

joined me and from there we went 
for a light jog which devolved into a 
fast walk as our enthusiasm drained. 
The theory was we could come back 
and help the stragglers if need be. As 
we powered onward the life preserver 
that I had so diligently carried with 
me on my back would occasionally get 
caught, causing break-neck whiplash. 
Despite this, I suprisingly managed 
to get back to the bus with my neck 
intact. Jacob greeted us on our arrival, 
looking rather drained but elated to be 
able to put his feet up. We all had the  
intention of going back to help but the 
thought became more distant as we 
let ourselves relax in the comfort of 
the bus. Whilst we were doing this the 
radio crackled to life with Dan saying 
that the back were doing fine. With 
this I put all thought of mounting 
an aid mission out of my head and 
Ruby enjoys a snack at Architect Creek 
[S Harrison].
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instead cranked open a beer ready to 
welcome the stragglers. It only took an 
hour or two for everyone to be safely 
on the bus and soon enough we were 
on our way to our accommodation for 
the night in Franz Josef.
At the hostel we were briefed before 
we all dispersed in search of showers 
and food. Calling the leader card again 
I called first dibs on the shower. This 
was lucky, considering the hot water 
lasted about as long as silence in a room 
with Dan. While the foreign punters 
all went off to buy dinner at tourist 
prices I remembered the stash of food 
from Lake Paringa under the bus. I 
tentatively asked a few people if they 
wished to partake in my leftover feast. 
As if by magic Kiwis began appearing 
in the kitchen, following rumors of a 
free feed. I didn’t complain as what 
followed was a seamless operation 
of military precision. The food was 

cooked, the meal was eaten and the 
dishes washed without me so much 
as organising anything. With the meal 
done (and some Asian tourist’s table 
serenity well and truly ruined) it was 
decided that it was time to investigate 
the bar.
It would have been rude not to have 
a beer or two. Ben challenged me to 
a game of pool and I tried my best to 
look confident whilst losing miserably. 
Punters were clustered around the bar 
in groups, to which I drifted around 
in search of intelligent conversation. 
I was rather confused when someone 
offered me the bacon out of their 
caesar salad, leaving them with just 
lettuce and cheese (??!). As the night 
progressed Jacob got to know the 
barman and the bottom of a pint well, 
with his calls growing more marginal 
by the minute. The notable absentee 
from the Kiwi cluster was Lachie, I 

Dan, Sierra, Sam, John and Jacob pose for their next album, dropping next summer [K Lee].
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discovered later that night that he had 
made the questionable decision to use 
Tinder in Franz and had matched with 
the one other user in the district. This 
was much to the annoyance of the 
others in his room who were forced 
out of their room till the wee hours 
of the morning. As the night drew on 
we all gathered together and formed a 
rave, which was continued till the late 
hour of 11pm, at which time we were 
all knackered and falling asleep on the 
dance floor.

The Rainforest Retreat sure put on 
a good spread for breakfast the next 
morning, including REAL butter. I 
was in heaven. With time we managed 
to get our rag tag mob of punters 
fed, after which they shuffled their 
tired frames towards the bus. As if by 
magic the bus loaded itself without the 
punters having to do a thing (cheers 
Ben). With business settled we trucked 
off to see a glacier or something. I am 
happy to report we lost no punters 
down the potentially very deadly cliff 
at the lookout. Perhaps it was the 
punters that should have been worried 
about me, as we decided to freshen 
up the boring tourist walk with some 
classy cups of wine. Didn’t put that on 
the RAMS form.
Franz was our pitstop for lunch 
before we were once again on the 
road, now heading in the direction 
of the Mahinapua Hotel. This drive 
should have been boring, except for 
the fact that a good number of folk 
had decided that it would be a good 

opportunity to predrink for the night 
ahead. The result of this being a 
busload of very tipsy punters spilling 
out in every direction when we 
reached our destination. We used the 
sheep dogs to get the flock back into 
shape and after yet another briefing 
(almost like people are worried about 
students?) everyone unloaded the bus 
and started exploring. For me this took 
the form of a quick look at the lake (it 

Top: I have so many questions about this photo;
Bottom: The girls preventing me from falling to 
my death [L Watson].
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looked like a lake), the sea (it looked 
rather like the sea as I remembered it). 
With my curiosity satisfied it was time 
to call the mob together for a tasteful 
group nuddy shot. The cold water 
licking at my loins resulted in me 
making a beeline to the spa tub after 
our shoot was completed. Of course 
this accelerated the effects of alcohol 
on my system and made me very tired. 
Dinner was served (delicious) and 
the party started. In the meantime 
I went back to my room to grab 
something and somehow ended up 
asleep in a heap for an hour. I awoke 
in a rush wondering if I had slept 
through everything. I doned my outfit, 
grabbed my sax and opened the door. 
Jacob was standing outside wondering 
where I was. We proceeded to the bar 
where I let the sweet subtle harmonies 
of George Micheal's Careless 
Whispers flow amid the electronica.   
The rest of the night followed a rather 
repetitive formula: Find girl to dance 

with, spin her round, get tired, go 
outside for some air to stop sweating, 
repeat. I did at some point try and 
find the glow worms but alas they 
managed to evade me. I can’t really 
blame them, as by this point I was 
waltzing around half-naked wearing a 
sailor hat and suspenders. Terrifying. 
By all accounts my night was very 
tame, at least compared to some of the 
other stories I heard coming out of the 
woodwork the next day. To cap off the 
night I managed to save two damsels 
in distress who had been locked out 
of their room. They set up in one of 
the spare beds in my room with my 
sleeping bag whilst I relied on my fur 
coat for warmth.

The next morning was a little chilly, 
and having no sleeping bag there 
was little incentive to stay in bed. 
I attempted to cure the lingering 
grogginess with the spa and a bottle 
of water. As the morning grew old, 

Bum, bum, bum. bum. bum, bum, bum. bum. bum, bum, bum. bum. bum. A cheeky photo 
[R Kent -Royds].
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punters emerged from all sorts of 
nooks and crannies in varying states of 
disrepair. It was only when the smell of 
bacon wafted across the courtyard that 
I managed to pull myself from the spa. 
With full bellies the punters then filed 
onto the bus, which again magically 
loaded itself (cheers Ben). Everyone 
made themselves comfortable for the 
long (or expectantly short) 5 minute 
drive to Hokitika. The weather had 
decided it was sick of being nice and 
so the heavens opened, but this didn’t 
stop us intrepid trampers. I had been 
to Hoki before on my travels, so I gave 

Izzy and Ruby a scenic tour including 
such famous Hokitika landmarks as 
the driftwood sign and the visitors 
centre. Exhausted from all this activity 
we crashed at a café to chill out for the 
remainder of the hour. As our time 
dwindled I hoovered up the remainder 
of the girls' food before we plodded 
back to the bus. I struggled to stay 
awake once back on the bus, luckily 
João, Julia and Annalies were there 
to entertain us all with short readings 
from 50 Shades of Grey. Jacob stopped 
the bus at Deadman’s Corner so we 
could all play in the freezing cold sleet 

Clockwise from top left: Sam the Sexy Sax Man [C Jonsson]; The duo of seamen, a garbage bag, 
Danielle and Po; Some ballers, a unicorn, gun totting farmer and an athelete; Jacob’s dreams come 
true, being kissed by “sexy Po” [C Jonsson]; Badman in action [all others K Lee].
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at the viewing platform, much to the 
amusement of the local Kea. At the 
highest point on the pass we stopped 
again as the sleet had actually turned 
into heavy snow, providing ample 
photo opportunities. Not wishing 
to get my cotton shirt wet (cotton is 
rotten) I decided it was only fitting to 
leave it on the bus (after all, it isn’t hard 
to stay warm when you are one hair 
away from an Orangutan). Our mob 
frolicked happily in the snow, much to 
the bemusement of passing motorists. 
Once my tits had frozen off, we got back 
underway. A short toilet stop in Arthur's 
Pass Village punctuated an otherwise 
uneventful, conversation and sleep 
(not for me, can’t miss a minute) filled 
ride to Geraldine. I kept Izzy awake 

with scintillating conversation about 
New Zealand’s unwritten constitution. 
Maybe this is why no one wants to go 
tramping with me? At Geraldine we 
made our last stop, for dinner. I went 
with a pack of punters to some Indian 
joint. This very nearly resulted in us all 
being left behind, as the food took so 
long to come out. It was a sprint back 
to the bus with a stomach full of curry 
to face an unimpressed Jacob. From 
there I settled down next to Annalies 
to see if I could make small talk about 
something unrelated to the constitution 
of NZ. We cruised into Dunedin late 
that night, the bus filled with rounds of 
applause for Jacob, friend requests and 
a few regrets (What was that about 10% 
Lachie?). •

On the high point at Arthur’s Pass, enjoying the snow [K Lee].
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Day 1: Saturday
I was never really planning on going 
on the Copland trip with OUTC this 
year but after several weeks of the 
boys running it absolutely begging 
for me to come, I decided I’d make 
their dreams come true by attending. 
On the morning of departure, Lachie 
10% Watson, Kevin and I arrived late 
to OUSA (as per) to find nearly all 
48 punters standing outside but with 
absolutely no sign of Dan, Sam or 
Jacob, the supposed ‘leaders’ of the trip 
(smh). We battled to find our group 
members but I eventually found my 
wonderful group of eight vegetarians, 
of whom it turned out only 2 were 
actually vegetarian (unsure how that 
happened, looking @ you boys). After 

hyping the shit out of them for the trip 
and awkwardly yelling at one of them 
for not bringing a raincoat, we finally 
managed to get everyone on the bus 
and got the hella out of Funedin. My 
teeth were super sore from a sinus 
infection so I snorted some codeine 
and dozed for most of the way to 
Wanaka, but felt a lot better (for some 
reason??) by the time we got out to 
go to the Wanaka liquor store. After 
heavily considering purchasing some 
of Dan’s favourite $85 gin, I decided 
to settle on something even more 
luxurious, the $9.99 scrumpy. Back on 
the bus, everyone seemed to be a lot 
happier and more excited, most likely 
due to the fact Sam had just surprised 
everyone in his questionable Scottish 

VI: RETURN OF THE GOON

What really went down on the 2018 OUTC 
Copland trip. Warning R18.

Ruby ‘I now also do moderate tramps’ Kent-Royds

VI : RETURN OF THE GOON
Ruby before her graduation from Ruby ‘I only 

do easy tramps’ Kent-Royds [S Harrison].



225

COPLAND VI: RETURN OF THE GOON

kilt (and definitely not because 
everyone started drinking). After 
stopping at some lookouts over Hawea 
and Wanaka lakes, we arrived at Blue 
Pools, to find…blue pools. Way more 
people swam than I was expecting 
and I definitely also saw a lot more 
penises than I was expecting. After 
another quick photo opportunity at 
Thunder Creek Falls everyone piled 
back onto the bus and we headed on 
through to Lake Paringa Campsite, 
where we slept the first night. I made 
vegetarian nachos for my group which 
were largely superior to Lachie 10% 
Watson’s mince nachos that looked 
kind of like grey rabbit poop. After 
dinner everyone retreated back to their 
sleeping quarters (a.k.a tents or under 
the fly) for a relatively chilly night. 
Lachie 10% Watson and I were lulled 
to sleep by the sound of Dan’s voice as 
he had a D&M with an unknown girl 
in the tent next to us. Lucky we fell 

asleep before anything else eventuated 
(between them, not us smh).

Day 2: Sunday
The next morning I stayed in my tent 
for as long as possible to avoid helping 
cooking breakfast or do any sort of 
‘admin’ that I might have been roped 
into by the boys. I don’t really know 
what they were doing but it took about 
3 hours of fluffing around before we 
actually left the campsite so I took it 
upon myself to entertain the patient 
punters waiting on the bus by taking 
Jacob’s microphone and spinning 
some shit yarns. I was great: fuck med, 
I should become a radio host! We 
got to the start of the Copland Track 
eventually and Sam asked me if I could 
be tail end Charlie but I didn’t know 
who Charlie was so unfortunately I 
could not fulfil his request. I walked 
most of the way with Erin and Julia 
and we got to the hut at around 
6pm and jumped straight into those 
delicious hot pools. My dinner was 
again superior to all others (eggplant 
and mushroom pasta) although for 
some reason took nearly the longest 
to cook. I think because I got stitched 

Questionable kilt? [K Lee].

Excited for grey rabbit poop [K Lee].
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up with the shittest cooker from the 
gear room (smh probably Lachie 10% 
Watson trying to sabotage me). After 
feeling way too comfortable in my 
clean, warm clothes to get back in the 
hot pools, Julia, Erin and I went back 
down to ‘watch’ people in the hot pools, 
only to just end up getting back IN the 
pools in about 60 seconds flat. I swear 
to god we were in there for about 6 
hours, although it was probably only a 
couple. People who hadn’t already met 
quickly became friends after seeing 
eachother clothe-less, and a smashed 
Erin wouldn’t stop telling people 
her name was short for Wolverine. 
Music was provided by goon-Annie 
(LEAN ON MEEEE) and massages 
were provided by excessive amounts 
of alcohol that was consumed. Dan 
+ girls eventually skedaddled off to 
the orgy tent and things began to get 
steamier – literally, as the rest of us 
moved over to the hotter pool AND 
as people began to get, well, more 
steamed. And a third type of steamy, 
but what happens in the Copland hot 

pools, stays in the Copland hot pools. 
(Until all was revealed the next day in 
the microphone on the bus, of course). 
It was a fun night to say the least and 
I went to bed excited to see João’s bad 
man costume on Wednesday and also 
listening to Joe yelling ME NO SPEAK 
AMERICANO to some American girl 
who had just told him to shut the f*** 
up. 

Day 3: Monday
The next day we all woke up grateful 
to be alive with no cases of amoebic 
meningitis. British John was one of the 
first people I spoke to that morning, 
exclaiming “God last night was messy, 
I’ve never been so close to another 
man’s penis!!!!” No comment on that 
one. I tried to get all of the slow-
pokes out and walking ASAP, and was 
relatively successful until I realised I 
was also a slow-poke. I walked back 
again with Julia and Erin and we kept 
ourselves from crying from blister pain 
by playing a very, very inappropriate 
game of ‘would-you-rather’, the most 
PG of which was probably “would you 
rather turn around and walk all the 
way to the hut right now or drown 

Actual photo taken from inside the infamous 
tent [S Alef-Defoe].

Welcome Flat Hut [J Carvalho].
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yourself in the river”. Obvious answer. 
I personally thought we were speeding 
back but we kept getting overtaken and 
we were probably in the last ten people 
back onto the bus. We drove to Franz 
and arrived at a very appealing looking 
hostel called Rainforest Retreat for the 
night. After joining the Americans for 
some well-deserved kai at the hostel 
restaurant we quickly got stuck into the 
$5 cocktails (and I had more scrumpy 
back in the rooms SHHHH!!) while 
Lachie 10% Watson got stuck into the 
TINDER would you believe. Absolute 
classic, need I say more about how that 
eventuated as I think I’ve already told 
most of North Dunedin. After a great 
evening of punters boogying on the 
D-floor and some lucky (?) German 19 
year old boogying on the D, everyone 
shuffled off to bed at the late night 
hour of 11pm. 

Day 4: Tuesday
After a much needed sleep in, we set 
off for a walk up Franz Josef Glacier 
at around 11am, which was nice and 
relatively uneventful. After lunch in 
Franz and a frantic purchasing of 
alcohol from the four-square there we 
piled back onto the bus for a fun drive 
up the West Coast to our destination 
for the last night of the trip: the 
famous Mahinapua Hotel. Spirits were 
high and the pre-drinking began. Or 
maybe the pre-drinking began and 
then spirits were high. One or the 
other anyway. After a short briefing 
upon arrival, tipsy punters began to 
explore all the activities on offer: there 

was basketball, workout equipment, 
the sea, a lake, spa pools, drinking 
more alcohol, greenstone carving, 
napping, the costume room, the list 
goes on! The rest of the afternoon sped 
by and it was time for a delicious and 
VERY well-received roast for dinner. 
Bellies were filled and people quickly 
slunk back to their cabins to ‘get ready 
in their costumes’ for the party (a.k.a 
drink copious amounts of alcohol so 
they didn’t have to buy anything at 
the bar). Erin, Julia and I found some 
dubious bits and pieces we put together 
that we hoped were enough to grab 
the attention of hot Swedish bartender 
Alex, and eventually made it over to 
the pub part of the hotel for the party. 
God knows what really went down 

Top: Mahinapua spa-time;
Bottom: Badman strikes again [Both K Lee].
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during the rest of the evening, but 
there was some great music and some 
great people – what more could you 
want?? (drunk maccas is the answer). 
The biggest surprise of the night really 
was finding out João’s costume was 
not a bad man on Wednesday but a 
BATMAN ONESIE! I’d have never 
guessed.

Day 5: Wednesday
I woke up on Wednesday feeling 
SURPRISINGLY okay, but after 
emerging from my cabin found that 
some others had not fared the evening 
so well. Erin told me “I just had a 30 
minute shower to try and wash away 
my misery but it’s still here”, and poor 
Ruby number 2 came over to get in 
the spa only to discover she had big 
scratches all over her body. She said 
they must have been from her ‘walk’ 
through the nearby fields. Sure they 
were, Ruby. After an enjoyable soak 
in the tubs and a mini debriefing of 
the night's events with a few oh crap I 
don’t remember that's, we smelt bacon 
and ran over to the dining room for 
breakfast. After a good few hours 
people managed to pull themselves 
together and get their shit back on the 
bus, and once again, we were away! 
Again we had a small story-telling 
session over the bus’ microphone to 
give anyone who wanted a chance 
to explain their actions from the 
previous night. Bad Man Wednesday 
had some good stats for us all, and told 
us for the hundredth time about his 
rubber duck Aliexpress purchase, and 

Sam thanked everyone who he had 
made friends with that night. After an 
hour's stop in the nearby Hokitika and 
some much needed salty hot chips we 
battled through what would be a 10 
hour drive back to Dunedin.  People 
had just started to fall asleep when 
we drove over the highest point of 
Arthur's Pass and everyone realised 
that it was SNOWING outside! That 
woke everybody up for sure and we all 
tumbled outside for a quick frolick and 
a quick photo. In order to lull everyone 
back to sleep again we were fortunate 
enough to have an entertaining 
reading of 50 Shades of Grey by Julia, 
Lachie 10% Watson, Sam, Annalies 
and Bad Man Wednesday. The ride 
back to Geraldine was long and 
peaceful although not as quiet as I had 
expected. It warmed by heart to think 
of the blossoming friendships (and 
more) that were happening all around 
me. Dinner was had in Geraldine and 
the lights on the bus switched off as 
we cruised back into Dunedin. I was 
exhausted but I knew if I slept I would 
never wake so I sat up the front of the 
bus and entertained Jacob most of the 
way back. Lachie 10% Watson and 
Bad Man Wednesday joined me soon 
enough and classic bants were had late 
into the night. 

Thanks for an extremely memorable 
week OUTC, (most of) it will never be 
forgotten. •
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Requirements:
• Capable of organising the Copland 

trip
• Capable of cooking amazing vegan 

food
• Capable of acquiring and carrying a 

huge fucking tent
• Capable of not being a fuckwit, 

misogynist, or homophobic prick 
etc.

Steps:
1. Organise the Copland trip for 2018 

(or any year following)
2. Pack your bag for the Copland 

(don’t forget your huge fucking tent)
3. Let Jacob drive a bus full of 

moderately intoxicated OUTC 
“creatures” to Copland

4. Make friends with some of these 
such “creatures” (it helps if you 
already know some)

5. Take nude photos with some of 
these friends at Blue Pools

6. Stop at Lake Paringa for the first 
night

7. Cook amazing vegan food for your 
food group

8. Setup your huge fucking tent with 
some of your friends

9. Invite your friends to sleep in your 
huge fucking tent

10. Sleep in your huge fucking tent

11. Eat breakfast (or get eaten for 
breakfast) at Lake Paringa

12. Pack up your huge fucking tent
13. Ride on Jacob’s bus to the start of the 

Copland Track
14. Carry your huge fucking tent 

around 20km to Welcome Flat
15. Struggle for the entire duration 

because your pack weighs too much
16. Arrive at Welcome Flat to an 

obnoxious couple complaining that 
too many “creatures” at the DOC 
hut ruined their “weekend getaway”

17. Calm the couple down and offer 
them some gin

18. Cook more amazing vegan food for 
your food group

19. Setup your “huge fucking tent” with 
your friends from the previous night

20. Invite your friends to sleep in your 
huge fucking tent again

21. Relax in the hot pools for long 
enough that you turn into a 
shrivelled up prune

22. Return to your huge fucking tent for 
a good night's sleep out of the dank 
hut rooms

23. Allow the drunk OUTC "creatures” 
to come to their own conclusions 
as to what happens in your huge 
fucking tent

24. Let your huge fucking tent become 
known as the “orgy tent” (same 
thing right?)

Dan's guide on how to have an orgy on Copland.

Daniel Larkin

I: THE PHALLIC MENACE 
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25. Say nothing and watch the rumours 
spread

26. Pack up your “orgy tent”
27. Take more nude photos with your 

friends
28. Struggle to carry your “orgy tent” 

back to the bus
29. Take as many photos as you can 

with your friends for the rest of the 
trip

30. Say absolutely nothing and laugh 
with your friends about the rumours 
being spread around about you all 
and your “orgy tent”

31. Wait for a couple misogynistic, 
homophobic dudes to ask if you had 
an orgy with your friends (they’ll 
ask about specific friends most 
likely)

32. Tell them that their tone is 
misogynistic and call them out on 
their homophobic behaviour also, 
while given the opportunity

33. Allow for further rumours of how 
you had an orgy to be spread

34. Continue laughing with your 
friends about it all

35. Return back home to Dunedin
36. Thank Jacob for driving the bus and 

the other leaders for their support 
with the trip

37. Help Jacob clean the bus with Sam
38. Enjoy conversations about how 

easily rumours spread 
39. Drive back to your house and go to 

sleep
40. Don’t have an orgy. •
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We were damsels in distress. Like 
many other OUTC-ers, my 

friends and I were frothing for a good 
mid-semester tramp, yet lacked a char-
iot (or a licence, as decreed by the laws 
of the land) to take us to the mountains 
where we so desired to travel. What 
was a fresher lass to do? We employed 
the age-old method known to some as 
‘pestering’ on every single person we 
knew who had a car and finally found 
a knight to rescue us by way of being 
Maddy’s friend (and soon to be the 
rest of ours, fortunately; that could 
have made for an awkward tramp). So 

we set off on our quest: a loop through 
the mysterious Greenstone and Caples 
river valleys. Trip members included 
myself, my twin sister (and interloper 
from VUWTC), Madeline Whittaker, 
Emma Crampton, and chariot-driving 
Isaac Tripp. 
After gathering all the victuals 
necessary at ye olde Newe Worlde, we 
set off, reaching the Greenstone chariot 
park at about 3pm. A last-minute 
decision was made by discerning 
damsel Maddy, who declared that by 
going up the Greenstone valley first, 
rather than the Caples as planned, 

A ye olde adventure featuring 4 young maidens and their 
knight in a shining Corolla, Isaac of Tripp.

Shar Mathias

A BAD TRIPP: GREENSTONE - CAPLES
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we would earn the best weather on 
the saddle. This meant a longer walk 
on the first day, with only our (head) 
lanterns to guide us. 
Alas! When we reached the blessed 
shelter of Greenstone cottage, we 
discovered our MSR stove was not 
functioning. Curses! Fortunately, 
Madeleine had remembered a second 
stove. We gained nourishment from 
some nachos, followed by ‘HoCho’ 
(a cursed word, meant only to be 
ridiculed), Squiggles and Mallow 
Puffs along with a few rounds of 
Bananagrams and Scum.  We observed 
many horrid possums outside our 
refuge, and some quest members may 
have run away screaming (they shall 
not be named).
The next morning fears of running out 
of fuel struck as the main stove refused 
to work despite a decent dismantling 
effort. We ate a muesli bar each instead 
of porridge and set off in the ethereal 
cloud, following the Greenstone 
towards the mystical McKellar Hut. 
Many fantastic swimming spots 

were sighted along the way, yet every 
group member professed not to be 
feeling like swimming. Such is the 
danger of tramping in wintertide. 
Other wayfarers were encountered 
on the way, including some Canadian 
outlanders who were hunting for 
‘haabbits’ and ‘aorks’ (it was suggested 
that my height made me a hobbit, but I 
disregarded these ignorant comments). 
Upon reaching McKellar Hut, we 
promptly engaged in foot-soaking 
(or rather dipping) in the boreal 
water, and perused a 2013 edition of 
Antics. We also entirely dismantled 
the malfunctioning stove to no avail 
(apart from proving ourselves to some 
old bloke who thought he might be 
able to fix it. Teenage damsels aren’t 
that useless). Fortunately, our fears 
of running out of fuel were allayed 
upon encountering a left-behind 
gas canister. Fed and satisfactorily 
watered, we played games, chatted, 
and awaited the morn.

Top: On a quest through the tussock [S Mathias].
Left: Ethereal early-morning cloud on mystical 
Lake McKellar [S Mathias].

The party wends its way up a hill [S Mathias].
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At dawn (closer to 7:30 am) we arose, 
ate breakfast, officially gave up on 
the cursed stove and set off on our 
way. We wound through the mystical 
forest on the edge of Lake McKellar 
and wended our way up to the famed 
McKellar saddle. Indeed, the weather 
witches were on our side and glorious 
sun shone down from our high-
altitude lunch perch. Several rubber 
ducks made an appearance, carried 
in by Isaac for reasons nobody really 
understood but everybody enjoyed. 
We zig-zagged back down from the 
saddle, encountering the Caples River 
and fueled by thoughts of pudding.  
We ended the day on about an hour-
long solitary march, chasing a hut that 
magically skipped further away every 
time it was ‘just around the corner’. 
Finally, we were greeted by clouds of 
sandflies at the glorious Mid-Caples 
Hut. 
We scared off all other hut users with 
the power bestowed upon us of loud 
chatting and forced them into the other 

bunk room. After dinner it was time 
(finally!) for the much-awaited Aunt 
Betty’s Double Chocolate Pudding, 
purchased eons ago at ye olde Newe 
Worlde. Their sickly sweetness hit 
the spot and fuelled us towards some 
late night possum-hunting. (“Yes, I’m 
terrified of them, but it’s about the 
thrill of terror”). 
The next morning we slept in, safe 
in the knowledge that we had a mere 
2-3 hour walk out, experimented 
with porridge (adding hot chocolate 
powder makes it a lot browner but not 
much more chocolatey), and walked 
off, spotting lots of delicious-looking 
swimming spots that still didn’t appeal, 
although the party was significantly 
smellier than it was after the start 
of the trip. We succumbed to the 
temptation of the water five minutes 
from the chariot park, hoped we 
hadn’t mooned any of the helicopters 
overhead and had a dip. Despite the 
apparent serenity of the river, it was 
alarmingly cold and didn’t particularly 

Left to right:Weather witches work wonders (McKellar Saddle) [S Mathias];
Four damsels: Shanti Mathias, Shar Mathias, Madeleine Whittaker, Emma Crampton [I Tripp].
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improve the serenity of the group. 
(Some group members may have got 
very angry at their sisters because of 
the cold. I was most definitely not a 
culprit). But morale was high after a 
lunch of crackers, cheese and brie in 
the sun. 
The fresher damsels, towed by the 
knight, crept back to Glenorchy on an 
empty tank of petrol (the petrol fairies 
ensured we didn’t stop) terrorizing 
him with the likes of Taylor Swift. Yes, 
at full volume. •

Top left: Mini rubber ducks [S Mathias];
Bottom left: The party.

TRIP TACO’S

Bag one prep:
Boil lentils with water and spices (but no salt) until tender.
Add tomatoes, black beans, salsa and chilli flakes.
Boil to get right consistency.
Cool and dehydrate and put in Bag One.

At camp, there are two options:
A.  Cover taco mix with boiling water and set aside to rehydrate; put it in the pot cozy (or use a   
 jacket to keep the pot warm). Add 3 cups water to the brown rice, boil ten minutes and put in   
the pot cozy for 20 minutes.
B.  Combine all (taco and rice), add 5 cups water, bring to boil, simmer 10 minutes and put in    
 the pot cozy for 20 minutes. 

REHYDRATE: 20 min.
SERVES: 3 - 4.

INGREDIANTS:
BAG ONE
• 2 cups water
• 1 cup lentils (black beluga lentils, French   
 green lentils or regular green lentils)
• 2 tbsp cumin
• 1 tbsp chilli powder
• 1 small jar tomato paste
• 1 cup dried black bean flakes OR 1 cup refried  
 black beans
• 1 cup salsa
• 1  cup freeze dried corn
• A few chilli flakes

BAG TWO
• 250 g  grated cheddar cheese OR
• 250 g aged cheddar block and the grater

BAG THREE
• 1 ½  cup rice (brown is best, but must be 
sprouted brown rice to cook in 20 minutes)

OPTIONAL
• Some tostadas or taco chips

Saskia Foreman
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It was a mission to get out of Dune-
din, as always. The fact that we had 

all been severely inebriated the night 
before was neither here nor there. I 
had packed that morning, ready for an 
8am departure. It wasn’t until well past 
9 that we finally got on the road; Clara 
had tried her best to avoid the trip al-
together by sleeping in.
Dan’s stellar navigation skills somehow 
managed to land us in Nightcaps, it was 
about 2pm by the time we managed to 
crawl out of that hole. There was a lot 
of faffing before we finally put boot to 
track. Dan and co were left in the dust as 
we motored across the landscape. The 

track descended steeply down from 
the clifftops to a collection of ‘cribs’ 
nestled beside the Waikoau River. 
There were some Southlanders (some 
might say bogans) racing around 
on quad bikes down the four-wheel 
drive track that formed the highstreet 
of the little collection of shacks. We 
made the great sacrifice of waiting 
for the slowpokes, forced to defend 
ourselves from the full ferocity that 
the sandfly population could throw at 
us. No sooner had they caught up and 
we got back underway towards Port 
Craig did Dan and Sierra whip their 
kits off for a photo. Minorly peeved, 

Mysterious noises, a lot of stairs and a few 
games of cards waiting for the stragglers.

Sam Harrison

HUMPS, BUMPS AND TRUMPS
Clara plodding down the Southern Coast 

towards Port Craig [S Harrison].
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yet unsurprised, we made an executive 
decision to leave them to their fate, 
wombling off down the beach.
The sky was filled with dark rolling 
clouds; we were painfully aware of 
the failing daylight. After 3km on the 
beach we opted to follow the track 
rather than brave the coastal track with 
the high tide and impending darkness. 
Given the state of our rumbling 
tummies a halt was called just after 
6 for a good snack and breath, as a 
substitute for dinner. After ‘dinner’ 
we traveled in convoy, following the 
feet of the person in front through 
the twilight.The call was made to pull 
out headtorches after we had been 
stumbling through the darkness for 
half an hour. Morale was low and 
legs were weary. Lina, being prepared 
for any and every eventuation (she 
was in the army you know) pulled 

out a speaker off her utility belt. 
Soon we were trucking along to such 
appropriate tramping songs as ‘ I’m 
Gonna Be (500 miles)’ and ‘These 
boots were made for walking’. This 
lifted the spirits of the group and we 
were putting in a quick pace. We made 
a sweepstake of what time we would 
reach the hut, I put in an optimistic 
7:30pm arrival, whilst the others went 
for times as late as 9pm. The track wove 
up and down, in and out of coastal 
bays. Lina triumphantly (and a little 
smugly) exclaimed that there was only 
6 minutes until my time was up. It was 
at that very moment that we emerged 
into the clearing that held Port Craig 
School House Hut. I yelled in ecstasy, 
the joy of my victory overwhelming 
me. We cautiously approached the 
door and entered the dark interior of 
the hut. Inside we found a couple that 
had been enjoying a nice quiet evening 
with the hut to themselves. Guess we 
ruined that!
The issue became that Dan and Sierra, 
those stragglers that we had left 
behind at the cribs, were the ones who 
actually knew what was for dinner/
how to cook it. What ensued was a 
drawn out 2 hours of trying to avoid 
thinking about food. Should we just 
cook whatever we have? How many 
teas does it take to kill you? Who 
should we eat first? After many rounds 
of Presidents and Arseholes (to which 
I rose from scum to president I might 
add), three tired bodies stumbled 
into the clearing. To Lina and me it 
was a relief, we had been reluctantly 

Lina strutting her stuff on one of the swing 
bridges [S Harrison].
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debating mounting a search party. 
Dan was not in a very good mood so 
we left him to brood in the 7kg ‘orgy’ 
tent that he had so faithfully carried 
all this way. Somewhat predictably 
the weight of his pack was subject for 
complaint. We did cut him some slack 
however, dinner that night was a pretty 
tasty curry. Just as we were all ready to 
fall asleep on our feet, Sierra mooted 
making mulled wine with the 3L of red 
wine that I had tried in vain to leave at 
the car against Dan’s wishes. If only to 
lighten his load I begrudgingly obliged 
to at least attempt making the mulled 
wine. Having no experience in this, it 
tasted a bit shit, but a man can only try.

Many strange noises were heard that 
night, it is still unconfirmed if they 
emanated from the tent outside or the 
top bunk that housed the ‘sleeping’ 
couple. We were keen to get out of the 
hut in good time so when we awoke 
there was a great buzz around the 
hut as breakfasts were sorted. Clara 
had neglected to pack any, so I shared 
mine with her. She had the balls to 
criticise the viscosity of the porridge 
I had made for her. Just can’t please 
some people. It became painfully 
obvious after breakfast that Dan and 
Sierra might be a while longer in the 
tent before they were ready. Dan is not 
a man that can be easily persuaded to 
do something when he doesn’t want 
to. Given that , we all trooped down to 
the ‘port’ to give the tenters some time.

Top to bottom: The old Port Craig school house/
hut [S Harrison]; braving the waves down by the 
port [S Harrison]; Sam doesn’t trust German 
driving [C Jonsson].
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The hut we had slept in was actually a 
school house from the days when the 
area was occupied by loggers. That 
venture had failed by the late 1920s and 
the rest of the village was dismantled 
other than the hut. The wharf is 
rumoured to have been destroyed by 
the army during the Second World 
War to stop it being used as a possible 
landing point by the Japanese. We 
enjoyed having a little explore down 
by the ruins and a good clamber over 
the rocks. By the time we went back to 
the hut the others were at least closer 
to being ready. It was 10:30am by the 
time we finally moved off down the 
track, which followed the old bush 
tram line that was used to haul timber 
to the port. Walking along it consisted 
of hopping from sleeper to sleeper, to 
avoid a squelchy embarrassment in 
the mud that inhabited the space in-
between. The track was punctuated 
by impressive wooden viaducts and 
it was by the largest of these that we 
stopped for lunch. A robin decided to 
accompany us for this and we all had 
a merry time. Sadly this viaduct was a 
little wobbly, so instead we were forced 
to go down to the river and then back 
up the otherside.
At the next viaduct we waited again 
for Dan and Sierra to catch up. It was 
a good thirty minutes before they 
did, which gave us time to discuss 
war films with the real life German, 
Amelie. Band of Brothers (although 
not exactly a movie) won out that 
conversation. When the stragglers 
did catch up, I didn’t ask where they 

had been because frankly, I really 
didn’t want to know. From here the 
track diverted off the South Coast 
Track and up the namesake Hump 
Ridge towards Okaka Lodge. Clara 
moved at a rate of knots across the 
landscape and I struggled to keep up. 
Fortunately as the gradient steepened 
she slowed, until we had to stop every 
five minutes for an ‘oxygen break’. I 
was forced to crack the whip to keep 
Clara motivated. Many (MANY) steps 
later we stumbled across a napping 
Anna, who had neglected to wait at 
the viaduct. It took all my powers of 
persuasion to convince Clara that we 
were near Luncheon Rock, which was 
a cool rock and totally more worthy 
of our break. Fast-foward many more 
steps and Clara was about to cry. Being 
the eternal meanie that I am, I forced 

The girls that kept Sam ‘Instagram Husband’ 
Harrison in line on one of the viaducts 
[S Harrison].
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her to keep pushing onward and 
upward.
And there, towering magnificently over 
the trees stood a rock that although 
looked nothing like luncheon, was 
perfection to Clara. Standing on top 
of the rock (which actually was the 
correct one) we were treated with a 
stunning 360 degree panorama of 
Southland. To the north stood the 
Takitimus, flanked by the mountains 
of Fiordland. To the south stretched 
out views of the Southern Coast, and 
out to sea we were given a glimmering 
view of Stewart Island.
As we lazed on the rock in the sun, the 
sound of music could be faintly heard 
coming from the trees. We yelled 
salutations and the rest of our party, 
minus stragglers, replied in elation. 
The thought of moving from the rock 
was sheer blasphemy; we lay soaking 
up both vitamin D and the sheer 
beauty of the place. I did my duty as 

the appointed Instagram husband for 
the girls and many, many photos later 
we begrudgingly moved off, conscious 
of the setting sun. Our original plan 
was to camp somewhere along the 
ridge past Okaka Lodge. However 
given the lateness of the hour and the 
weariness of feet we decided to aim 
for the lodge and see what happened. 
The track from the rock was a highway 
made up of almost entirely board 
walk, not exactly what one might call 
difficult terrain.
I used the time plodding wisely, 
torturing Clara and the others with my 
interpretation of introducing myself 
in Swedish. “Jag heter Sam, vad heter 
du? Jag hete….”. We regrouped at the 
off track to Okaka Lodge to make sure 
we didn’t lose anyone. Anna was a little 
paranoid of getting lost and would 
often start walking back the way she 
had come if we were too slow. The 
30 minute track time from the sign 

Left: The girls at Luncheon Rock; Right: Speeding along the boardwalks [Both S Harrison].
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was in fact a 10 minute stroll, and we 
were happy to collapse at the lodge. It 
became obvious once we had passed 
the threshold of the door that we were 
not going to be camping that night. 
Instead we made ourselves cozy and 
hunkered down waiting for you know 
who. Lina, being the total lad that she 
is, walked back up to the turn off to 
leave a note to make sure they came 
to the lodge. The last thing we wanted 
was to lose them, and dinner, on the 
ridge.
Luckily that eventuality was avoided,  
and they stumbled up to the hut only 
an hour or so after we had arrived. 
From there we all trooped off to the 
kitchen to help with dinner or just be 
a general nuisance. Dinner ended up 
being fantastic, although somewhat 
light of tofu as I had discovered the 
container during dinner prep. The 
night was capped off with some 
mulled wine before our tired bodies 
all collapsed into our beds.

There was no convincing Dan to get 
up early, even though no one really 
wanted to walk or drive in the dark 
again. Instead we initiated Operation 
Bastards, which consisted of doing 
our best ‘those really annoying, loud 
and inconsiderate people in the hut’ 
impersonation. By the time I had had 
my porridge, which Clara made this 
time to ensure the viscosity was correct 
(plus adding apple and chocolate!), 
the operation was showing results. 
To my surprise we actually got out of 
the lodge in decent time, soon enough 
we were plummeting down hill in the 
direction of the South Coast Track 
through misty rain.
This side of the walk was a bit more 
rugged (or normal?) and a lot steeper. 
We actually managed to hold a good 
formation though, with no one 
straggling at the back (other than 
me). With Dan ‘the walking podcast’ 
for company, time passed quickly and 
before we knew it we were down on the 

The view of the Southern Coast in the morning, from Okaka Lodge [S Harrison].
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flats. As we had lunch at the junction 
with the coast track, a man with a very 
friendly dog who was very keen on 
our sandwiches (the dog not the man) 
passed us and we had a friendly track 
conversation. From this point the walk 
seemed impossibly unfamiliar given 
we had walked it just a couple of days 
earlier. The weather was truly shit by 
the time we reached the beach, rain was 
flying at us horizontally as we stumbled 
down the coast. We regrouped at the 
cribs before a final push to the carpark. 
After an impossibly long 2 kilometres 
we broke out onto the road. Our feet 
rejoiced, although our noses didn’t, 
as the boots came off. Certainly an 
enjoyable adventure. •

Walking across the flats towards the South Coast 
Track [S Harrison].

Top: Emil wowed by a train tunnel; Bottom: Sam 
ponders swimming [Both C Carponcin].

Top: Five star beach accomodation; Bottom: 
Jacob  admires Niagra Falls [Both S Harrison].
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With a total lack of planning and 
with Jacob and me at the helm, 

the social Catlins trip began. In an 
new OUTC record we departed from 
the gear room after only 15 minutes. 
We tiki-toured south, visiting Nugget 
Point, the old tunnel and Purakau-
nui Falls. After I scaled the falls and 
improved all the tourist’s photos we 
headed to Purakaunui Campsite for 
the evening. There was high partici-
pation in our spring dip before we all 
scattered in search of firewood. Andy  
managed to get rejected by a local sea 
lion, but not before discovering a stash 
of wood on the far side of the beach. It 
took two Kiwis, a Frenchman and an  
Englishman to haul the heavy timbers 
back to camp. By sunset the fire was 

roaring and the group sat entranced 
by the dancing flames. Starting the 
gas ring I almost lost all of the hair 
on my hand because someone had 
left the lines open, but other than that 
the night went smoothly. Conditions 
under the fly that night could only 
be described as moist but we were all 
hardy souls (other than Jacob). The 
agenda for Sunday included a cafe, 
Curio Bay and Slope Point, before  we 
headed back in the direction of home. 
Jacob managed to tick Niagra Falls off 
his bucket list along the way, and a fi-
nal stop was made at the Owaka pub 
for refreshments. The two vehicles of 
happy campers safely made it back to 
Dunedin by 8pm, exhausted by their 
adventures. •

Lack of planning prevails again.

Sam Harrison

FIRE, FOOD AND FRIENDSHIP Group photo at Slope Point, the Southest South 
bit of the South Island.

CATLINS SOCIAL TRIP
15th - 16th September
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Cameron leading the charge [C Leaper].

"Just grab everything and we’ll make a 
plan in the car.” 

Leaving late in the afternoon, Matt 
Gruber, Charles Leaper and I were 

speeding towards Queenstown in a 
jacked-up Mitsubishi Pajero with a 
boot filled to the brim with climbing 
gear, skis, food and camping equip-
ment. Matt was driving while Charles 
and I scrolled through different weath-
er services, searching for a sign from 
God. Our original plan of multipitch 
rock climbing in Milford Sound was 
dumped due to predominant rain in 
the region (typical). Charles suggested 
we do the grand traverse of the Re-
markables: telecom tower to Double 
Cone, traverse to Single Cone, then 
walk out Wye Saddle. Being mid-Sep-

tember there was plenty of snow on 
the mountain, but the spring sun 
meant the conditions would deterio-
rate quickly during the day, especial-
ly being a northern aspect. If we were 
going to the Remarks I figured we 
should try our hand at the South Face 
Classic; a route I had been planning on 
attempting since the previous March. 
After researching the route and double 
checking the weather, Charles was on 
board, and I believe Matt was keen as 
soon as I said “300-metre face climb”. 
Matt, a radical skier, concocted the 
brilliant idea of skiing down the cen-
tral couloir on the north side of the 
mountain for a descent, because what 
is a cake without icing? We slept that 
night under the stars in a campground 

Cameron Jardell
The South Face Classic epic.
GO FOR GOLD!
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out of Queenstown, filled with excite-
ment for the stupendous send that was 
to come.

4:30am, the alarm sounded and several 
minutes passed before we mustered 
the energy to exit our sleeping bags 
and prepare a morning feed. By 
5am we had begun the drive to the 
Remarkables Ski Field. It was still dark 
by the time we parked in the upper 
lot, but after organising ourselves for 
the climb and gearing up, the sun had 
begun to consume the morning sky. 
Although I had placed a head torch 
on my helmet it was not turned on, as 
the snow shown plenty bright enough 
to follow the groomed trail to Lake 
Alta. Without crampons, Charles and 
I who were in mountaineering boots 
found ourselves slipping occasionally 
on the steeper groomed sections, 
while Matt’s ski boots penetrated 

the hard snow with ease. We put our 
crampons on right below the lake and 
began marching up into Wye Saddle, 
following snow patches up the slope. 
The hiking was easy, but we were 
admittedly slow and took rests while 
enjoying the scenery.  Soon enough we 
had made it to the flat saddle.
Climb NZ informed us of a gully to 
use for descent to the south side of 
the mountain; the trick was finding 
it. I insisted the gully was higher up 
on the ridge and our team trekked 
upwards to find it. After a while we 
came to the ridge and peered over to 
an incredibly steep face of rock and 
snow. After admitting my navigational 
error, we hiked down along the ridge 
before eventually locating the route. 
I told Matt who had skis on his back 
that he should ski the gully, but that 
would mean taking his skis off his 
back, and he just couldn’t be bothered. 
We began plunge stepping for a while 
but changed to downclimb mode as 
the gully steepened. By the time we 
had reached the bottom Matt was 
slightly butthurt that he didn’t ski, but 
soon his attention, as well as Charles' 
and mine, was turned to the enormous 
south face that loomed over us. The 
first pitch of the route, a 60 metre flow 
of WI3 waterfall ice, came into view as 
we approached the face. The previous 
night I was nervous about leading the 
climb since I had only led WI2 climbs 
at that point, however, confidence grew 
quickly as I scanned the streaking blue 
line. Smiles were shown on every face. 

Objective number one [C Leaper].



245

SPRING GO FOR GOLD!

We trekked on in unanimous awe at 
the route before us. 
After some semi-deserved R&R on a 
comfy snow ledge we dug, our team 
began the procedure: I racked up, 
Charles flaked our ropes, and Matt 
scrambled up some snowy rock slabs 
to the left of the ice in search of sweet 
camera angles. Once I was tied in 
and Charles was ready for the belay, 
I commenced the climb. Sharp ice 
tools swung and penetrated the ice 
with ease while crampon points clung 
like talons to the frozen slope. The ice 
was exquisitely solid with minimal 
dinner-plating.  I enjoyed a steady 
calmness during the start, as the ice 
was low angle and not difficult. This 
was a short-lived luxury. The first 
vertical step hit me harder than a nitro 
through a funnel and the pump caught 
up very fast. Still, progress was being 
made and once on the top of this first 
section I began my mega-jerry habit of 
resting on screws. I believe everyone 

has something deep within them that 
drives their upward progression on a 
climb when they are scared or pumped; 
the source of the send one might say. 
Before every move I made I thought to 
myself I hope I look cool as fuck ice 
climbing with these skis on my back. 
With this egotistical fuel powering 
my picks, it was time for the crux. 
After a quick rest, I began ascending 
the 4-metre vertical step. After half 
way, I looked down and envisioned 
the size of the fall at risk and decided 
to place a screw. Hanging from one 
tool, I pulled out a screw and began 
jabbing and twisting the teeth into the 
ice. With every second, a fire grew in 
my arm while the ice screw refused to 
co-operate. I needed a little verbal help 
and yelled, “Come on you mother-
fucker! Get in there!” The ice screw, 
obviously terrified, obeyed my orders 
and with a clip of a draw the gates of 
relief were released. I continued, just 
several moves to the top of the step. 
With one solid tool placement above 
the lip, I yanked my other from the 
ice and attempted to get a higher 
swing. My heart seized when my right 
crampon popped out. I fell the length 
of my arm, thankfully caught by my 
one good tool. Desperate kicks struck 
the ice and with just a short sequence 
I was on top of the ice lip, placing 
another piece of pro. Less than vertical 
ice climbing led to another vertical 
section at the top of the pitch. Unsure 
of where the bolts were and how much 
rope I had left, I decided to fix an 
anchor from my remaining screws. 

The ice climb, note Cameron in top left of picture 
and Charles below in bottom right [M Grubber].
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There is a specific style of alpine 
climbing that is used by poor climbers, 
particularly uni students: the ‘make do’ 
approach. Additional to the fact that 
these tactics might actually work, they 
are usually hysterical in nature and 
benefit the morale of the team. Just as 
Matt’s lack of mountaineering boots 
was no reason to not mountaineer, the 
rest of the team’s lack of technical ice 
tools was no reason not to ice climb. 
The plan was simple: I would lead with 
two ropes, using one as a tag line to 
lower my ice tools to the bottom of the 
climb for the next person, and so on. 
However, Charles with his piolet and 
semi-technical axe combo decided 
he would experiment. Not far up the 
route, he was confident in his picks 
and climbed the rest of ice, cleaning 
all the pro as he went along. Next was 
Matt who hacked his way up with two 
piolets and tied into the would be 
tag line. Both enjoyed the climb very 

much, while I enjoyed watching them 
ice climb with straight shafted tools. 
Once both the bros were safetied into 
the anchor, our stoked-as trio began 
the second pitch. 
It began with a rightwards traverse 
before an icy slope led upwards. There 
was hardly any ice left on the route and 
in less than 10 metres I was on a snow 
ramp. Hugging the rocks on my right I 
scoured the blocks for a bolted anchor, 
which as legend has it, actually exists. 
My failure to locate the bolts resulted 
in a couple of big nuts in a dripping 
wet crack. It sounds sexual but was far 
from pleasant, as water dripped onto 
my softshell jacket, as well as the rope. 
Matt and Charles followed up the snow 
slope, tied into a single rope. Once 
at the anchor we began planning our 
strategy. Due to the abundance of rock 
and the large exposure, we decided 
to simul climb the steep snow. So off 
we went, climbing along, occasionally 
placing rock pro.
Our team made good distance on the 
face by following an obvious snow 
ramp that angled up towards the 
summit. Protection was decent: a nut 
here, a sling there, a bomber as piton to 
sooth the soul. Every once in a while, it 
was required to run the rope out a bit 
while traversing an open snow patch 
between rock features. The snow was 
pretty warm but not totally soggy and 
provided good foot holds, with the 
only danger being the possibility of it 
slipping out from underneath. Since 
we had only brought a set and a half 
of wires, three micro cams and one 

Matt and Charles [C Jardell].
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piton, our gear ran out pretty quick 
and an anchor had to be built to reload 
the leader's rack. This also gave us 
the opportunity to discuss our route, 
which was getting increasingly more 
difficult to find. 
To the south, a short slope of 
shimmering snow gave way to a 
spectacular scene of the craggy, snow-
covered peaks of the Remarkables 
Range surrounding the deep, 
U-shaped Wye Valley. To the north, 
a perilous mountain face with veins 
of white winding through dark rocky 
slabs and buttresses. A brilliant blue 
sky connected it all. Charles, Matt and 
I stood on a miniscule ledge, tied into 
a three-nut anchor, discussing our 
next move on the vertical chess board 
of black and white. Matt eventually 
took the lead and began climbing 
right but didn’t make much ground 
before announcing the difficulty of 
the direction. We regrouped before 
Charles began marching left along 
more snow. Another pitch of simul 
climbing to another anchor led us to 
ever more confusing terrain. With 
Matt on lead this time, we continued 
on a diagonal path up the face. We 
stopped once again at our next anchor 
to contemplate our actions. The time 
was 8pm. Time had really flown by 
and the prospects of night were soon 
to be upon us. As the snow-wrapped 
peaks around us took on that warm red 
glow and the sky melted into a golden 
horizon, we had to decide quickly. 
Option one was to down climb the 
snow slope and V-thread the ice to the 

base of the face then hike back over the 
saddle. Option two was to continue 
climbing in the dark and descend the 
ridge. Then there was the possibility 
of a snow cave, option four, but this 
wasn’t really discussed. It appeared 
to me that we were almost half way 
up the face and that continuing up 
would mean completing the climb and 
an overall faster way to the ski field. 
Soon enough our decision was made 
and the three of us were committed to 
ascending the face. 
After a series of simul climbs in the dim 
dusk light, true darkness surrounded 
us. The beams from our headtorches 
sporadically waved back and forth 
revealing sights always too familiar: 
more rock, and more snow. The 
climbing became steeper and rockier 
as our path became more direct. To 
make things more niggly Matt didn’t 
have a headtorch, which ultimately 
was okay because I would use mine to 
lead and find placements and Charles 
would indirectly share his light with 
Matt. However, this changed when 
Charles dropped his Petzl headtorch 
off the face. Charles made me aware 
of this at our next anchor where Matt 
also dropped his glove. Although I 
had an extra glove to lend Matt to 
save his phalanges from frostbite, I 
had only one head torch and I needed 
it to lead. And so, our procedure 
continued with me leading up steep 
snowy couloirs, placing rock pro then 
making an anchor and belaying up 
the others, who would follow in the 
pitch dark with their duel-wielded 
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piolets. This slowed our progress a 
lot and our simul climbs transitioned 
into full belayed pitches. The night 
became very cold and at each belay I 
would begin shivering uncontrollably. 
Matt, once at the anchor, demanded I 
put a jacket on and took over belaying 
Charles. He noticed the stiffness of our 
rope running through the ATC, where 
a closer look revealed it had partially 
froze, probably due to the wet snow 
it had been dragged through during 
the day. Once Charles was with us 
we switched ropes, very glad we had 
brought two. Our utter exhaustion 
from the lack of food and extensive 
exercise caught up to us. We took the 
time to eat and regain some energy. I 
had believed the climb would take less 
than a day and brought a single measly 
bar, which had fallen out of my pack 
somewhere along the approach. The 
other guys offered a fudge bar, three 
bites of an apple, and two bites of a 
burrito, for which I was very thankful. 
Matt and Charles quickly devoured 
the small amounts of food they had 
stored. 
Time seemed to slip away without 
warning. Each of us fully believed we 
were just a single pitch length from 
the ridge, but after 3 more pitches of 
thinking this our anxiety grew. It was 
impossible to tell how far we were in 
the dark and we gambled with every 
couloir we climbed up. Climbing over 
the last section of a steep couloir, I 
pulled myself onto what I thought was 
the ridge only to see more snow leading 
up. We simul climbed with limited 

pro, as good cracks were becoming 
harder to find. After trudging on up 
the snow face with no other option, 
eventually Matt shouted up suggesting 
we solo the rest. I couldn’t see him, 
and I couldn’t see the ridge, but we 
were practically soloing already, so 
made myself comfortable (relatively) 
and waited for the others to join up. 
Once all three of us were together 
again, Matt took the lead and headed 
off right to scout a path. He had hardly 
moved before yelling back that he 
thinks he might see the ridge. This 
was more than enough incentive to 
charge our internal batteries and begin 
our traverse to finally get the fuck off 
the face. With no perception of how 
high we were, 300 metres could have 
well been 10 in our brains. Matt pulled 
himself over the lip and exclaimed 
“It’s the ridge guys! We made it.” Soon 
Charles and I joined him, the three of 
us filled with relief. 

The time was 4am. Our plans of 
summiting and skiing the central 
couloir were long gone and all we 
wanted was to make it back to the car. 
Charles and Matt began hiking down 
while I relieved my shoulders of my 
skis and began switching over boots. 
I mean, I carried the damn things all 
the way up, I might as well have a nice 
4 am shred back to the car. The cold 
air made my ski boots extremely stiff 
but after a long struggle they were 
fastened and clipped into my skis. I 
can only describe the snow quality 
as icy bullshit, that made deafening 
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It was meant to be a pleasant week-
end trip into the hills at the end of 

the mid-semester break. A short drive 
into Fiordland, a stroll to Green Lake 
hut, a day spent wandering around 
the hills near the hut and a mosey out 
the next day.  Instead we went through 
what can only be described as hell. 
The cause of our strife was only revealed 
upon arrival at the hut. We'd spent a 
happy day climbing up towards the 
saddle, going off track to have a play in 
the snow and catch some of the evening 

sun. Down at the lake edge the sky was 
transitioning to a deep velvet blue and 
we made it to the hut as the last of the 
light drained from the sky. Glad to be 
there, we settled down for what we 
thought would be a pleasant evening of 
dinner, hot tea and bikkies.
We were going to make a stir-fry, a nice 
spicy, saucy stir-fry. The only problem: 
we’d forgotten all our spices and sauces.
Each member of the group shed a 
single tear, which George resourcefully 
suggested we could use to salt our 
meal. Not wanting to let this brutal 
blow dishearten us however, we went 
about making a vegetable and noodle 
‘dish’ flavoured with multiple packets 
of peanut butter we found lurking in 

Charlotte Patterson

Featuring Eilish “shit hands” Austin, George 
“pop a manu” McDougall, Asia “iron-bladder” 
Brownlie and Charlotte “knee-deep” Patterson.

A VERY BLAND TRIP TO GREEN LAKE

GO FOR GOLD!

sounds with every turn. I navigated 
between rocks down the ridge until 
the relatively flat ground at Wye 
Saddle forced me to use my poles for 
propulsion. A glimpse of movement 
out of the corner of my eye turned out 
to be the guys marching through the 
boulders. I convinced Matt to click 
into his skis while ski-less Charles kept 
stomping downward. Icier styrofoam 
snow dotted with rocks lead us back to 
the ski field and it’s oh so smooth trails. 
I’ve never enjoyed skiing groomers as 
much as I did then, as Matt and I shot 
down the car park in mere minutes. 
We were slightly worried about the car 
being towed overnight but to our relief 
the bastard was right where we left it 
and looking better than ever. 

Matt and I immediately began tearing 
into our food bags while we waited 
for Charles. It was 5am by the time 
we arrived at the car, making for 23 
hours straight on the move. What 
was supposed to be a short day climb 
turned into a grueling battle through 
day and night. Charles made it to the 
car about 30 minutes later, officially 
ending our climb. There was some 
shared laughter, but our complete 
exhaustion shut out any celebration of 
our success. The sun began to rise as 
we drove off the mountain. Casualties 
included: two nuts, one piton, one 
headtorch, a glove and our dignities, 
because the south face shouldn’t take 
23 hours to climb. •
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the bottom of George’s pack and a dash 
of maple syrup that was intended for the 
porridge. The verdict: surprisingly tasty.
Having narrowly avoided disaster, we 
decided to reward ourselves with a 
comforting cup of tea. The water was 
boiling before we realised that we faced 
a tramper's true worst nightmare. We’d 
forgotten to bring any tea bags. 
This was almost too much to take. Eilish 
was nearly catatonic on the floor at this 
news. Asia suddenly became religious, 
praying to the Flying Spaghetti 
Monster for salvation, and we seriously 
considered pulling our PLB just to get 
away from this living nightmare we now 
faced. 
But OUTCers are made of tougher stuff 
than that, and upon recalling the well-
known words of Shakespeare -
They whom liveth through a tea-famine
hath truly crossed the realms of darkness
and thus rewarded, doth receive bountiful 
tea ever-after - we picked Eilish up off 
the floor and carried on with our lives.
Needless to say, it was a challenge, but 
we got through it and stumbled out 
of the forest two days later, weak and 
mildly delirious. Our first sip of tea felt 
like the first gasp of a new born baby. 
We’d traveled through a baptism of fire 
and we’d survived.
Time has passed since that fateful trip 
and we’ve all had time to reflect on the 
ordeal. Memories have faded, friendships 
fractured, photos cracked and crumbled, 
but I know we four will never forget what 
we went through together. We will never 
take our tea for granted again.  •

A VERY BLAND TRIP TO GREEN LAKE

Top: Eilish in her lack-of-tea-induced catatonic 
state; Middle: Top tip - try milk powder flavoured 
with disintegrating biscuits as a substitute for 
tea; Bottom: Dinner.

Notable Quotes:
“What’s a little bit of starvation between 
friends?” - George

“A mountain is not a penis” – Asia

“It’s not about safety, 
it’s about fashion” - Charlotte
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OUTC punters overcome the odds to actually 
make it to the track start: a photo story.

Madeleine Whitaker

SILT, SPANAIRD & SELFIES

1. Lesson number one: a Toyota Camry cannot make it through a ford. This 
was before a farmer came and towed us out. The water damage caused the 
airbag in the steering wheel to later explode while Nick was driving!

[M Whittaker]

2. What better use of an avalanche shovel than to 
shovel water out of a flooded car?

[J Donn]

3. Mt. Somers walkway.
[M Whittaker]

4. Josh draining the last of the wet stuff, there was 
s’now more after that!

[M Whittaker]
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5. Melting snow and bivvying halfway up Mt. Somers. 
Nothing like a Spaniard plant for a mattress.

[M Whittaker]

6. Slightly dusty bivvy selfie.
[J Donn (duh)]

7. On a ridge about halfway up.
[M Whittaker]

8. Vidi veni vici, a Mt. Somers summit selfie. 
[J Donn (again duh)]

9. Unreal views up above the clouds (on left Nick 
Greene, on right Madeleine Whittaker).

[J Donn]

10. Josh with the Winterslow Range in the 
background.

[M Whittaker]
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The conversation the night before 
our trip:
Isabelle: Damn, we don’t have time to do 
Mt Cook on our summer travels.
Prina: Hmmm, Eric did mention wanting 
to go to Mt Cook this week. We could go 
tomorrow?! 
Natalia: What about school? Eh, I’m in. 
George: Nah, I need to sort my life out
*15 minutes of us trying to convince George 
to come, unsuccessfully* 

Then the problems started to appear. 
Firstly, Prina had lost one boot (no, 
we don’t know how) on the previous 
weekend’s trip, so she was scrambling 
around Dunedin trying on boots. She 
also needed to find someone to cover 
for her at work, so we didn’t know if 
we were even going until 10pm the day 
before. Next, we wanted to do Mueller 
Hut but needed some gear by the 
morning so we turned to our trusty 
pals at OUTC.

Isabelle’s testimonial on how that 
conversation went:

Americans discover there is more to Mt Cook NP.

Natalia Tribaldos & Prina Sumaria

NOT MUELLER Overlooking Tasman Lake from the moraine.
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I messaged OUTC Facebook and said 
“Hi, we want to do the Mt Cook hike.” 
Sam answered and told me to email 
Maddie, who answered quickly - 
“What gear do you need?” 
*I looked at Nati, who googles what we 
need* 
“So like crampons and ice axes?!” 
Maddie then asked if anyone is 
experienced in mountaineering. 
We’re like “no”, she’s like “Do you have 
avalanche gear?” 
We look at each other thinking “What 
even is avalanche gear”? We look it up 
- it’s shovels and other crap. 
Then I get a message from Sam saying 
“Just make sure you don’t end up 
heading up Mt Cook” - turns out we 
wanted to climb to Mueller Hut, which 
is by Mt Ollivier.
So, we solved all our problems, didn’t 
end up getting any gear, and headed 
off to Aoraki/Mount Cook National 
Park the next morning. 

The Trip
The first day consisted of a fun car ride, 
during which we bought Mountain 
Dew-looking coolant and stopped 
at many points along the way for the 
typical Mt Cook road pictures. Of 
course, Prina brought her skateboard, 
so we had some fun with that taking 
the classic pictures. 
Mueller Hut was a no go but Guy 
at I-Site recommended Ball Hut to 
us, and added to the list of people 
slating us about our apparent lack 
of experience (we know ice axes are 
more important than crampons now 
okay). Guy told us the hike to the hut 
is pretty meh but once you get there 
it’s stunning. I’M SORRY GUY BUT 
IF YOU THINK THIS VIEW IS MEH 
WE NEED TO HAVE A TALK. The 
view from Ball Hut was incredible - 
would thoroughly recommend if the 
weather isn’t great for Mueller. It only 
took 3 hours to walk there. •

Below: Group photo by the Hooker Lake; Top 
right: Bridge over the outlet to Hooker Lake; 
Bottom right: View on top of the Tasman Glacier.
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A GUIDE TO TRAVEL IN FIORDLANDODDS & ENDS

Anybody who has ever spent any 
time in Fiordland will be famil-

iar with the fact that tracks, and relat-
ed terms, take on an entirely new and 
(much like the Proctor's definition of 
private property) significantly loos-
er meaning. In a place that is an area 
greater than 12,600 km², has 8 metres 
of rain per year and less than a 100 full 
time DOC employees to manage the 
park, it is conceivable  that sometimes 
tracks can get overgrown or somewhat 
muddy. The following table shows how 

the definitions of “track” words change 
their meaning in the Fiordland tramp-
ing context. The first column contains 
a word relating to the type of track; 
in descending order of difficulty. The 
second is a summary of the word’s 
standard Oxford English Dictionary 
(OED) definition. The third column 
illustrates the word’s use in the context 
of Fiordland, and the fourth column 
provides a description of commonly 
observed physical manifestations.

Darius Mortimer-Webster
A GUIDE TO TRAVEL IN FIORDLAND

Gentlemen trampers enjoying the quality tracks of Fordland {Editor: word-play or spelling mistake?}
near (in) Lake Poteriteri.
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OED DOC'S 
DEFINITION

PHYSICAL 
MANIFESTATION RATING

PATH

A track laid down 
for walking or 
made by continual 
treading.

Wel l -maint aine d, 
clearly defined track 
with less than 8 
inches of mud.

Gravel and less than 3 
fallen trees per km.

★ ★ ★ ★ ★
It's nice being 
able to see 
what your feet 
are doing.

RIVER

A large natural 
stream of water 
flowing in a channel 
to the sea, a lake, or 
another river.

A large  flowing body 
of bloody freezing 
water.

I n d i s t i n g u i s h a b l e 
from a path when it is 
raining.

★ ★ ★ ★ ☆
Easy to walk 
through 
and hard to 
overheat in 
summer.

GAME 
TRAIL

A route frequented 
by animals or game.

(They don’t like 
to talk about the 
competition’s better 
quality product).

Small clear gap in 
foliage often found 
on ridgelines, usually 
leads in a circle.

★ ★ ★ ★ ☆
Possibility 
of a chance 
encounter 
with a boar.

DOC 
TRACK

A track frequented 
and “maintained” by 
DOC.

Often marked out 
with less than 2 feet 
of mud and less than 
20 fallen trees per km

Footprints leading 
into what otherwise 
appears to be a hedge 
or bog.

★ ★ ☆ ☆ ☆

LAKE
A large area of water 
surrounded by land.

A large impassible 
body of water..

A large body of water 
relatively easy to swim/
walk though.

★ ★ ☆ ☆ ☆
Can get quite 
cold in winter.

ROUTE/
TRAP 
LINE

A way or course 
taken by getting 
from a starting point 
to a destination.

At some point 
possessed more then 
2 track markers in 
the last 10 years.

Indistinguishable from 
the bush around it.

★ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆
Sometimes 
still preferable 
to bush 
bashing 
though bush 
lawyer.
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Two Americans are baptised in Fiordland, and 
learn about the "She'll be right" attitude.

Logan Troy

Stream or a track? [A Lin]. 
(Photos on previous page 

were also taken on this trip).
"IT'S NEW ZEALAND, WE'LL BE SORTED":
 A FIORDLAND (MIS)ADVENTURE

Itching for a mid-semester bush-
bash, Darius, Alex, and I charted 

a five day South Coast circuit. Given 
our lack of experience in snowy con-
ditions, the flattish, low lying terrain 
of Southern Fiordland promised a 
passable yet remote route combining 
beachy coastal highway, “maintained” 
routes, deer paths/bushbashing, and a 
steep ascent up above the bushline on 
Hump Ridge. Most importantly, we 
planned to ditch tent weight, keep dry, 

and bunk in huts every night.
After my American self braved the left 
side of the road on the drive down to 
Rarakau Carpark, we hit the trail to 
the tune of Darius bemoaning over the 
practically paved road to Port Craig 
School Hut: “The track better get a 
lot rougher than this!” The esplanade 
did, however, compensate for our late 
start, so we arrived in time to scavenge 
a shellfish dinner and spot a Right 
Whale (according to Alex’s whale 
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identifications; a whale’s a whale to 
me). 
Always subscribing to the squeamish 
philosophy that shellfish have shells so 
they shouldn’t be eaten, I had prepared 
myself to try mussels. But, finding 
them in scarce supply so close to the 
hut, Alex and Darius were keen for 
some more exotic species—limpets 
and snails and some sort of alien 
crustacean that screamed “poisonous” 

to me. Unfortunately, Alex’s species 
identification skills didn’t extend to 
invertebrates, so we feasted repeating 
the mantra “let’s all get sick together”, 
before retiring for the night.

The next day proved to be an 
uneventful 30 kilometres of mud 
that served utterly no purpose other 
than to blisterise our feet and shred 
Darius’ well-worn boots. Darius’ 
gung-ho conviction that we could ford 
the roaring Waitutu River the next 
day also convinced Alex—my fellow 
American—and me that he had more 
than the usual number of screws loose. 
Reinforcing this point, he pulled a 
two day old steak out of his pack and 
cooked it well-done—but only because 
I insisted medium-rare was too risky. 
(I’ve since realised our assessment 
was incorrect—Darius has exactly the 
usual number of loose screws... for a 
Kiwi tramper.) 
Oh, and one of the best Auroras in 
years graced the night sky: a fact I 
learned a month later. Despite sleeping 
in the best building on earth to observe 
the Aurora Australis, we slumbered 
through it, unaware. 

The next day’s challenge, we reckoned, 
would be daylight; late winter at that 
latitude afforded us a measly 11 hours 
of passable daylight for 14 kilometres 
of bushbashing, as the crow flies. My 
preparation? I printed the topo map 
but failed to include a scale, memorised 
the 23 degree compass declination 
but forgot whether it was positive or 

Above: Down the South Coast;
Below: A shellfish feast [Both A Lin].
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negative, and saw that Moir’s guide 
mentioned the route but declined to 
actually read what the guidebook said 
due to my floundering bank account 
and allergy to libraries. 
The realisation that we wouldn’t reach 
Lake Poteriteri Hut crept in slowly—
unannounced but unanimous. 
Slaughterburn Hut, a tantalising 
five kilometres away, beckoned us 
westwards. Really, all that stood in 
our way was the raging, unbridged 
Waitutu River, so ingrained in our 
American contingent’s memory. But, 
as Darius, whose now-ailing knee let 
him abandon the hope of reaching 
Lake Poteriteri, informed us with 
a grin, “it’s New Zealand, we’ll be 
sorted.”
Turns out a bridge unmarked on the 
topo map led us to the hut, but not 
before we realised a half-formed old 
trapline would’ve made a much, much 
better route. As the day’s navigator, I 
apologised. Luckily though, the quasi-
path seemed to continue north, in 
the direction of Lake Poteriteri Hut. 
Thus, we decided to try again the 
next morning. In the meanwhile, we 
enjoyed Darius’ kilogram of bacon 
in a true gem of a hut; it was warm, 
devoid of tracks in or out, and as a 
result, empty. The hut book entries 
of several Poteriteri-bound DOC 
workers confirmed the feasability of 
the journey and cemented our plans 
for the next day.
Awaking with the same destination in 
mind felt like Groundhog Day, but we’d 
followed a sporadic collection of pink 

ribbon, old yellow trapline markers, 
and deertracks up along a ridge by 
midday. The kākā were cackling and 
our progress was crackling. Then the 
markers disappeared and the ridge 
descended a wee bit into a hellish 
labyrinth of old-growth blowdowns 
overlying a swampy carpet. Hanger 
kept my compass in my pocket and led 
us into an accidental U-turn and got 
Alex quite annoyed with me. Snack 
time featured 100 grams of chocolate 
for me, 200 grams of peanut butter for 
Alex, and gobs of honey for Darius. 
Unsure where to cut down towards 
the lake shore, we ended up canyoning 
down a stream until the welcome sight 
of the lake greeted us. (This is not 
recommended; all three of us came 
within inches of a helicopter ride 
on multiple occasions.) As the sun 
dipped below the distant mountains, 
we cruised along the shore. And 
then the shore turned rocky and we 
waded. The lake deepened and cliffs 
replaced the shore, but still, we forged 

Waitutu Hut [A Lin].
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onwards... until my 1.75 metre frame 
dove into the wicked cold water in a 
frantic breastroke to keep up with my 
taller mates. My limbs were freezing, 
the cold tricked me into paranoia 
that water had breached my packliner 
and soaked my down sleeping bag, 
and I thought about how I’d explain a 
helicopter ride to my mom. 
Figuring we were within a kilometre of 
the hut, every bend in the coastal bluff 
revealed yet more cliff but no hut, until 
the relief of a tiny beach nestled beneath 
the cliff almost brought the emergency 
blanket out of my pack. Instead, we 
eyed the cliff and reasoned—with 
our mildly hypothermic faculties—
that it was scaleable. So, having never 
rockclimbed before, nonetheless free 
soloed, I crept up the face, listening to 
Alex’s directions below. Miraculously, 
the three of us reached the top, ten 
metres above the lake, and stumbled 
on to the hut, which we reached in a 
few minutes. Never has a dingy, smelly, 
smokey hut felt so good.
After returning to homeostasis, 
reflecting on our recklessly invigorating 
stupidity, and inhaling some freeze 
dried spaghetti bolognese, I turned to 
the hut book as an answer key for the 
exam we’d so obviously failed. Sure, 
some fit DOC worker had finished 
the journey in a mere seven hours to 
our 11. But a group of Germans wrote 
about spending the night on the beach 
we’d bouldered our way off of, so we 
took solace in escaping last place.

The following day, demarcated as a 
rest day of 14 kilometres of marked 
track, proved frustratingly strenuous. 
It seemed that every tree with an 
affixed track marker had fallen down, 
making the route barely followable and 
exceedingly slow thanks to networks 
of blowdowns (which haven’t been 
cleared for ten years, I later learned). 
The unexpected exertion combined 
with the extension of the trip to six 
days meant a much depleted food store 
upon reaching Teal Bay Hut. I decided 
to mix my remaining olive oil into 
my remaining food—peanut butter. 
The resultant goo made me long for 
sea snail, but calories are calories. 
Alex downed chocolate milk mix, 
and Darius... well he actually brought 
enough food.

The next morning, the relentlessly 
steep track up to the top of the 
1,050 metre Hump Ridge felt breezy 
on account of it being a properly 
marked and maintained track. On 
The Hump! [A Lin].
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top, we reveled in the fine weather 
and enjoyed views of Stewart Island 
and the snow-capped mountain 
ranges surrounding Lake Hauroko. 
Being above-bushline reminded me 
of my preference for peak bagging 
as opposed to flattish mud trudgery, 
but I hardly regretted the past few 
days that brought me there. We soon 

reached the car park and, after raiding 
the Invercargill supermarket looking 
like homeless junkies, headed home to 
Dunners, simultaneously thankful for 
modern luxuries like running water 
and regretful to leave the wilderness 
behind. That, I believe, is the mark of a 
good tramp. •
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I should have known that my adver-
tisement of a last-minute tramp to 

the film set of Disney’s Mulan would 
only attract 20-year old American girls 
with limited to non-existent tramping 
experience. Despite my strict require-
ments of fitness and strength (see 
left), I was soon bombarded with text 
messages: “Can’t drive but can pro-
vide food, money for gas, and horrible 
singing abilities,” said one. “I can pro-
vide snacks and decent knowledge of 
the Mulan films and soundtracks,” said 
another. 
I was starting to question my life 
choices the next morning when 
I showed up at the gear room to 
pick everyone up and found myself 

Did someone say Mulan?

Dave Kelbe

I’LL MAKE A MAN OUT OF YOU Marching towards the Chinese fortress [D Kelbe].
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explaining the advantages of taking 
a head torch whilst tramping. That, 
and the fact that they played the 
soundtrack hit “I’ll Make a Man Out of 
You” 43 times in the car stereo before 
passing Waitati (okay, maybe that was 
me). 
A quick stop for ice cream from Jovi’s 
takeaway in Kurow, where we were 
gifted with a set of chopsticks for the 
journey ahead (this is fifth century 
China, after all…), and soon we were 
on our way to the Ahuriri. Much to our 
dismay, a beefy security guard stood 
watch at the entrance of Birchwood 
Road, restricting valley access to the 
throngs of Disney fanboys and girls. 
Luckily, we had a car full of tramping 
packs and smooth-talking Hayden 
along, and so he let us through to 
shuffle our second car to the north end 
of the valley near Ben Avon Station. 
As we drove in 15 km up the road, the 
normally quiet valley was transformed 
by the hustle and bustle of Hollywood 
filming. There were convoys of buses 
marked “Film Set Extras” and shiny 
black Cadillacs packed with people 
descending from the valley as the day’s 
filming concluded, sending clouds of 
dust billowing into the air from the 
gravel road. We peered into each one 
as they passed by. I’m pretty sure I saw 
Emma Stone. 
We dropped a car at Ben Avon and 
then drove back to Lindis Pass, the 
kilometres quickly racking up. As 
the last bit of scarlet light graced the 
tussocky tops, I remembered afresh 
why I’ve always been so captivated 

by this hill country just out of sight 
from Highway 8. Gentle, windswept 
valleys and ridges seems to beckon 
for exploration. Now was my chance 
to walk their length and see what 
secrets they held. Our route followed 
the satisfying, serpentine ridgeline 
from the pass, traversing 6.8 km 
with a gain of 800m. The alpenglow 
light was sublime, and there wasn’t a 
whisper of wind. Darkness descended 
onto this moonless night, with only 
one good head torch. Still, we carried 
on, desperate to reach the far slopes 
of Longslip Mountain where snow 
patches promised a resupply of water. 
The path was quite pleasant, with a few 
bits of sidling along gravel slips; the 
ground quite compact and resistant to 
making good steps. 
The last light on the horizon faded 
into night as the stars appeared in all 
their brilliance. Looking down to our 
right, car headlamps and taillights 
painted trails in the darkness as they 
weaved through the valley below. Our 
intended campsite was reached around 
11pm, and we quickly set off to bed. 

Rolling High Country Hills [D Kelbe].
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Given the clear forecast, we only took 
a 2-person tent to save weight; Hayden 
and I bivvied under the billions of 
stars. 

The first day’s 7 kilometres took 
longer than expected, making for a 
dauntingly long journey ahead of us 
the next day. This was a totally new 
experience for some among us, and 
it’s easy to wonder what you’ve gotten 
yourself into, when you don’t yet know 
what you’re capable of. But stoke level 
was high as we gained elevation and 
the world transformed into white, 
the crunch of snow underfoot giving 
rhythm to our steps, and “I’ll Make 
a Man Out of You” playing for the 
zillionth time on someone’s iPhone. 
We went up and over Dromedary 
Hill, then followed the Pavillion Peak 

Track along the ridgeline to Pavillion 
Peak, before dropping into the Avon 
Burn to make our home at `The Tin 
Hut`, a homey musterer’s hut on the 
Te Araroa. 
Reviews online say “dusty and 
musty; many have preferred to camp 
outside… the preferable fine weather 
option; a few dirty mattresses and 
blankets that I wouldn’t let a dog sleep 
on.” But we quite enjoyed it, the low 
roof and all walls lined with knotty 
wood panelling, the exterior clad in 
weathered grey steel, and best of all, 
an upholstered lounge chair with 
wooden arm rests. As it was only 7pm, 
we all enjoyed a welcome rest by the 
babbling brook.

The next day we carried on north 
following the Avon Burn, just a dozen 

The night sky putting on a show [D Kelbe].
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Did someone say Mulan?

ALI BINDER

A GIRL WORTH FIGHTING FORkilometres to go. Our route took us up 
again onto the northern ramparts of 
Ben Avon. From this vantage point, we 
could finally see the Chinese Fortress 
movie set far in the valley below. 
Fifty horses seemed to be rehearsing 
a battle scene as heavy machinery 
panned cameras across the plains. 
We paused to admire the spectacle, 
properly chuffed that we had made it 
to enjoy front-row seats of the filming 
without detection. When the movie 
comes out in 2020, take a look on the 
hills behind the fortress. If you see a 
few dots wearing tramping packs, that 
was probably us. Or maybe it was the 
Huns. •
 

“Let’s Get Down to Business… to 
Defeat the Huns” … while scrolling 

through endless emails after having a long 
day, that is what I read. In all honesty, I 
am the type of person who frequently de-
letes emails before reading them, but this 
one had my attention. Some guy named 
Dave had messaged the OUTC about a 
trip to the Ahuriri Valley where they are 
filming the new, live-action Mulan film. 
His key requirements to go on the trip: be 
a man, be swift as a coursing river, have 
force like a great typhoon, have strength 
of a raging fire, and be mysterious as the 
dark side of the moon. I am none of those 
things, and I really didn’t have any prior 
tramping experience, but I was nonethe-
less intrigued. After humming and haw-
ing about it all night, the morning of the 

Opposite page from top: Scrambling along  
a tussocked ridge; Don't slip!; The Tin Hut 
interior [All D Kelbe]; Dave at home in the 
arm chair.
Below: Khan, let’s go home [D Kelbe].
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planned departure I decided to message 
Dave. I was in. After quite possibly the 
most hectic hour and a half of my life, I 
found myself standing outside the OUTC 
gear office with some people I had nev-
er met, pretending like I knew even the 
slightest bit about tramping and the area 
we were going to explore. 
Fast forward a few hours and after 
meeting up with another, and dropping 
off a car at our end spot, we were standing 
on the side of the road about to head off. 
I’m looking around and all I can think is 
but where is the track? when the others 
exclaimed “alright, let’s go!” and started 
climbing straight up the side of the “hill” 
(more like a mountain if you ask me). I 
would later realise that this would be 
a reoccurring theme throughout the 
weekend. 
The next day and a half brought on a 
whole heck of a lot of walking up and 
then down and then up again and then 
down again, and while every step grew 
to burn a little more, it was worth every 
single second. The views were incredible, 
and the company was even better. Never 
before had I been with people that were 
so much more capable than I but still 
felt entirely like an equal. While this trip 
certainly taught me a lot about tramping, 
(without getting too cheesy here) let’s 
just say that it also taught me a lot about 
life. So, cheers for last minute plans and 
stretching out of your comfort zone. 
Cheers for oats and milk powder and 
Tahitian coconut flavoured tuna. Cheers 
for Mulan, cheers for new friends, and 
cheers for the best weekend I could have 
asked for. •
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One weekend, two mountains and a bit of a 
cluster fuck.

Turning 18 has different perks for 
different people. For me, the big-

gest perk came less than 24 hours into 
adulthood, when I could legally en-
ter The Bog for the planning of what 
would become one heck of a cluster. 
Rowan, Hamish, Liam, Cam, Aidan, 
Luca, Lachie and I crowded around a 
little Aspiring Region guide book - a 
great trip was definitely brewing. The 
plan was to all head over to the West 
Matukituki where we would split up 
into two groups:
Mt. Barff Crew: Maddy Whittaker, 
Aidan Braid, Luca Karjalainen, Jason 
Chua, Lachie Watson - and Torea Scott-
Fyfe joining us on Saturday. Friday: 
walk up to Liverpool Hut. Saturday: 
climb Mt. Barff, walk to French 

Ridge Hut to meet the Aspiring Crew 
and Torea. Sunday: climb up to the 
Quarterdeck and summit Mt. French, 
return to French Ridge Hut and walk 
out as a big group
Mt. Aspiring Crew: Rowan Cox, Liam 
Pyott, Hamish Sturmer, Cam Jardell. 
Friday: walk up to French Ridge Hut. 
Saturday: climb the South West Ridge 
of Aspiring (starting and finishing at 
French Ridge Hut). Sunday: take Mt. 
Barff crew up to the Quarterdeck, and 
walk out 
The drama began long before that 
Friday. Aidan pulled out to go to a 
mandatory flat thing then managed to 
get out of it, Rowan found out he had 
to work the weekend - then his work 
got cancelled, Aidan managed to get 

Madeleine Whittaker

Mt. French Summit Ridge with Mt. 
Aspiring in the background. Luca 
pictured in the foreground
[A Braid].

AN EXCELLENT CLUSTER FUCK OF A TRIP
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his brother’s car key stuck in the boot 
of his brother’s car (it snapped off in 
the key hole) etc. etc. It was a miracle 
when we all made it to the Constitution 
St flat at 6am Friday morning - the 
majority bleary eyed from working on 
assignments till 2am. 
A 5 hour car journey later (including 
a whole car load of people teaching 
me how to fill up a car with petrol), 
we reached Raspberry Flat Carpark. 
The Aspiring Crew loaded up Cam’s 
van with our packs and drove in to 
Aspiring Hut, while Mt. Barff crew 
walked (pack-free - what a luxury!!!) 
and met them there. After the usual 
pack, unpack and repack at the van - 

we were off, blissfully unaware of the 
two slowly deflating tyres on the van.
While the walk up the West Matukituki 
was flat, the track up to Liverpool 
Hut was not. The route up to the hut 
felt more like a scramble but was the 
kind of track where you clamber up 
roots and rocks and feel like a kid all 
over again. Liverpool Hut crushed my 
expectations - the magical view of the 
mountains and valley was surpassed 
only by the view from the toilet!
We headed to bed - stressed, excited, 
anxious….a general mess really. A 
short 3 hours later we woke up at 1am 
and in a mixture of sleepy mumble, 
Aidan, Luca and I decided that a 2am 
wake-up would give us enough time 
to climb Mt. Barff. When I next woke 
up, it wasn’t to an alarm. It was still 
dark but I felt much more rested than 
I would have expected from a 1 hour 
sleep…..suddenly suspicious I sat bolt 
upright, Aidan did too. 5.30am. What 
the heck - how did we sleep through 
the alarm? We turned on Luca - did 
you set the alarm Luca????? I guess 
we’ll never know. 

Top: Mt Barff crew, L to R, Maddy, Lachie, 
Aidan and Luca [J Chua].
Bottom: Mt Aspiring crew, L to R, Hamish,Cam, 
Liam and Rowan [J Chua].

Above: West Matukituki Valley Shenanigans 
[J Chua].
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We had discussed in depth with 
Rowan which route to take. So 
naturally we went exactly where he 
said not to go. I guess it was a matter 
of pride and our fierce determination 
to commit to our route that kept us 
going up the unnecessarily difficult 
route. The majority of us went from 
cramponing at Snowcraft straight 
to 60 degree front pointing - it was 
certainly an experience. We made it 
about ⅓ of the way up Mt. Barff - I 
think we would have made it further, 
as it certainly looked easier above - 
but we decided it was a mission for 
another time. The slopes were in full 
sun, we’d hit our turn around time, and 
the numerous avalanches we’d heard 
and seen booming around the valley 
were enough encouragement to make 
us turn around and head back to the 
hut. A quick pack up and we headed 
down to the valley, swum in the river 
and hussed it up to French Ridge Hut, 
arriving at about 7.30pm. 

French Ridge Hut is another hut you 
fall in love with instantly. We were 
happy to see Torea inside and as we 
soon discovered - we were happy that 
she was alive! Not many people walk 
away from their car rolling 3 or 4 times 
uninjured. Even fewer people walk 
away from it in the middle of the night 
and go climb a mountain! We didn’t 
really realise how serious it had been 
until we saw the car the next day! 
We got started on dinner pretty 
quickly. After dinner, in true Aidan 
fashion, he whipped up a cheese-cake 
while we all got ready for bed. We 
left cheese-cake out for the Aspiring 

Sunrise over the Bonar Glacier ft. Mt. Avalanche [A Braid].

Mt Barff  [J Chua].



276

SPRING AN EXCELLENT CLUSTER FUCK OF A TRIP

Crew - thinking of them and how 
their mission was ticking beyond the 
20 hour mark….maybe they’ll stop 
at Colin Todd Hut... I hope they are 
alright with those clouds….
Sometime around midnight I awoke 
to chatter in the other room! I hopped 
out of my sleeping bag and ventured 
into the other room to discover three 
extremely sunburned, extremely red-
eyed and extremely shattered people. 
They’d been going for 22 hours. After 
they inhaled food faster than I thought 
humanly possible, they seemed to perk 
up and the room took on a triumphant 
vibe. Liam stumbled in after a bit. 
Those four are absolute legends.

With four alarms set, there was no 
way the Mt. Barff crew were sleeping 
through our 3am alarm. The other 
four didn’t even stir. Not even when 
I dropped a crampon from chest 
height, spikes first onto the metal floor 
- which made a sound like two pots 
being clanged together. There was no 
way they were going for a 3am walk 
with us after their mish.
By 4am, Luca, Torea, Aidan and I 
were headed up to the Quarterdeck, 
reaching it for sunrise just by 6.45am. 
A vibrant sunrise over the Bonar 
Glacier is something words can’t 
even come close to describing. It was 
insanely beautiful in a way that cannot 
be compared to anything else. Rowan 

had said going up here would be life-
changing. It really was. From the first 
shriek of joy from each person as the 
Bonar came into view, to the hugs, to 
all four of us standing there in awe, to 
the realisation that I’d never felt this 
alive before - it didn’t matter that the 
camera couldn’t really capture the 
colours, the scale or the view - it was 
a moment none of us need a photo to 
remind us of. It’ll be burning strong in 
ours minds for a long time.
By 7.20am we were on the summit of 
Mt. French (2356m), feeling on top of 
the world. By 9.30am we were back at 
French Ridge Hut, where most of the 
Aspiring Crew were still asleep. After 
a leisurely pack up, walk down, river 
swim and walk out, we arrived back at 
Cam’s van at Aspiring Hut, where our 
worst fears were confirmed - two dead 
flat tyres. Liam stayed at the van and 
Cam tramped out with us, attempting 
to come up with a solution to the 
van situation. By 8.30pm we were at 
Raspberry Flat carpark, driving past 
the shattered remnants of Torea’s car.  
By 2am we were back in Dunedin 
(Liam and Cam got back at 5am), 
with just enough time for a nap before 
morning lectures, or in Rowan’s case, 
a 5am flight. A truly crazy but truly 
successful cluster. Thanks to the whole 
crew - y’all made it a timeless weekend 
I certainly won’t forget. •

The image by J. Chua on the cover belongs to this article.
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I have wanted to go to the Quaterdeck 
for ages.
“The Quaterdeck will change your life” 
says Rowan.
Yeah yeah, I roll my eyes. But know it’s 
probably true. 
Organise a trip there then, I think.

“If the weather stays good, we’re going 
to climb the South West Ridge of 
Aspiring this weekend”
A conversation on a sunny day 
climbing at long beach.
“You guys should come and go up Mt 
French”
Finally.
“We’re leaving Dunedin on Friday 
morning.”
I’m starting work in Glenorchy this 
week. 
I don’t care. A late night walk in. It’s 
worth it.

Clustering. Luckily I miss most of the 
organisation, working in the hills.
I have a few phone conversations 
about getting over there and getting 
avi gear etc. etc.
Fortunately, my parents left me their 
car for me to get driving practice.
Unfortunately, I only have my learner 
licence.
Fortunately (??), I don’t care. I’m gonna 
climb Mt French, I can drive.

I finish work, doing mohua transects, 
at 5pm Friday.
Throw my stuff together, make some 
dinner, sit in the sun.
Life’s so good.

At 7, everything’s packed, I throw it all 
in the car. 
Beautiful sunny evening.
I grab the speaker, play the music, set 
off up the Glenorchy road.
Oh how good life can be.

I fill up with petrol in Frankton (first 
time doing that...)
And carry on over the Crown Range.
Fun hairpin turns.
Love it.
Imagining the walk in, dark starry 
night.
Imagining the Quaterdeck. 
Super stoked.
What a good life.

By the time I’m in Wanaka it’s dark.
I’m pretty happy with my driving.
I take an accidental tour of a Wanaka 
suburb, wrong exit off the roundabout.
Quickly fixed. On to the Matukituki.
Gravel road, pretty fun.
Good music. Flying round the corners.
Narrowly avoiding a dumb lamb 
climbing onto the road.
Beautiful stars. 
I’m going to climb mountains.

Suddenly, a corner that, for some 
reason, I didn’t expect. I swerved a 
bit. Tried to correct. Overcorrected. 
Fishtailed. No control. Going really 
fast. Bank.

I crashed the car. 
I lost control on the gravel. 
It rolled. I rolled. There were lights and 
everything smashing.

Torea Scott-FyffeTHAT WEEKEND
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I remembered Beth telling me about 
when her car rolled.
I braced and protected my head with 
my arms. 

The car stopped and everything was 
quiet. 
The music was still playing but muffled. 
I looked for the phone beside me, the 
speaker.
Strangely, I realised, everything had 
been thrown out of the car.
Turned the key, nothing. 
Not surprising, smashed windscreen, 
absent windows.
I undid my seatbelt and got out of the 
car. 
It was a beautiful starry night.

Bits of my car and my things were 
strewn everywhere.
I couldn’t see well enough. It was dark.
I found the speaker by sound, and 
wandered round with it, somehow 
hoping the bluetooth signal would be 
stronger near my phone or something. 
I poked at various things. The music 
stopped. 
At some point I realised all the middle 
compartment items had been thrown 
out at the same spot, so I went back 
there, where the speaker had been, and 
found my phone and my headtorch.
Light. It is a magical thing.

The car was very fucked. I could hear a 
hissing sound and was worried about 
explosion, but I worked out it was just 
the tire. I went about gathering my 
gear. I didn’t know what to do. I made 
neat piles of my things. There was car 

oil on a lot of things. I had no reception. 
I knew I should get help. I knew there 
would be so much of an ordeal. I am 
a learner driver and I just crashed my 
car driving alone and my job depends 
on me getting my licence soon. I just 
wanted to climb a mountain. All my 
things were organised in two piles. I 
ate a loose mandarin I’d found. It was 
dark and starry and I could still see my 
imagined perfect weekend ahead of 
me, and I could still see the lights and 
glass of the rolling car from inside. 
My neck was sore and felt wet, I went 
to the passenger side wing mirror but 
it was smashed. I went to the drivers 
side and the wing mirror was hanging 
down but intact. I inspected myself. 
No blood, face fine, a big red welt on 
my collarbone/neck but the bone itself 
felt fine. Lifting my arm, fine. A few 
shards of glittery glass on my skin, I 
brushed off. 

Two piles. Things I need to climb 
Mt French. Things I can leave here. I 
organised my pack. I wrote a note for 
the car. I put on my tramping boots. 
Shook out the glass first. One boot 
was covered in car oil, I think my ice 
axe pierced the container. Or maybe 
it just exploded on impact. Put my 
gaiter on over the boot, all good. Put 
on my pack, shoulder was fine. I left 
the things I didn’t need in the front 
passenger seat. Left the bits of car and 
my parent’s things strewn on the road. 

The note said 
“Everything is fine
I am OK
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Gone for assistance”
After some thought, I amended it to 
“We are ok”
I am gonna be so fucked.

I didn’t want to deal with the ordeal 
of this crashed car. Too many huge 
consequences. Licence. Job. Insurance. 
Money. Getting places. 

Cam’s van would be at Cascade Hut.
It was a beautiful starry night.
I was uninjured.
I started walking up the road, towards 
Raspberry Creek, towards Cam’s van, 
towards French Ridge Hut, and my 
friends, and mountains, and Scorpio, 
in stinging clarity, framed in the center 
of the sky.

After 20 minutes, the only thing I 
regretted was the wording of the note.
Should have put 
“Gone to climb a mountain.
Will deal with this on Sunday”
I’d realised by then that this was what I 
was going to do.

So I walked.
And walked.
Walked some more. 
Starry night.
Scorpio framed by mountains.
Frost.
Fords.
No people.
Easy walking road.
(would have been an easier drive, aye)
I walked onwards.
Such a long way.

I stopped only once.
About 1.5 or 2 hours in.

I thought I saw a light and freaked out 
and went to hide in some scrub.
The scrub was on the edge of a big cliff 
terrace.
I thought about falling off, but luckily 
I didn’t.
Then I was scared they might be 
spotlighting for bunny rabbits and 
shoot me.
I curled up behind my pack with my 
big jersey over me and looked at the 
stars.
A bright red planet looked at me 
through an eye of branches.
Shooting star. Please make it not have 
happened.
The light was gone.
It was frosty cold.
I got up and walked again, past the 
carpark, onto the track.
Not far now.
1-2 hours.
I was going to climb a mountain.
I walked.

I got to Cam’s van and it was a very 
happy thing.
All Rowan’s gear, mi goreng noodles, 
all such familiar things.
Fairy lights, a map of NZ on the roof.
I curled up across the back seats. 
I slept.

--
The next day, I walked to French Ridge 
Hut. 
I met my friends there, the ones who 
had stayed at Liverpoool Hut and the 
ones who had a 22 hour epic climbing 
the South West Ridge of Mt Aspiring. 
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In the early hours of the next morning, 
we climbed Mt French.
There is joy on the summit of 
mountains.
Looking out over the glacier watching 
the sunrise.
We whooped and cavorted.

Nothing matters more than mountains.
I think the Quaterdeck just might have 
changed my life.

(I got back to Wanaka and dealt with 
the car. It was a bit of an ordeal. But, in 
hindsight, everything was fine). •
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FOUR DICKS ON A COLD RIDGE
A mission up the South-West Ridge of Mt 
Aspiring.

Liam, Hamish and Cameron on SW Ridge 
[R Cox].

Cameron Jardell

It’s the fucking Southwest Ridge. A 
classic, aesthetic climb on one of 

the most iconic mountains in New 
Zealand, otherwise known as a “must 
do”. And do as we must, on the sixth of 
October, Liam, Rowan, Hamish and I 
set out to bag the route as a grand ac-
complishment for the year. We knew it 
would be difficult but had no idea how 
gnarly it would actually get. 
After the usual cluster of the early 
morning muster for transport and the 
seemingly long five hour drive to the 
head of the West Matukituki Valley, we 
began our trek to Aspiring Hut. Well 
actually, the Mt. Barff team trekked 
while we took their packs and drove 
my Mitsubishi Delica van down the 

four-wheel drive track to Cascade Hut. 
Admittedly, the track was rougher 
than the van should drive on but it 
managed, and soon we were packing 
our gear in the sun, waiting for the rest 
of the crew to catch up.
We sped up the flat, valley track then 
forded the river and began the steep 
journey to French Ridge Hut. The 
thighs received copious amounts of 
torture with practically every step 
being a one leg squat with 20 odd 
kilos. As the hiking went on, we 
naturally separated into an order 
based on our speed, with Hamish 
charging point while I was in the back. 
The tussock presented easier trekking 
until we reached the warm spring 
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snow that gave way every couple of 
steps. The snowpack had naturally 
formed miniature crevasses with 
tussock bottoms. While following the 
tracks of the others, I stepped onto a 
snow bridge which broke causing me 
to fall into one of the little crevasses. 
Although it was shallow and kind of 
funny, the gear on my pack became 
wet when I slid down the wet snow. 
After climbing out and trekking on, 
eventually I caught up to the others 
who were at the hut. 
A slight fear struck when I saw other 
people at the hut who were obviously 
outfitted to climb radical stuff. Were 
they going for the Southwest Ridge 
too? After some yarns on the deck of 
the hut it was revealed that they were 
attempting the South Face. Further 
relief came when Hamish beckoned 
for me to come into the bunk room 
where a bearded face and excited 
smile hung upside down from the 
top bunk. It was Chris Brinlee Jr., an 
American alpinist who Hamish and I 
had climbed Mt. Earnslaw with earlier 
in the year. After the sun went down, 
our respective groups prepared dinner 
and then proceeded to hit the bunks.
A lovely 1am alarm plucked us from 
our dreams of ascent, to the reality of 
the ascent. Muesli and tea soon turned 
our grogginess to stoke and by 2am 
we were geared up and headed out 
the door. Snowshoes aided our slog 
up the Quarterdeck and across the 
Bonar Glacier, until the morning sun 
shed light while we began climbing the 
ridge. The snow was fairly soft but gave 

adequate support as we punched forth, 
up the mountain. Of course, with a 
mountain like Aspiring pure size is the 
object to tackle, thus exhaustion set 
in. Even with the four of us switching 
leads the march was a struggle. The 
long ridge robbed us of energy, even 
joining teams with the harsh wind that 
snuck around our bodies, plucking 
warmth from us. Once we reached 
the ice pitch we sat down on a snow 
ledge perched above the huge West 
Face, while attempting to regain heat, 
as well as enthusiasm. “If I get frost 
bite on my dick my life will be over!” 
exclaimed Hamish as the stinging cold 
penetrated his penetrator. With the 
issue of chilling temps, loss of time and 
incoming clouds, we contemplated 
turning around like intelligent people, 
however, a true adventurer will tell 
you that when the going gets tough, 
the tough keep going… up. One after 
the other, ice screws piled onto my 
harness. 
Rowan, while tied into a single knife 
blade piton, put me on belay. The 
snow turned to hard ice under my feet 
as I crept towards the pitch. The high 
alpine ice was different to the usual 
waterfall ice I have climbed on in the 
past and was thinner, and slightly 
more unstable, but offered really sweet 
mini-ledges for foot placements. Picks 
impaled the glassy sheet of frozen 
water while front points gouged and 
scraped. I moved up the first step 
quickly and was onto the second after 
placing a quick screw. Halfway up the 
small vertical section, a swing of my 
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axe released a chunk of ice the size of 
a chicken which tumbled downwards. 
Rowan ducked behind the rock corner 
he was tied into, narrowly dodging the 
rain of icy shrapnel. Another screw, 
then onward. Eventually, I pulled the 
last vertical section by stepping left 
onto a wee ice arête. Stress griped 
me by the balls the moment I felt the 
ice screw grind against rock while 
only a couple of threads in. After 
repositioning the screw off to the 
right, I pulled the final moves onto 
the icy slope above. Névé covered the 
ice providing fantastic placements 
and speedy progress. I found some 
exposed hard-ice and equalised my 
last two screws. 
“Safe!” I yelled down to the mates. I 
pulled in the slack until I felt Rowan 
on the other end. A ‘well shit’ moment 
was achieved when I reached down to 
grab my ATC only to find the screw 
gate beaner frozen shut. Time sat on my 
shoulder, judging me as I awkwardly 
fiddled with the carabiner gate. A ‘fuck 
me’ moment also happened when I 
realised I had forgotten how to tie 
a munter hitch. “On belay” I yelled 
down, relying on my last resort: my 
micro traxion pulley. Rowan climbed 
up the ice, unclipping the rope but 
leaving in the gear. He looked tense 
but excited as he approached the 
anchor. We waited for the boys down 
below to begin climbing. Liam had 
never lead ice before except for two top 
ropes at Wye Creek, and he was ready 
for the send. Now on the sharp end, 
he ascended with consequence and 

clipped into the screws for temporary 
relief. Rowan and I were stoked to see 
him top out onto the névé slope, but 
not nearly as stoked as Liam was upon 
nearly completing his first (sport?) ice 
lead. The three of us sat tied into the 
anchor while Hamish began his climb. 
He worked his way up on top rope 
and was in charge of cleaning the gear. 
To my knowledge, this was Hamish’s 
first ever climb on vertical ice which 
was proven when I felt a sudden jerk 
and tension on the rope. This moment 
triggered beating hearts and clenched 
fists; our eyes fixed on the marginal 
anchor. It held. Eventually Hamish 
joined us, completing the pitch and 
delivering a rack full of gear. 
Our team was soon ambushed by an 
army of clouds while the wind along 
the final pitch to the summit pierced 
our shells and made itself comfortable 
on our skin. Rowan racked up and 

The ice pitch [H Sturmer].
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climbed the névé with pace. Short 
ice screws, pickets and pitons offered 
protection every 10 metres or so. I 
followed short-rope and unclipped the 
pro behind me which Hamish lead for 
Liam. Tools and feet felt secure, but the 
weather battered us from the side. Our 
train of climbers would periodically 
pause while we waited for Rowan to 
place protection. Spin drift whipped 
about and moisture froze to our bodies 
forming a layer of rime ice on our gear, 
jackets and any exposed facial hair. 
These dynamic, natural forces of the 
mountain contributed greatly to the 
enjoyment of the climb and delivered 
an extra level of intensity to a place 
that already should not be accessible 
to humans.  A smile coated in ice is 
a special smile indeed. It just felt like 
real mountaineering.
After coming over a snow lip to the 
more mellow summit cap, I was 
greeted by Rowan who provided a 
bomber shoulder belay from a snow 
bucket he dug. I untied from the rope 
and continued to the summit to enjoy 

some bread and salami, eating hunched 
over like Gollum to protect my fingers 
from the wind. I walked back down 
to join the others who quickly came 
to the conclusion that we should get 
off the ridge immediately. Visibility 
measured a maximum of 15 metres 
with the snow and clouds blending into 
an obscure world without depth. We 
marched down the Northeast Ridge, 
unroped and slow to avoid walking 
off any cliffs that might be lurking in 
the ocean of whiteness. Eventually we 
arrived at what we identified as the 
ramp and stopped to discuss descent 
routes. Rowan was adamant on not 
downclimbing the ramp in a whiteout 
so we continued along warm, loose 
snow patches, sidling the craggy 
ridgeline known as the Buttress. Route 
finding was extremely time consuming 
as we scrambled our way through the 
mist over rocks and snow.
The discovery of a slung rock anchor 
with an abundance of webbing around 
it was the first sign of the ‘right descent 
route’ we had seen. We tied both our 

Hamish, Liam and Rowan on the summit of Mt Aspiring [C Jardell].
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60 metre ropes together and began 
rappelling down the steep ridge. Liam 
went first and slowly descended the 
ropes while constantly battling with 
tangles over a jumble of loose rocks. A 
series of small cliffs and boulders lead 
to another anchor. However, 60 metres 
of non-vertical rappelling down sharp, 
complex features had to be repeated by 
the rest of our team. It took ages for 
all of us to arrive at our next anchor 
where another 30 metre abseil lead 
to the Kangaroo Patch, a permanent 
snow slope that connects to the 
Bonar Glacier. Finally underneath 
the clouds, we could see the glacier 
and the way back to the Quarterdeck. 
Daylight faded away as we began our 
walk back to the snowshoes. By the 
time we located the stash at the base 
of the Southwest Ridge, the sky had 
turned a deep blue and head torches 
were equipped. 
Faint silhouettes of ridges framed the 
horizon. A sliver of glistening white 
provided us confidence in nothing 
more than the ground 10 metres in 
front of us. Snowshoes collided with 
surface crystals and filled the cold, 
still air with continuous crunching. 
Our headtorches acted as beacons to 
each other as our team slowly spread 
out across the glacier, each trotting 
at our respective paces. Conversation 
occurred periodically when one was 
unsure about direction or just stopped 
to regain strength; it seemed usually 
both. With two GPS units in our 
group It was assumed that crossing the 
glacier in the dark would have been 

straight forward. We made the decision 
early on in the crossing to attempt 
to cut a straight line to the entry col 
rather than follow our meandering 
approach tracks. After several hours 
and decreased faith in ourselves, we 
realised we had zig-zagged our way 
back and were heading in the wrong 
direction. Needless to say, this was very 
discouraging for all of us as we had 
only limited energy left. After much 
talking and GPS prodding we came to 
a navigational conclusion on a route 
to get home. Our march continued 
onward where eventually the ground 
turned upwards underneath us and the 
slight hill to the top of the col was the 
last uphill we would have to overcome. 
A well needed break was taken 
right before our final push down the 
Quarterdeck to relieve ourselves in 
the pleasant warmth of French Ridge 
Hut, where the rest of our friends were 
waiting for our return. Rowan didn’t 
want to waste any time and started 
side stepping down the steep and deep 
snow slope in his snowshoes. Hamish 
and I removed our snowshoes and 
attached them to our packs so that 
we could move faster down the steep 
snow. Exhaustion clung to each of us, 
but Liam seemed to be struck hardest. 
After giving Liam the last bit of water 
I had, he said he was going to rest for 
a second before descending. Hamish 
and I then began our descent down the 
Quarterdeck, lunge stepping our way 
through deep snow. Rowan remained 
in the lead while Hamish and I walked 
together and Liam began descending 
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behind us. It was difficult to tell 
distance when the only reference was a 
white light in the endless darkness, but 
it appeared Liam was not far behind. 
Hamish stopped to put his snowshoes 
on which was a good move because he 
passed me up and eventually joined 
Rowan before making it to the hut. 
Eventually the ridge rolled and turned 
creating a visual divide between Liam 
and the rest of us. Our bodies ached and 
our brains were incapable of thinking 
anything other than to just keep 
walking. To extreme relief, I eventually 
sighted the hut as well as the two guys 
in front of me enter it. Another 100 
metres and I too was granted ecstasy 
in the form of overwhelming warmth, 
heaps of food, the most comfortable 
wooden bench I’ve ever sat on, and 
copious exclamations of curiosity 
from mates.
With boots removed and packs 
unweighted from our tired shoulders, 
Rowan, Hamish and I replenished 
ourselves with water and snacks while 
Torea and Aidan cooked us pasta. 
However sweet it was to be back in 
the hut, the prospect of Liam’s absence 
hung in the air. Expressions of worry 
were exchanged as we glanced out the 
hut window for a headtorch. We saw 
none. It took every bit of motivation to 
move one's body at all and the thought 
of going back up the hill in search of 
Liam was not an ideal situation for 
anyone. However, the necessity of 
this action was apparent when it was 
decided that he definitely should have 
been back then. We began preparing 

to search for the lost mate when 
suddenly, a wee beam of light flickered 
out the window. We were extremely 
relieved to see him okay, however, not 
nearly as much as Liam was to see the 
hut. A few minutes later he stumbled 
into the hut, shambling awkwardly 
under the weight of his pack and the 
even greater weight of dehydration. 
Liam was in a bad state after losing 
efficient mobility function and 
endurance. After plenty of water he sat 
down and explained how he slowed 
increasingly with the descent, losing 
energy quickly along the way. After 
collapsing in the snow from exhaustion 
he actually fell asleep in the snow for 
a short period of time before waking 
up shivering and forcing himself to 
continue. Luckily, he made it to the hut 
before fully succumbing to exhaustion. 
Liam had survived, and with that we 
joined the rest of the mates in the bunk 
room.
We woke up with an alpine hangover to 
find half of the crew gone. The logistics 
of getting more than 10 people back 
to Dunedin proved a bit tricky when 
I discovered that one of my rear tyres 
in the Delica was flat. A couple of us 
had hiked out early to hitch back to 
Dunners while the rest of us schemed 
ideas to fix the van. Replacing the flat 
tire with a spare would be an easy 
solution, however, I had blown my 
spare tyre driving back from Fiordland 
the previous weekend and couldn’t find 
a cheap replacement in Dunedin before 
we left. Stupid indeed. Although my 
vehicle was rendered inoperable, it was 
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not the worst car disaster of the trip as 
Torea had rolled her car on the drive in, 
then tramped away without a scratch. 
Lucky as she was, she was now on the 
ever increasing “how do I get home?” list. 
The hike down French Ridge was a 
bit unpleasant due to soreness, but it 
passed quickly, and we enjoyed lunch by 
the river. Eventually reaching my van, 
we made the discovery that actually 
both rear tyres had leaked air and were 
completely flat. Foul play was suspected 

but so was my bald-as tyres’ inability to 
handle a four-wheel drive track. Liam 
waited in the van while the rest of us 
headed to Wanaka in the one usable car 
left in the group. I called Liam's dad, 
who after several hours of negotiations, 
convinced an AA mechanic to drive out 
the four-wheel drive track and pump 
up my tyres. We returned to the van 
at 11pm and then Liam and I drove 
6 hours back to Dunedin for uni on 
Monday morning. •

After having 1 car written-off, another 
with 2 rear wheels flat and the spare also 
flat, and being left with 10 people and 1 
car, you may find yourself needing to 
hitch-hike. Here are some friendly tips 
from our excursion from Raspberry 
Flat Carpark back to Dunedin:
1) Probably a good idea to bring more 
than 1 pair of undies on the trip so you 
don’t have shit stained undies while 
trying to get a free ride.
2) Putting roll-on deodorant over your 
crotch to mask the smell of sweaty 
balls and the poo stains, resulting in it  
looking like dried cum.
3) Allow plenty of time; you might 
have to wait 2 hours at Raspberry Flat 
Carpark or another 2 hours in Wanaka 
to get a ride – ordering Domino’s is a 
good way to kill time.
4) Talking about reporting cars' number 
plates if they don’t pick you up.

5) Don’t expect middle-aged couples in 
fancy SUVs who have 3-5 spare seats to 
pick you up.
6) Don’t scream ‘for fuck sakes’ when 
someone who is kind enough to pull 
over and offer a ride is going to Tekapo 
and not anywhere near where you want 
to go.
7) Expect women driving alone in 
massive SUVs e.g. Audi Q7’s, BMW, 
Ford Rangers to smile and drive straight 
past.
8) Get rides with GC’s that offer to drive 
you an extra 40km from their house in 
Alex to Roxburgh.
9) It’s great to know people from OUTC, 
when they happen to be driving back 
from skiing at 8.30pm on a Sunday and 
do a U-turn after recognising you and 
offer you a ride back to Dunners. 
10) Whilst in the luxury of a car heading 
back to Dunedin, use hitch-hiking as 
an excuse to email your lecturer and 
get an extension on an assignment you 
had ‘almost finished’ and is due the next 
day. • 

Lachie Watson & Hamish Sturmer
HITCHHIKING 101
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I’m a recent convert, but now a convert 
for life. When it comes to hut shoes, 
crocs rule supreme. I guess labelling 
them as hut shoes is a bit limiting 
considering their scope expands far 
beyond hut walls.
I was first exposed to the trusty croc 
in a tramping context when I met 
Rowan. From climbing at local crags, 
to using them as approach shoes for 
mountaineering, where Rowan goes, 
his crocs go too. I started to notice the 
reign of the crocs expanding. It seemed 
that for Torea and Becca, tramping 
and crocs were inseparable too. Antics 
2015 sported an ‘ad’ for ‘Cromps’ 
(crampons on crocs), alluding to 
the fact that while crocs may have 
become outcasts with a large portion 
of today’s younger generation, they 
have been an accepted companion in 
the backcountry for a number of years. 

And so one day, while walking up 
the Rees Valley, I decided jandals 
just didn’t cut it anymore. The flecks 
of mud flicked up my legs and the 
challenge to keep them on using two 
toes while river crossing - it struck 
me that crocs - crafted with structural 
ingenuity, wouldn’t flick mud and 
would offer much better security with 
river crossings, not to mention they 
even have drainage holes.
So 3 days later, I spent the best $8 
I’ve ever spent. Now when I tramp, 
I am armed with a pair of fine black 
Warehouse crocs. They don’t destroy 
socks like jandals do and dry quicker 
than any other hut shoe around. They 
are light but tough, cheap but versatile. 
They’ve had my back in wind, rain, 
hail, snow and sunshine. I guess 
looking back on my dark pre-croc 
days, I can only question, “Was I even 
a real tramper without crocs?” •

Madeleine Whittaker
THE CASE FOR CROCS

Sun shone down on us.
Fate had brought us together,
light gleamed off her.

I knew it was time,
I ran my hand down her side,
I’m sure she smiled.

My clothes were flung off,
her warm embrace was enough,
we were off again.

I rowed her slowly,
water all around us now,
floating on a lake.

I got funny looks,
I was naked after all.
It was worth it though.

I was having fun,
the funny lookers were not,
dry underwear too. •

AN ODE TO NAKED AQUANAUTING
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I spent Saturday morning working 
from home, slowly giving up hope 

of getting out for the weekend. I sent 
out a half-hearted email to the list in 
the vain hope someone had some-
thing exciting planned. The only re-
sponse I received was an invite from 
Cara, the American who I had hand-
ed a life jacket in the gear room a few 
days prior for her planned trip to the 
Nun's Veil by Mt Cook. I ummed and 
arred for an hour or two, weighing up 
missing class on Monday to frolicking 
in the snow. You’ll never guess what I 
chose.
So that was how I found myself in 
a car with Cara and Olivia (another 
American) hurtling towards Aoraki/
Mount Cook National Park at ‘far too 
early’ o’clock in the morning. It was 

about 11am when we spilled out at the 
carpark by Tasman Lake. As per usual 
there was a lot of faffing before we got 
underway hauling our vessels towards 
the lake. The plan was to paddle across 
the lake, then walk up Gorilla Stream 
to the base of the Nun's Veil Glacier. 
Depending on the time, there was an 
option of camping there, before an 
alpine start the next day to get up the 
glacier before walking back out the 
same way.
When we reached the lake we saw a 
fleet of house sized icebergs patrolling 
the opposite shore; our destination. 
Rather than dread, this filled us with 
childish excitement. One of the jetboat 
guides obviously overheard us doting 
on these icebergs and felt the need 
to warn us about the potential for an 

In that order. An 'interesting valley walk' and 
a cock-blocking avalanche.

Sam Harrison

ICEBERGS, GORILLAS & A NUN
Oliva trying to stay afloat on Tasman Lake

[C Lembo (leaning out of the boat using Sam's 
camera under instruction from Sam who was  

paddling)].



290

SPRING ICEBERGS, GORILLAS AND A NUN

iceberg tsunami. This sounded like the 
basis for a great Antics story to me but 
the girls weren’t too keen on ending 
up in the drink. In a rather upmarket 
turn for an OUTC trip, we had proper 
packrafts instead of aquanauts, which 
soon were stacked with packs and 
people. Precariously we paddled 
past the giants. No tsunami warning 
was needed to put us on edge, we 
were already unstable enough in the 
water due to the sub-optimal weight 
distribution on the rafts.
Despite this, we somehow managed 
to navigate the ice field, avoiding any 
Titanic moments. We hauled our gear 
up onto the shore and stowed the 
packrafts for the return journey. After 
half a km of shitty moraine travel 
we were on the valley floor, heading 
in the direction of Gorilla Stream. 
The sun’s harsh rays assaulted us as 
we undertook the 4km march to the 
valley. A couple of wrong guesses as to 
which valley it was later and we were 

once again on shitty moraine. Not far 
up the stream the valley narrowed 
and we were channeled up the true 
right bank, boulder hopping and 
scrambling. There was a rough route 
forged through the undergrowth on 
the side of the river, navigating the 
major obstacles and marked by cairns.
Once we forced our way through the 
most difficult of the obstructions we 
consulted the map. To our dismay we 
had traveled a piddly 1.5km of the 
9km to the head of the valley. Were we 
ever going to make it?? Some hunters 
crossed our path, fresh from hunting 
the ‘hundreds of tahr’ that inhabit 
the steep mountains surrounding the 
stream. From this point the stream was 
crossable and we weaved from bank to 
bank as we climbed up the valley. Soon 
the stream disappeared altogether and 
we halted to fill all of our vessels. Cara 
retold her experience of ‘extreme’ 
dehydration on a trip to Mt Earnslaw 
after the party forgot any gas to melt 

Olivia scrambling up the Gorilla Stream route [S Harrison].
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snow. On this trip she was making sure 
she was VERY well hydrated. From this 
point the going sped up, crossing fields 
of loose moraine punctuated by large 
water worn boulders. The pace was 
fast and I am not afraid to admit the 
combination of that with the sun was 
wearing me down. In the distance we 
spotted a couple of brightly coloured 
blobs, which turned out to be tents on 
closer inspection. These were more 
hunters, this time with girlfriends. We 
came to the conclusion that these were 
heli-wanker hunters, as the girlfriends 
commented on how we must have had 
a ‘long walk’. Moving further up the 
valley we tried our best not to look like 
tahr; best to be on the safe side. Not far 
from the hunter's camp we came across 
a rock bivvy with some substantial 
stone constructions surrounding it. It 
was questionable just how much rain 
the bivvy would keep out, but it would 
make a good shelter for a tent or a fly.
Just above the bivvy we encountered 
snow for the first time on the trip. Wet, 
slushy shit. Nine out of ten footsteps 

would be fine and the tenth would 
plunge you knee deep into the snow. 
This wore me down even more, so 
when we finally reached the head 
of the valley I was buggered. It had 
taken us only 5 hours to reach this 
point, despite reading some accounts 
of it being an 8–10 hour walk. When 
Cara suggested we should look for a 
campsite rather than climbing higher 
I was more than happy to oblige. Just 
further up there was a large rock with a 
snow pit to one of its sides. After some 
renovations this pit was large enough 
to fit our two tents. Dinner that night 
was egg noodles in peanut satay, with 
a few veges mixed in. Gourmet by my 
standards. By 8pm we were in our pits 
and fast asleep.

I woke in the night, accompanied in 
my sleeping bag by a semi-frozen drink 
bottle and my boots. I stared at the 
ceiling of the tent flapping in the wind 
and wondered how long it was until we 
could get up and go. Eventually 4am 

Trudging up the valley [S Harrison].

Olivia and Sam, note Sam's 'happy' face 
[C Lembo].
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rolled around and the girls stirred out 
of their tent. Despite not being able 
to sleep well it was hard to part with 
my sleeping bag. We packed up camp 
and started in the direction of the 
Nun's Veil. After climbing all of 100m 
we were confronted with a somewhat 
alarming sight.
A large avalanche filled the entire 
valley, side to side with no way around. 
We stood there in shock trying to 
think up a plan. Each of us was going 
through the different stages of loss. 
First came denial, surely this had 
happened days prior and would be 
safe to travel over now. Then anger, we 
had come so far and we were so close 
to our prize, like what the fuck. Third 
we tried to bargain with the mountain, 
surely it would be fine now, if we were 
careful it would be fine. Then came the 
sadness, ugh we were so close! Despite 
my apprehension and buggeredness 
the day before, I was ready to climb a 

God damn mountain, just to have the 
opportunity taken from me. Finally 
came our acceptance of the fact that it 
would be dumb to convince ourselves 
to continue with our minuscule 
knowledge of avalanches and lack of 
rescue gear. So reluctantly we started 
to trudge back to camp. The girls were 
markedly slower in packing up the 
remains of camp now their prize had 
been stolen. By the time we started 
down the valley the sun was starting 
to rise, filling the sky with light.
As consolation the night had frozen the 
snow hard, so the walk out was a lot less 
physically intensive. We spotted the 
hunters high on the hillside and soon 
passed their tents. As we descended we 
questioned whether this really was the 
same valley we had walked up the day 
before, as nobody had any recollection 
of the terrain. Perhaps in our grief 
we had blocked out all of our painful 
memories. The way down was quicker 
than the way up, although we had to 
take more stops to take layers off as 
the sun rose higher. Just before the 
spot we had met the first set of hunters 
the day before, Olivia let out a scream. 
Startled I looked up expecting to see 
imminent death coming down the 

Home, sweet home. Nun's Veil is in the 
background [O Truax].

Bugger [S Harrison].
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hillside. Instead what I saw was a dead 
tahr laying on the bank by the creek 
sans head. Nice?… By the time we 
reached the Tasman Valley it was only 
10ish, thanks to our early start. In the 
distance we could make up the wall of 
moraine that hid the lake. It was a slow 
trudge towards it, the wall seemingly 
never growing any larger. Eventually it 
did and we once again laid eyes on the 
lake, full of icebergs as it had been the 
day before. As consolation for our loss 
we allowed ourselves a paddle around 
the ice unencumbered with packs. I 
was persuaded that perhaps summiting 
an iceberg was not worth the risk of 
it flipping and finding myself in the 
freezing water (and dying). Instead we 

headed back and loaded the craft with 
all of our gear before setting off across 
the lake.
The paddle across was not difficult, 
soon we were back on dry land 
packing up our vessels. With arms 
full of packraft and all manner of 
mountaineering equipment poking 
out of our packs we wombled up the 
path towards the car. We must have 
seemed like a very strange trio to the 
passing tourists. Despite not actually 
climbing the Nun's Veil, we had been 
rewarded with an iceberg paddle 
and an interesting valley walk as 
consolation prizes, so not all bad. In 
the words of Arnold Schwarzenegger, 
“I’ll be back”. •

Romeo & Juliet

L.G. BASTARD

GOONLIA

SPEED FREAK

P.W. NAV Award
DRUNKEN ABILITY

Best trip leader

PROP AWARD

R.D Good Bugger Culinary Ability

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 game 
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). ♠

CARD GAMES FOR SOGGY NIGHTS IN A HUT: III
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GEAR FREAK
Madeleine Whittacker
Maddy’s parents kept her pocket 
money and put it into savings during 
her childhood and as a near adult, 
at 17 years old, she was allowed to 
spend it and decided to purchase 
over $3,000 worth of tramping gear 
including, but not limited to, a pack, 
tent, boots, avalanche gear, water 
purifier, jet boiler etc.

ARMCHAIR TRAMPER
Ruby Kent-Royds
Wouldn’t even call her a tramper, 
joined the club solely to find a British 
boyfriend. Spent all of her time at 
TWALK in the hash house instead 
of enjoying the beautiful weather 
and  landscape. 

LIGHTWEIGHT TRAMPER
Scott Lee & Hamish Sturmer
For forgetting their cooker on the 
Fiordland trip, leading to a very sad 
group of punters.

MONICA LEWINSKY
Julia Nadler 
For many Netflix and chill sessions 
with Hamish.

Romeo & Juliet

L.G. BASTARD

GOONLIA

SPEED FREAK

P.W. NAV Award
DRUNKEN ABILITY

Best trip leader

PROP AWARD

R.D Good Bugger Culinary Ability

ANNUAL DINNER
9th October

Every year OUTC celebrates those 
individuals who have made an 

impression on the club for that year, 
through the presentation of a series 

of awards. Each award is steeped in its 
own mystery and lore. For a brief his-
tory of the awards see Antics 2016.

EDITOR'S PREFACE
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ROMEO & JULIET
Aidan Braid & Sarah Manktelow
For meeting at Bushball and now 
going out. A true OUTC match 
made in heaven with the Gods and 
Goddesses.

DRUNKEN STUPIDITY
Julia Leman - Goonlia 1.0
Dan bought the van a goon on the way 
to Paradise and dared the van to finish 
it before Alexandra. Julia was well and 
truly sloshed. It was then that the front 
row realised they had been the only 
ones drinking, the back of the van had 
just been passing it on - sneaky. Dan 
nevertheless bought the van another 
2 goons and they got more sloshed. 
Julia became incredibly drunk and 
spilled goon all over everyone and 
the van. The van stopped on the side 
of the Glenorchy-Queenstown road 
(the bit with the steep cliff) because 
Julia and Addie needed to pee. Outside 
the van a loud scream and crash was 
heard, and Dan asked "surely she 
hasn't fallen of the cliff". Nah surely 
not. The nominator ventured deep 
into the bushes to find Julia and Addie 
pants off on the ground in a bush. Lost 
in the bush were Julia's Birkenstocks 
and phone (which she must find!). 
After some searching they were found 
and Julia emerged back at the roadside 
with many bruises (still with no pants 
on). Dan was bemused. After arriving 
at the camp Julia attempted putting 
up flies but this was no use in such a 
drunken state. Julia was told by Dan 
very sternly to "stop putting up flies 
because you are just making more 
work". Dazed and confused, Julia tried 
to find where she put her bag but she 
just couldn't find it!

TERRIFIC TRANSPORT
Jacob Schonberger
For accepting the challenge laid 
down by some CUTC twats, 
reversing the TWALK bus 300m up 
a steep ass gravel road.

DRIVING AWARD
Torea Scott-Fyffe
For writing her car off on the dirt 
road on the way to Raspberry 
Flat Carpark. Car unidentifiable 
according to Aidan, escaped with a 
small bruise from seatbelt.

Nick Greene - Runner up
For flooding his car trying to go 
through a ford (nice try Nick 
but your car was still driveable 
afterwards). Airbags later exploded 
whilst traveling at 100kmph.

SPEED FREAK 
João Carvalho
In the space of 15 seconds finishing 
three times, to a thoroughly 
disappointed Julia.

Daniel Larkin - Runner up
For getting a speeding ticket on the 
way to Bushball



296

ANNUAL DINNER

She ended up tripping across the 
barbed wire and gashing her leg.  
Julia and the nominator then put 
the tent up and got to bed. In the 
morning they were both moist, and 
realised in that moment that Julia 
had never put her side of the fly on 
properly. Yay.

DRUNKEN ABILITY
Joe Alberg
For sleeping and screaming at the 
same time whilst heavily intoxicated 
at Welcome Flat Hut and keeping 
everyone in his room awake. Also 
having some impressive Spanish, 
“No hablo Americano”, when told to 
shut the fuck up. 

Julia Leman - Goonlia 2.0
Goonlia reappeared on a trip to the 
West Coast where the car tried to 
do the old 'finish the goon before 
this town game'. Julia was lying on 
top of three other people on the 
way to Wanaka and spewed all over 
them and the car. Covered in spew 
she decided to wash herself off in 
the lake. She lost her Birkenstocks 
for real this time in the lake, RIP. 
Three hours later at the campsite she 
exclaimed "why am I so wet?!" before 
faceplanting. Will Goonlia return 
again???

THE BLACK BRA 
Julia Neumann
For loving bunk beds so much that 
she fucked Josh at Bushball and 
then proceeded to give a gobby to 
a certain Pourtuguese someone on 
Copland.

Daniel Larkin - Runner up
For taking a 7kg 'orgy tent' to 
Copland despite there being copious 
amounts of room for everyone in the 
Welcome Flat Hut.

Anonymous (Penzy?) - Runner up #1
Whoever took the shit outside  
Aspiring Hut.

EPIC TRAMP OF THE YEAR
Rowan Cox, Liam Pyott, Cam Jardell & 
Hamish Sturmer
Doing the SW Ridge of Aspiring in 
21.5 hours in a white out.

Anonymous (Penzy?!) - Runner up #2
Whoever took the shit in the 
woodshed also at Aspiring Hut.

GOLDEN SHOVEL FOR SPADE WORK 
Sam Harrison
Need we explain? Including being 
friendzoned 3 times in one night 
whilst on Copland.
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QUOTE OF THE YEAR 
Hamish Sturmer 
Walking back after climbing SW 
Ridge of Mt Aspiring “I swear my 
penis has shrunk since I started 
mountaineering, it never goes back to 
its normal size”.

Luca Karjalainen - Runner up #1
Punter: "Why do you tramp in a 
filthy cotton tee?"
Luca: "Because it's my tramping 
shirt".
Punter: "Why is it your tramping 
shirt?"
Luca: "Because I tramp in it".

Lachie Watson - Runner up #2
Whilst in Franz Josef for one night, 
he messaged a German girl on 
Tinder "Bitte schone. How long ate 
you in Franz Josef for?" This was 
only the beginning of the evening in 
which his room mates were locked 
out for sometime.

STEPHEN R. FRANCE HELICOPTER 
RESCUE MEMORIAL AWARD 
Lt. Terry Harch
For being rescued from Quarterdeck 
Pass whilst trying to head up Mt 
Aspiring. He encountered some 
trouble and bad weather. Thankfully 
he was rescued safe and sound after 
a few nights in a snow cave.

CULINARY SKILL
Katie Snowden & Julia Leman
Nominated the winners of the 
Paradise cook off as judged by El 
Presidente Hamish who has no 
culinary skill of his own, so think 
what you guys want.

THE ROB DALY GOOD BUGGER
Jennifer Palmer
For generally being the most on 
to it and useful person in the club. 
She's restored some order to the 
chaos that is the gear room, all while 
maintaining both her sanity and 
cheerfulness. 

THE LUKE GARDENER BASTARD 
OF THE YEAR
Sam Harrison 
For sending an unnecessary {Editor: 
I debate this point} amount of 
emails about Antics , TWALK, his 
social trip to the Catlins etc. And 
often writing false information in 
the subject such as ‘free food’, just so 
people would open the email.

TRAMPER OF THE YEAR
Madeleine Whittaker
For embracing the club to the full, 
going on many, many, many tramps 
and running for Gear Officer for 
2019. She will be a good asset for the 
club in the years to come.
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DARK HORSE
Luca Karjalainen
For taking ‘Rose’ back to the gear 
room to lurk in the shadows and 
‘finish his assignment’ after being 
kicked out of the library. Campus 
Watch was alerted by some 
suspicious noise coming from the 
gear room, found Luca & Rose, and 
confiscated their student ID's for 
reference.

THE PETER WILSON FLASHING 
RED LIGHT OF NAVIGATION 
Aidan Braid
For going off to find water while up 
at Gertrude Saddle in the dark and 
in the fog, without a flashlight. After 
taking so long and someone started 
calling out to him, he proceeded to 
head in the wrong direction due to 
the echo of the voice sounding like 
it was coming from the opposite 
direction. Nevertheless he managed 
to make it back safely avoiding the 
steep cliff drops present.

GARBAGE DISPOSAL UNIT
Sam Harrison
For living off TWALK food for the 
last 6 months (frozen sausages, fries 
and bread), eating from 3 bowls 
of fries at The Bog during Happy 
hour and going to the gear room for 
peanut butter slugs when hungry at 
the Lib.

DRAMATIC INJURY OF THE YEAR
Andy Thorp
Whilst being pretty sober was the 
one person to injure themselves 
among the large group of intoxicated 
trampers at Bushball, by slipping 
and landing on a window, cutting his 
finger to the bone.

COSTUME OF THE YEAR
Danielle Larkin
For looking beautiful in the Lake 
Mahinapua Pub, with legs so fine all 
the boys wanted to know who she 
was.

MOST RIDICULOUS PROP 
Sierra Alef & Lina Refsahl
For carrying whips to Bushball for 
a them of Gods and Goddesses, not 
sure what God has a whip?

BEST TRIP LEADER 
Annie McDonald
Spending fuck all money at Copland 
and purchasing fish and chips for 
her group on the last day.

THE PITON OF ALMOST CERTAIN DEATH 
Charles Leaper
For almost sliding to his death on 
a snowdrift whilst climbing Mt 
Brewster. He was metres from the 
cliff edge before managing to self-
arrest. •
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The weather forecasts were atro-
cious, the avalanche report ap-

palling and punter motivation was 
faltering. There was nothing for it but 
to initiate plan Bee, a weekend expedi-
tion to the Eyre Mountains.
Somehow everything was packed into 
Josiah’s van and Logan’s car. It was 
about an hour out of Dunedin that my 
phone began to buzz. I picked up and 
on the other end was Frances in the 
car. Turns out that Logan had slightly 
fucked up and forgotten his boots. Oh 
dear. A few minutes were spent on the 
road side with a sulking Logan, trying 

to think up some sort of plan. Logan 
wasn’t too keen to wear his Tevas in 
the snow. Josiah mooted stopping off 
at his house in Tapanui to check out 
his step-mum’s boots and the party 
agreed this was the best plan of attack. 
As it turns out, a mens US 7 1/2 equals 
a US womans 9 1/2 exactly. Phew, 
disaster averted.
I may have been responsible for a slight 
navigational error that resulted in the 
van missing Mossburn altogether but 
eventually both vehicles managed to 
rendezvous a few km's out of town. 
Another five minutes down a gravel 

When the conditions conspire against you, there 
is nothing left but to think of a plan b…

Sam Harrison

PLAN BEE Saskia and the party descending from pt 
1246m, the highpoint on the ridge [S Harrison].
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road and we were presented with a 
fork in the road. At first we pulled left, 
only to see a large sign saying STOP, 
because forestry operations were 
underway. Okay, we thought, easy, we 
can just go right. Quick U’e later and 
we were trundling down a narrow 
vehicle track. After a few minutes we 
found ourselves at odds with a gate 
marked with PRIVATE PROPERTY. 
The narrow road prevented another 
U’e so we found ourselves backing up 
for five minutes before we could turn 
around. It was all good though, we 
thought, we can just go left, surely the 
closed road is the one over the hill and 
if they really meant it there would be a 
locked gate. Sure enough two minutes 
later as the snow and hail began falling 
we were confronted by a locked gate. 
Fuck. There was one remaining option, 
trying to enter the mountains from 
a 4WD track starting at Five Rivers 
Station. On approaching the farm we 
were faced with a familiar PRIVATE 
PROPERTY sign, although this time 
it came with a phone number. Given 
we had exhausted all other options 
we figured it was worth a shot. After 

reassuring the farmer that yes we did 
know what we were doing and no we 
wouldn’t get lost he gave us the go 
ahead. We were ecstatic to reach the 
4WD track, finally we had reached the 
Eyre Mountains.
The cars were left at a rather dilapidated 
bridge over Cromel Stream. There was 
nothing difficult about the walk up the 
4WD track, other than those caused 
by our poor attempts to keep our boots 
dry. The topomap showed the track 
petering out to nothing, I was a little 
apprehensive as to how long it would 
take us to reach the hut.
Luckily my fears were unfounded, it 
was only 6 when we wombled into the 

*Cromel - they had one job[S Harrison].

Frances preparing to face many puddles
[S Harrison].
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hut clearing, much to our surprise. 
We didn’t quite know what to do with 
ourselves with so much time on our 
hands. Inevitably our stomachs got 
the better of us so dinner prep began. 
Pasta was the dish of choice as it was 
the heaviest out of our two dinners. 
Safe to say the food was all vacuumed 
up in no time at all, even though we 
hadn’t really walked far at all. The hut 
book was full of angry illiterate anti-
1080 scribble following a drop in the 
mountains. “Sorry Eyre Mountains for 
killing you”. The opposite was in fact 
true, the track was littered with sign 
left by invasive animals. More 1080 
might be needed (fight me).

At 7am Frances’s watch alarm peeped 
into life. No one stirred. I waited 
15 minutes before finally rousing 
everyone, doing my best alarm clock 
impression. Breakfast was porridge 
with brown sugar, or perhaps more 
accurately brown sugar with porridge. 
The hut book noted that the route up 
to the Bee Bunkrooms was poorly 
marked and a bit rough, so we were 
surprised to find a DOC sign pointing 
up the hill and a well-marked grunt 
leading upward. It sure was a grunt but 
nothing unmanageable. It was only 
about 2 hours up to the collection of 
buildings on the Mt Bee 4WD track.

Cromel Base Hut [S Harrison]. The Bee Bunkrooms [S Harrison].

Panorama looking down the Bee Range, with Jakob for scale [S Harrison].



302

SPRING PLAN BEE

The huts were pretty cozy, with the 
main lounge being furnished with a 
dining room table, chairs and a little 
stove. It was almost good enough to 
convince us to set up there for the 
night. However we settled to just have 
morning tea there before setting off up 
the vehicle tracks that led up the ridge. 
The snow was fluffy but didn’t require 
snowshoes. After half an hour or so we 
found a quadbike coming down the 
road towards us, carrying two hunters 
who were lamenting not having caught 
a pig earlier in the day.
The walking was more or less easy and 
we covered ground fast. Given our 
good progress we felt a ‘summiting’ 
of the high point on the range was in 
order. Once we had actually worked 
out where that was we pulled ourselves 
up off the road to the top. The views 
were good but the wind was too chilly 
to stick around. Back on the road we 
perused the map to see what we had 
left to cover. Deciding that the trip had 
been far too easy up until this point I 
mooted a bushbash off the ridge to the 
hut, rather than following the ridge 
and walking down the river. I was 
feeling optimistic so I estimated a 1pm 
arrival at the hut.
We worked our way down from pt 
1203m. Leading was tough work as 
the shitty alpine scrub held up the 
snow pack, leaving space for my leg 
to fall through. About one every 
ten steps would follow this fashion, 
leaving me well and truly buggered. 
Little did I know what waited down 
the hill. On the bushline the scrub 

got denser, and therefore shittier. We 
got pricked and poked, scratched and 
scarred (mentally) trying to push our 
way through. Needing some time to 
mentally recover we halted for lunch 
among the scrub. Feeling a bit more 
perked up after that we pushed on, 
eventually pushing through the wall of 
shitty scrub to more open bush. Jakob 
led us down through the forest, over 
and around its various obstacles. On 
climbing over a collection of fallen 
trees he yelled a warning back to me 
that the trees were ‘a bit rotten’. As 
I climbed over one of the branches I 
was relying on, it gave way and I found 
myself tumbling down between the 
two trunks. Wedged with my pack on 
the ground, I made eye contact with 
a rather large spider. Not wanting to 
become acquainted I rushed to free 
myself, rolling over the downhill log, 
falling in a heap on the ground on 
the other side. This was much to the 
rest of the party’s amusement. The 
rest of the walk through the bush 
was fairly uneventful, and we soon 
found ourselves by a stream that led 
to the main river and therefore the 
track. Crossing the river it was only 15 
minutes to the hut, about 2 hours later 
than my estimated arrival time.
On arrival we set up a washing line to 
dry out our gear that had been soaked 
by the snow/bush bash. After that there 
was nothing left to do but to laze in the 
sun and enjoy our books. Logan could 
feel his tummy rumble, so he cooked a 
batch of leftover pasta for the hungry 
mouths of the party. A few chapters 
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later and it was 6pm; time for actual 
dinner. Shar valiantly started on the 
prep, although she could have really 
done with a step stool for the bench.
Dinner was peanut satay with noodles, 
or more correctly, peanut butter with 
a few noodles mixed in. The hut’s 
woodshed was well stocked so there 
was nothing for it but to start a fire. It 
was a bit of an art to making sure the 
room didn’t fill with smoke, but the 
warmth, or even just the glow, of the 
fire was appreciated. The effect of this 
glow on Logan’s face was truly evil and 
he felt the need to warn me to watch my 
back. That evening was spent playing 
Five Crowns, a card game that really 
does bring out one's true colours. It 
soon became apparent that there was a 
wolf among the sheep. Frances’s score 
remained minuscule whilst the rest 
of us were scoring 50 points a round, 
she was an outlier (some might say 
cheater). There was a lot of discussion 
that night as to how to deal with the 
outlier. Some (including myself) were 
even in favour of discarding it (out of 
the hut). She was lucky to have a bunk 

that night. There was also a silent 
assassin among us who was trying 
discretely to gas out the hut. I’m sure it 
would have killed any vermin or other 
small critters. To make it clear to us 
all that she was not the assassin, Shar 
felt it necessary to proclaim when she 
dropped a bomb. I’m not sure what’s 
worse, a silent assassin or one that 
owns up to it. As punishment for her 
cheating, Frances was forced to top 
and tail with Shar that night. After the 
game, as I cleaned my teeth, I made eye 
contact with Logan, who smiled with 
an evil grin. I tried to say “I’m going to 
choke”. It was that point that I realised 
this was his plan. He started to laugh 
evilly at my dilemma. I was choking, 
unable to communicate. Everyone else 
looked at me puzzled. I managed to 
stumble out of the hut and cleared my 
mouth. Not this time Logan. After all 
that excitement we all got into our pits 
for the night.

We listened to the sound of rain in the 
night. Waking up it was clear there 
was fresh snow on the surrounding 
tops. On leaving the hut it only took 
15 minutes for me to almost get the 
party lost, the forest was crisscrossed 
with deceptive game trails. Luckily I 
listened to my gut and stopped, to find 
the track 50 metres to our left.
It took just under an hour to get to 
a junction in the track, with one 
track going to the Acton Stream and 
the other going over the hill back to 
Cromel Base Hut. We turned left up 
the hill, slipping and sliding as we 

Cromel Branch Hut [S Harrison].
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climbed. There was a bit of treefall but 
nothing unmanageable. Morning tea 
was called when we reached the saddle 
on the hill.
One of the trees beside us had a very 
alluring knob on it, according to Logan 
anyway. What followed was several 
attempts at ‘tree bouldering’ from the 
party.
Logan: “That knob was one in a million”.
Shar: “You would say that after sharing a 
special moment with it”.
Once Frances had well and truly 
cooled down and started complaining 
we started back underway. The route 
from here dropped steeply downhill, 
punctuated by some large treefall. 
This being said the going wasn’t hard, 
although we almost had a few crashes as 
we sped down. As the day wore on a hint 
of sunshine broke through the trees. 
Before long we found ourselves back by 
the Cromel Stream. The crossing wasn’t 
difficult and it was only a k before we 
were back in the familiar territory of 
Cromel Base Hut.
We had lunch at the hut before heading 
off back down the 4WD track to where 
the vehicles were parked. The sun now 
shone beautifully through the canopy, 
for the first time in the entire trip. The 
stream was looking inviting, so once we 
reached the vehicles there was nothing 
for it but a quick dip and a beer. A nice 
way to round off a stellar trip, despite it 
not being plan A! •
Top to bottom: The view back down the valley 
towards Cromel Branch Hut; A well marked 
track (there were 7 in total); Logan 'Tree Hugger' 
Troy; Logan's boots waiting to meet him [All S 
Harrison, except the boots].
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As most great tramping trips start, 
Eric texted our group chat on 

Thursday asking if anyone’s down to 
go hike Mueller Hut on Friday. To 
give some context, this is during exam 
season when technically, we should 
be studying, but as soon as I saw the 
message, I turned to Isabelle and Prina 
saying, “I’m going to Mueller Hut on 
Friday are y’all in?” Isabelle debates it 
for a hot second, then decides on yes, 
Prina unfortunately says no (she now 
decides she cares about school when 
she hasn’t cared the whole semester). 
Since we have been wanting to hike 
Mueller Hut for a long time, we are 
now aware that we need an ice axe and 
crampons to hike it. So like always, we 
immediately message the lovely 
OUTC Facebook account asking if we 
can get them. They promptly respond 

so Isabelle and I head down to OUSA 
to collect them.
Aidan is there to help us out. We are 
in the process when he asks “Do you 
know how to use these by the way?” 
Isabelle and I look at each other then 
say “well, no but we were going to 
look up youtube videos.” He saw our 

Spoilers, they actually made it to Mueller Hut 
this time, albeit with the mountain's best effort 
to stop them. 
Natalia Tribaldos

MUELLER ACTUALLY Brewer, Isabelle, Natalia and Eric trying to 
maintain contact with the mountain [B Castle].
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clueless faces and decided to show us 
how to use them (bless him). For the 
ice axe he said “most people think you 
use it like this (gestures using it like a 
pick axe on rock), but that’s wrong.” 
After we left, I looked at Isabelle and 
laughingly said, “I totally thought we 
were supposed to use it like a pick axe”. 
She did, too. 
Anyways, so now we have our 
equipment, we have found a tent, and 
we are packed and ready to go. We 
head out midday Friday, and get to 
Lake Pukaki to chill for a while staring 
out into the beautiful lake towards 
the mountains (I could look at Mount 
Cook for the rest of my life and be 
happy). We camp there (my favourite 
place to camp), then head to the 
Mount Cook Village Visitor Centre to 
get our spot in the hut. 
The employee at the visitor centre 
warned us there would be gale force 
winds, but we saw there was a family 

also booking the hut with a 6-year old 
and an 8-year old kid so we’re thinking 
there’s no way it’s that bad. Boy were 
we wrong. First of all, I had never 
hiked in snow before, let alone used 
crampons or an ice axe. Add winds 
that reached up to 70 kpm/hour; this 
was definitely the most difficult hike 
I had ever done. There were times 
when we had to hunch over into the 
mountain, and grab our ice axe with 
both hands because we felt we would be 
blown away otherwise. I was actually 
terrified for some portions of it. Too 
afraid to stand up and keep going for 
what felt like minutes at a time. Long 
story short, we got through it and the 
6 and 8-year olds actually did a much 
better job than us (kiwi children are 
badasses). We cooked our dinner, 
socialised with the others at the hut 
(some really cool people), played some 
cards, and enjoyed hut life. Despite, or 
perhaps due, to the challenging hike, 
I can now say that Mueller Hut is my 
favourite of the 5 huts I have stayed at 
in New Zealand. 

I gotta add, sliding down on the way 
back was EPIC and made everything 
even more worth it. •
Left: Mueller Hut; Below: View towards Aoraki/
Mt Cook [Both N Tribaldos].
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A slightly more well planned trip to Staircase 
Hut...

It began the way many great OUTC 
trips start, with half the group pull-

ing out the night before and changing 
where we were going twice. The de-
cision to ditch Silverpeaks in favour 
of Staircase Hut was a very good call. 
Staircase Hut is privately owned by the 
Deer Stalkers Association and is main-
ly used by hunters. 
The track to Staircase Hut is only 
drawn on the maps until the river, 

but the track continues the entire way 
to the hut. Armed with two different 
maps showing the track leaving the 
river at different points to go up 
different spurs, we wandered upstream 
for a bit to try and find where the track 
started again. One spur has a nice 
pleasant track, the other a bush bash, 
complete with stinging nettle and the 
odd bit of bush lawyer. As it turned 
out, finding the start of the track after 

Jenni Palmer

STAIRCASE TO HEAVEN

Why study when you could be out here? 
[M Whittaker (Not sure self timer counts...)].STAIRCASE TO HEAVEN

Left to right: Jenni in her natural habitat; Which way do you think the track goes?? [Both M Whittaker]
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the river was rather straightforward. 
Just keep walking upstream until you 
come across the massive big totara 
tree, which has a huge branch hanging 
out over the river that has no less than 
five track markers on it!
I slowed the group down by a 
ridiculous amount going up the spur. 
The walk in to the hut is only 7 km 
but is estimated to take 5 hours. For 
us it took about 6.5-7 hours, but that 
was entirely due to me, and I think a 
group with even a low level of fitness 
should be able to do it in the 5 hours 
easily. Once we reached the first spot 
height (473m) the track just followed 
the ridgeline for a while, dipping down 
into a saddle before coming up again to 
the next spot height (499m). There is a 
gradual climb towards A298 (681m). 
The track to the hut dips into the 
valley before reaching the peak. I’ve 
joined together the correct parts of the 
two maps we used in the map below to 
ease the confusion (Sam’s was correct 
for the spur leaving the river and the 
Wilderness mag map was correct for 
leaving the ridge and descending to the 
hut). Most of the track is well-marked 
and in good condition. A few areas are 
a bit more overgrown; the track is easy 
to follow but expect a few scratches. 
Most of the track is kanuka forest, 
with a brief patch of tussock before 
dropping down towards the hut. 
Staircase Hut is one of the cosiest 
huts I’ve ever been to. It has 6 bunks, 
a fireplace, and even some chairs. It 
is definitely worth paying a visit to. 
We saw no sign of the mice that were 

mentioned by Sam and in the hut 
book. I “de-spidered” the bunks using 
the broom to give us some peace of 
mind as we slept - the bunks are not 
particularly far above your heads. 
The hut was well-stocked with cutlery 
and plates, pots etc., and a number 
of different Antics that we used to 
introduce April to OUTC activities. 
After a classic dinner of pesto pasta we 
sat around the fireplace chatting over 
tea and damper. Maddy was so excited 
about the fire that she decided to 
replicate it in her hair by accidentally 
sitting with the back of her head too 
close to a candle. Thankfully April 
snatched the fire out before much 
hair was lost, and we quickly picked 
the small black dots that were once 
strands of hair out. Some people pay a 
Top: April making damper [M Whittaker]; 
Bottom: All of that hair was once the same 
length... [A Oakley].
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lot of money to have their hair layered 
and Maddy got hers done for free! 
I’m ashamed to admit that the next 
day Maddy carried my pack the 
entire day. She was unstoppable and 
unphased by the extra burden! I was 
still extremely slow, particularly on the 
final uphill coming from the river, and 
am extremely grateful to Maddy and 
April for their patience. I’m still rather 
surprised that I haven’t been driven 
insane by spending the last six months 
stuck either in the hospital, my room, 
the gear room or more recently, the 
library. Open spaces, flora and fauna, 
and tramping with friends were such 
a welcome change - a true breath of 
fresh air! 
We stopped for a swim in the river 
before heading back up to the car. 
The water was refreshing, clear and 
a welcome way to wash off the sweat. 
The cold water also helped with the 
stinging nettle and minor burns from 
the fire and damper making. The 
weather both days was beautifully 
sunny and hot and there were great 
views from the ridge out towards the 
sea. 
Overall, Staircase Hut was a great trip 
and a well-deserved study break. It 
was also a trip of many firsts: April’s 
first time making damper and first 
tramp for a while, my first time back 
tramping and first swim since chemo, 
and Maddy’s first encounter with 
stinging nettle and first fire haircut. It 
was our first visit to Staircase Hut and 
our first time tramping together, and I 
hope it won’t be our last! •

Top: 'Twas glorious weather [M Whittaker]; 
Bottom: Golden hour on the way to the hut [J 
Palmer].

Opposite page: Southern side of Whenua Hou 
looking at Stewart Island [K Hamilton].
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Kaitlyn Hamilton

A rather fishy tale about kākāpō kidnapping and 
raunchy romance.

WHENUA HOU; ISLE OF LOVE AND HARD WORK 

In the last 3 months of 2018 I was 
fortunate enough to visit Whenua 

Hou, a wee island off the north-west 
tip of Rakiura/Stewart Island. I was 
there for my master’s placement, look-
ing at how kākāpō interacted with poi-
son bait stations (poison replaced with 
freeze dried rabbit). In total I spent 6 
weeks crashing around the bush film-
ing the birds and following the rang-
ers.

THE ISLAND
On Whenua Hou I met rangers and 
volunteers and seabird researchers. 
Everyone was lovely. The island was 
the loveliest. It is like a mini paradise. 
As well as getting permission, before 
arriving, you have to go through a very 
strict quarantine. All of our gear was 
washed with a steriliser and then it 
was checked for things like seeds, dirt 
and feathers. As a result, you can count 

on your hand the number of exotic 
plants on the island. Different parts of 
the island have different types of bush, 
whether it’s stands of rimu, southern 
rata or tree ferns, and all the tops are 
scrubby and open. 
The open ocean sides are pockmarked 
with seabird burrows as it is home 
to hundreds of thousands of petrels 
and shearwaters. It is more correctly 
a seabird island rather than a 
kākāpō island. (Kākāpō were only 
brought there in the 80s when there 
was nowhere safe for them on the 
mainland and an old evil cat on 
Stewart Island had got a taste for them 
there). The most special sea bird there 
is the recently described Whenua Hou 
Diving Petrel. They inhabit the sand 
dunes on the island which are less than 
1 km long and decreasing. This is the 
only place they are found in the world. 



311

ODDS & ENDS WHENUA HOU

Johannes, the PhD student studying 
them, believes there are around 250 
of them total. Fingers crossed the 
kākāpō are beginning their recovery 
as a population, and hopefully there is 
a way for this new species to follow.
During the day the forest abounds 
with kākā, kākāriki (red and yellow 
fronted), kererū, mohua, korimako, 
tūī, fernbirds, and fantails. You’re 
guaranteed to experience a heart attack 
at least once a day when a kākā swoops 
past out of nowhere with a blood 
curdling squawk. The kākāriki and 
mohua chatter at each other incessantly 
but it takes a while to get your eye 
in to see them as they camouflage in 
the canopy so well. On the beaches 
the hoiho/yellow-eyed penguin and 
tawaki/Fiordland crested penguin 
come ashore on dusk. The kororā/
little blues come after dark like rowdy 
students or like a married couple on 
the verge of separation (same divorce 
rate as humans they say). The hoiho 
look like they’re on their last legs. One 
evening we were watching from the 
seat above the beach, glass of cask wine 
in hand [Editor: That's a fancy way of 
saying goon], when a hoiho came out 
of the waves to just lie on the sand on 
its stomach for an hour. Overfishing, 
bottom trawling, pollution, warming 
waters i.e. humans, I believe are all 
to blame. A more positive experience 
was a post dinner match of petanque 
on the beach. As we rolled the balls 
through the silky sand, the Ruggedys 
across the water looking outrageous 
in the sunset, the hoiho emerged from 

the waves in the background, finding 
their way to the dunes.
This summer (18/19) is set to be the 
kākāpō’s biggest breeding season yet. 
They know this because the rimu is 
masting like it has never masted before 
and this triggers kākāpō breeding. 
Kākāpō mums feed rimu fruit to their 
chicks - when they can. Strangely, 
and no one really knows why, the 
fruit on Whenua Hou never ripens. 
This is where the supplementary food 
programme comes in so that mums 
don’t spend all night foraging and 
chicks don’t starve and freeze. I arrived 
when the feedout programme was 
getting underway. As an extremely 
keen ‘I will do literally anything 
for you kākāpō rangers’ volunteer I 
lugged many kilograms of platforms 
and hoppers and batteries up hills 
(well-built island: at the beginning of 
your day you just have one great slog, 
fast and steep or long and gradual, 
depending on the hill to get to the tops 
and then it’s generally flat for the rest of 
your day. The killer was coming back 
down, usually with enough weight in 

Sealers Bay [K Hamilton].
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your pack to absolutely wreck your 
knees so that they might never be the 
same again.

GIRL POWER
A highlight of the experience was 
that I was on the island at the same 
time as the ranger Nicki who let me 
tag along on many of her missions 
when I could and who subsequently 
taught me how to set up stations and 
move things around myself. One of 
my favourite things about the Kākāpō 
Recovery Team was that the majority, 
and the manager of the team, were bad 
ass females. They are quite inspiring, 
up and down the hill every day for a 
month in all conditions and all hours, 
solving problems, inventing solutions, 
putting their heart into their work. 
The dudes were equally as cool role 
models, but in this world dominated 
by men running the show I was very 
impressed with the low key girl power 
at play.

RESEARCH
My first week was for preliminary trials 
and getting the hang of the cameras. 
In a typical week I would set up a 
bait station near a kākāpō’s feeding 
station with a camera on motion 
trigger to record interactions between 
the kākāpō and the bait station. This 
required some inventiveness as I 
generally made use of the surrounding 
trees as stakes for my trail cameras, 
resulting in some really awful angles 
or once snapping off a screw in a tree 
trunk. Best of all was when the kākāpō 
inspected the cameras and I got the 
most delightful close-ups of their 

feathery owly faces. Other highlights 
were males attempting to mate with 
the bait stations, a female launching 
herself at one, and when a kākāpō 
would visit another’s station and you 
would get glimpses of them running 
helter-skelter past the camera frame.

JEAN
The second week I was there might 
have been my favourite. The majority 
of the Kākāpō Recovery Team came 
over to catch birds. The juvenile males 
were being sent to Fiordland to keep 
them out of the way for the breeding 
season, and females were getting GPS 
attached to monitor them over the 
breeding season. Everyone on the 
island was enlisted to help. We were 
mostly off track, in stealth mode, as 
we crept up on the targets. Sometimes 
they heard us and ran directly into 
the middle of a tangle of windfall 
and supplejack, sometimes they 
looked down on you from 30m up a 
tree (great climbers), sometimes they 
were just asleep in the sun on a pile 
of moss on a horizontal bough of a 
southern rātā. I had the great honour 
of catching Jean, one of the founding 
birds from Stewart Island, so that they 
could attach a GPS to her transmitter. 
The legendary Daryl Eason watched 
as I crept from below and caught her 
napping. While holding her on my 
lap she started making a soft snoring 
noise but apparently this could also be 
interpreted as a resentful grumble. She 
was very soft and had that endearing 
musky fragrance, likened to the inside 
of a clarinet case.
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SINBAD
One of my most memorable days was 
the day I met Sinbad. I had put up 
a camera and station in a territory 
neighbouring his. A couple of days later 
I went up to check it and the camera 
was gone. Miffed, it took me a second 
to see the kākāpō crouching next to 
the tree where the camera had been. 
I distinctly remember thinking hah 
the cheeky blighter is still there, proud 
of his work! I began taking photos 
and knelt down for a better angle. 
With that the bird ran at me, wings 
outspread. In the second between 
when I realised what was happening 
and when he reached me I realised 
that it was the infamous Sinbad! We 
had been warned of Sinbad, how you 
would hear the heart-stopping tapping 
of his claws on the boardwalk behind 
you, how to say “NO” and back away 
with your pack in front of you. Sinbad 
is different. Like Sirocco he will try and 
mate with humans. Unlike Sirocco, 
and the reason he hasn’t been shipped 
off to another island for the wellbeing 
of all feedout volunteers, is that he 
will still mate with kākāpō, and most 
importantly is in the possession of the 
precious Fiordland genes which he 
full well knows and uses to his horny 
advantage. I instinctively pushed him 
away (not ok) before he could mount 
my arm, and somehow got my pack off 
my back and in front of my legs. This 
cooled him down and I had a moment 
to see my camera, open with batteries 
missing, pushed into the earth where 
he had been attempting to mate with 

it. Then I walked/ran backwards, so I 
didn’t turn my back to him, to safety. I 
had a second attempt at retrieving the 
camera. This time NO did not work, 
and I literally ran for my life yelling 
NO like a terrified child while he 
chased me down the track. I ran into at 
least two trees and dropped my phone 
which was left for dead. Nicki came 
to the rescue so that we could check 
he hadn’t injured himself (he hadn’t). 
We, and Nicki’s gaitor, were the ones 
that were traumatised. Nicki’s gaitor 
had received his loving, disturbing 
attentions. I went back to his station 
two more times with rangers to have 
a ‘good’ interaction with him, but 
the feelings must have been mutual 
as he never showed himself when 

We caught Nora to attach a GPS to her transmitter 
to monitor her over the breeding season. She is 
one of the founding birds from Stewart Is. so is at 
least 40 years old [K Hamilton].
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I was around, and I never saw him 
again. Apart from on Facebook. 
Nicki had sent the social media 
coordinator some pictures and videos 
of him. Hilariously they were only ever 
captioned as ‘Sinbad out for a walk in 
the sun’ etc. They should have been 
captioned as ‘Sinbad, Codfish Island 
horndog, stalking his next victim, the 
Macpac left leg gaitor’.

BRUCE
I had timed my stay with a particularly 
randy time of year on the island. There 
is a large male sea lion named Bruce 
who enjoys Sealers Bay. A female had 
also been observed resting on the beach 
and in the bush and we speculated 
how long it would take Bruce to smell 
her out. It was on my last week when I 
heard a growl as I laced up my boots. 
I guessed Bruce must be back on the 
beach and headed off for my day. 
Before I started climbing the hill I 
noticed some more animal noises and 
was horrified to see a hulking great 
shape in the trees ahead i.e. the track 
would go between Bruce and the sea, 
if you know anything about sea lions 
you know not to cut off their escape 
route. I sheepishly returned to the hut 
for help. Luckily one of the guys there 
had previously been dropped off by 
boat onto the sea lion covered beach of 
Auckland Island with only a bamboo 
stick. He found a stick at the hut and 
lead the way. Rather ridiculously he 
walked me past the sea lion, stick out 
in front, ominously saying “don’t make 
eye contact”, and left me at the bottom 
of the stairs after checking I would 

be alright from there. It was quite 
the adrenaline rush and I didn’t stop 
smiling all morning. As we had snuck 
past Bruce I spotted the female sea 
lion beneath him, poor girl.

BOSS AND PEARL
Eating breakfast on my last morning 
on the island Stu, the tech guy/sea lion 
wrangler, said “oh no”. His tech up on 
the hill had detected a kākāpō mating 
from the two nights previous. It was 
at least a month too early, the aerials 
hadn’t even been up for a month, it 
had to be an error. But all of the data 
made sense. Hopping with excitement 
I followed the two rangers up the hill, 
just hours before my helicopter was 
due. And there it was, down feathers 
littered over the ground next to Boss’s 
bowl, evidence a mating had occurred. 
The breeding season had begun record 
breakingly early. I could only imagine 
the organised chaos about to ensue that 
comes with the intensive management 
of each individual kākāpō. 

Back in real life I'm always day 
dreaming about Codfish Island; 
watching the sunrise at the long drop, 
will Sinbad step up and share his 
Fiordland genes? Are there sea lion 
pups in the bush?? I'm also checking 
my emails every morning to see if I'm 
needed back there... On Whenua Hou 
I felt like I was in exactly the place I 
am supposed to be. In the meantime I 
hope the island overflows with kākāpō, 
petrels and penguins, but at the same 
time, never changes. •
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Sam Harrison

A terrible tramping tale filled with far too much 
alliteration.

THREE TITTY-LESS TWITS TACKLE THE TITIROA TRAVERSE

As reality hit home about the 
amount of junk that I had col-

lected over the course of the year and 
the temperamental weather forecasts, 
post-exam tramping plans were hard 
to make. Luckily a three day weather 
window sat between the 12th and the 
14th, so we set our sights on a north to 
south traverse of Mt Titiroa.
Sadly on arrival in Manapouri we had 
to leave our only pair of tits in the 
car, leaving us tittyless. Undeterred, 
our troublesome trio tootled down 
to the wharf to meet the old hand 
who would ferry us across the river. 
The plan was that we would walk 

up and over Mt Titiroa to the North 
Borland, before walking to Borland 
Lodge, where we would meet back up 
with Cara-Lisa. The ferryman did not 
seem too convinced of Logan’s ability, 
perhaps it was his American accent. 
After reassuring him that yes, he had 
indeed been to Fjordlands before, we 
were allowed to pass across the river. 
With the first hurdle completed it was 
time for the march across the marshes 
to Hope Arm on Manapouri. This 
section was completed in due haste 
and soon we were lounging on a beach 
gorging ourselves on hummus.
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With a bit more walking we soon 
found Hope Arm Hut, complete with 
two fishermen. After a quick chinwag 
and a scribble in the hutbook we 
were off in the direction of Garnock 
Burn. On the map it looked like there 
was a small hump to cross before we 
descended down to the burn, which lay 
at the base of our approach to Titiroa. 
In fact, that small hump turned out 
to be rather harrowingly huge. With 
much perspiration and perseverance 
the hump was conquered, leaving us 
wondering what we had got ourselves 
in for. After a knee-jarring drop down 
to the burn we were confronted with 
a rather large, steep and forested hill, 
which we had to presume hid the 
summit of Titiroa from our sight. Much 
deliberation was had as we pondered 
if the route we were supposed to be 
following really did just charge straight 

up the guts. We cluelessly consulted 
each other and the charts to come up 
with a course to tackle this challenge. 
Alas, we were confounded and choose 
the most convenient path. Crossing 
the burn was easy, as was the lower 
portion of forest (approximately 50 
metres of it). As we gained elevation 
the gradient of our chosen path 
steepened until we were scrambling 
between bluffs, scratching at the soil 
with our fingertips. I sensed the others 
had their doubts as to our route as 
they clung on for dear life. I however 
was confident in my own stupidity, 
selflessly leading the charge skyward 
(on my hands and knees).
As we climbed, we lost several buckets 
of sweat and subsequently regretted 
not filling up our water bottles at the 
stream. Mercifully the pitch of the 
slope flattened out, about the same 

“Bushbashing is the unprotected sex of tramping” —  Logan
“I think we need to go a bit more to the right” — Logan for the billionth time

Opposite page: Logan and Jakob chilling out on the summit.
Below: Premature tent erection on the saddle [Both S Harrison].



317

SPRING THE TITIROA TRAVERSE

time as the hallucinations started, 
brought on by dehydration. Soldiering 
on, we bushbashed our way on to pt 
1017, and from there it was a relative 
saunter to the saddle where we 
planned to set up camp. Several litres 
of water later we erected our tents 
on a flattish sandy patch next to the 
stream, battling the savage wind whilst 
struggling to maintain control over 
our accommodation.
It was once everything was set up 
that someone suggested perhaps we 
could find a better camping spot. I 
don’t know why they had waited until 
everything was set up to suggest this. 
On further investigation I discovered a 
cosy and sheltered campsite situated in 
the trees just up from the original spot. 
One by one the tents were transplanted 
to their new home. By the end of all 
that we were thoroughly ready for 
dinner, so the cookers were fired up. 
In all our organisation we discovered 
that we had each brought a cooker, a 
pot and gas; just a tad excessive. The 
peanut satay (noodles + peanut butter) 

went down a treat, leaving us with very 
full tummies. We waddled back to our 
pits and curled up for the night.

I awoke to the chirping of birds and 
sunlight filtering through the trees. 
Afraid that the others would already be 
getting ready I crammed my sleeping 
bag into its stuff sack and pulled myself 
outside, announcing to the world that 
it was time to rise and shine. I got 
some disgruntled responses from the 
other tents. Undeterred I continued 
with my pack up, eventually joined 
by my companions. As the porridge 

“I’m just so happy we moved the tents” — Sam said again, and again.

Jakob climbs up from the bushline [S Harrison].
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bubbled Logan revealed that it was 
little past 6am. Whoops, make the 
most of the day I guess? A very large 
bowl of porridge later and we were on 
our way towards the summit.
We were sure to fill up our water 
bottles before we left, which was just 
as well as soon enough sweat rolled off 
our faces again. We were confronted 
with the strange alien landscape that 
covered the ridge of Titiroa. It was 
sandy white, punctuated by strange 

monoliths, carved by the degradation 
of time. Under these giants we 
soldiered skyward.
Every two steps were coupled with a 
step backwards on the sandy surface. 
The weather was stunning, making for 
spectacular views out over Fiordland 
and Southland. Many rest breaks 
were had to take this all in. The upper 
reaches of the mountain were covered 
with snow on one side and a collection 
of tarns occupied the basin below. 
As we approached the summit we 
clambered up and around each other 
to be the first there. Given our early 
start we reached the top at 10am.
Snacks were pulled out and 
we sunbathed, soaking up the 
magnificence of the place. There 
really are no words fit to describe the 
feeling of being in a place like that. 
After nearly an hour Jakob signaled 
his desire to plod on, so we hauled 
our packs on and skirted around to 
the other side of the summit. The 
ridge looking this way was gnarled 
with rock, whilst the east face carried 

Panorama atop the summit of Titiroa, Lake Manapouri in the background [S Harrison].

Logan  testing out his newfound crampon skills 
[S Harrison].
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a heavy burden of snow. After a short 
deliberation we chose to don crampons 
and traverse under the rocks. It was at 
this point the others revealed they had 
never used them before. Fast forward 
through “Sam’s Snowcraft” and we 
were sidling around the mountain 
side. The snow was slushy in the noon 
sun and relatively deep. Making each 
step carefully we made our way down 
towards the saddle before pt 1677.
Making short work of the traverse, now 
came time for what we really dreaded, 
the 1000m drop to the North Borland. 
Much to our surprise dropping off the 
ridge was more pleasure than torture, 
as the soft sand made for excellent 
sand/scree running.
Once we reached the upper valley 
below we began to traverse across 
the wetlands heading for pt 1159. 
Some of this travel was quite wet and 
squishy. At one point I aimed for a 
perfectly reasonable route across some 
soft black moss on a steepish slope. 
Unfortunately for me and my dignity 
this moss was more slime, which 

proceeded to carry my legs out from 
under me. I found myself sliding down 
a slimey rock slab, clawing to try and 
stop the momentum I was building. 
After what seemed like an eternity (5 
metres of downhill slide in fact) I came 
to a halt, dripping wet, covered in 
Fiordland wetland. The others roared 
with laughter from the top. Ignoring 
that incident, everything else went 
to plan as we made our way over the 
saddle to the left of pt 1159. In the 
next kilometre Logan had a slip up of 
his own, leading to a “black and blue 
arse”, a fate which I am happy to report 

Downhill from where I lost my dignity [S Harrison].

North Borland Hut [S Harrison].



320

SPRING

I avoided. We then dropped into the 
bush, following the tracks of a marshy 
stream until it cascaded into a steep 
gorge. We cut into the bush for a bit 
before rejoining the stream once it had 
flattened out. Soon enough we popped 
out into the river flats of the North 
Branch of the Borland River. By the 
time we had pushed our way through 
the tall tussock to the hut on the other 
side of the river it was only 2pm.
We filled the afternoon in with 
hummus munching, bowel unloading 
(which both Jakob and Logan were 
desperately holding on for till the hut) 
and dam construction, because why 
not?
After what seemed like an eternity the 
sun began to lower on the horizon. 
This signaled a retreat from the 
sandflies and the beginning of dinner 
prep. There wasn’t really much prep 
given it was just pasta and olive oil, but 
it was hungrily devoured. Logan drew 
the short straw and was on the floor, as 
Jakob and I curled up in our bunks for 
the night.

Unsure of what time Cara would 
emerge from her adventure we had 
a later start the next day. The vat of 
porridge was even larger than the day 
before, too much even for our hungry 
trio of twits. We were out of the hut 
by 9am, making our way across the 
marshy riverlands for the forest down 
river.
The track (what a luxury) wove through 
the trees, climbing and descending 
with the forest’s undulations. Our 

weary legs resented the up and 
struggled to hold us on the down. 
Despite this we made quick work of 
the track, passing the two unbridged 
streams in good time. On coming to 
the walkwire across a larger stream/
river we were rather confused, as there 
was no walkwire. This did little to stop 
our intrepid party, and soon we were 
having lunch in the large rock bivvy 
500m down the track.
Once I had polished off my hummus 
we were off again down towards the 
Borland Lodge. Ninety-nine bottles of 
beer and a bridge later and we ran into 
a Cara walking up the track towards 
us in jandals. We swapped war stories 
as we marched towards the carpark. It 
wasn’t far from that point and soon we 
were sheltering from sandflies in the 
car, heading for home.

Titiroa is truly spectacular, a must do. •

Crossing the 'walkwire' [S Harrison].
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Jakob Nordfeldt

Frozen Swede on Tongariro.

A Swedish Tolkien geek's first meeting with 
Tongariro.

IT'S WEIRD HERE

As my exchange semester in 
Aotearoa came towards its end, 

me and two companions set out to 
take on the Tongariro Northern Cir-
cuit. Some were diehard Tolkien fans, 
so it was kind of a big deal. We had 
only two days for the whole circuit, 
so preparations were key, as was get-
ting that early start. But even though 
early starts are glorified in tramping 
culture, this day would teach me that 
even this conventional wisdom has its 
drawbacks.

Morning. Very tired. Borderline 
sleepwalking. Take some stressful 
days leading up to the tramp, add a 
hefty teaspoon of missed sleep during 
the night and let sit during breakfast. 

Once you make it to the track, you will 
have a face that looks more in place 
for “The Walking Dead” auditions 
than the Northern Circuit. But we 
did make it to the track on time. The 
first section is a flat three-hour stroll, 
without a doubt the easiest section. We 
were to kill this off quickly so we could 
reach the Red Crater in good time for 
lunch. But no more than 15 odd steps 
after passing the sign, my left Hanwag 
decided to cuddle up with a loose 
root. Next thing I know, I’m on the 
ground and there’s blood on my head. 
It was one of those awkward moments 
where you don’t know how to react. I 
mean, the fall was objectively speaking 
hilarious. But concussions suck, and 
are nothing to joke about (until a bit 
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later, at least). On this very occasion, 
though, it seemed that my thick head 
had saved me, and I was good to 
continue on shortly thereafter.
Another incident happened the 
same day, which may or may not be 
a consequence of my earlier fall. You 
judge. On top of the Red Crater, I 
noticed a peculiar snow formation. 
Coming from a Nordic country, I 
know my snow. One glance and I can 
tell you about the consistency, the 
stability, the sound it will make when 
you step on it and if you should avoid 
stepping on it or not. This was a rare 
type of springtime snow. Because of 
gravity and the angle of the decline 
into the crater, snow was not melting 
straight down, but rather through the 
snow itself, creating void between the 
ground and the snow. As a kid I used 
to stick my legs under such sheets, and 
pretend it was a blanket. I decided to 
let nostalgia run its course and to my 
surprise I fit quite easily in the void. 
I could even get parts of my upper 
body down and then almost up to my 
chest. It took a while before I realised 
I was slowly sliding down every time I 
moved. I tried to get up, but ended up 
sliding even further. Fortunately, my 
friends were on the other side of the 
crater summit. Unfortunately, they did 
not quite hear what I yelled to them.
Me: "Guys... I need some help here!".
Squiggle: "What did he say?".
Finedank: "He said 'it’s weird here' ".
Squiggle: "Haha OK".

In spite of my continued calls for 
help, increasing with laughter every 
time, I was stuck under my blanket 
for around ten minutes. When they 
finally made their way across to my 
side of the summit, the reactions were 
understandable but not very helpful. 
A cascade of laughter was followed by 
an extensive photoshoot before I was 
finally pulled up from my cold despair. 
To my defense, we don’t have any 
volcanoes in Sweden.

Looking back, these two events only 
helped to make the journey more 
memorable – and apart from them we 
were treated with a glorious first day 
on the alpine crossing, with stunning 
views of Mt. Ngauruhoe. The second 
day was so rainy and miserable that 
we ran the last few kilometres just to 
be done with it quicker. This left many 
of the daytrippers we passed very 
confused, and some looked slightly 
worried as they glanced to see what in 
the world we were running from. •
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Post uni missions not quite going to plan...

Madeleine Whittaker

SPRING, SNOWSTORMS AND SAR

Maddy tramping towards Rees Saddle 
[J Hazelhurst].SPRING, SNOWSTORMS AND SAR

Any tramp that starts with an 
all-nighter, a snowstorm, an im-

passable river and a last minute  com-
plete route change is bound to be a 
true cluster. And so our intended Five 
Passes trip via Lake Nerine, North 
Col, Mt Erebus and Lake Wilson be-
came plans to tramp the Rees-Dart 
with a side trip up to Kea Basin, Esqui-
lant Bivvy and hopefully a summit of 
O’Leary or the East Peak of Mt. Earn-
slaw. While we were all disappointed 
at having an off-track mish snatched 
from us, sometimes you and your time 
constraints can’t argue with the weath-
er or impassable rivers between you 
and where you want to go. 

It turns out you can fit six people, five 
tramping packs and mountaineering 
gear for five people into a very small 
car with only a front seat and driver's 
seat. Two took to the front seat and 
three lay in the back with packs stacked 
over them. Driving through fords 
while lying on top of someone else 
with two packs on top of you - it was 
an experience I wouldn’t necessarily 
recommend, but it got us from 
Glenorchy to Paradise as required!
Soon enough, we met a ford we couldn’t 
cross. After regaining feeling in my left 
leg, we started on the remaining 8km 
road walk to the trail head. However, 
5km later, an American couple in a 



324

SPRING SPRING, SNOWSTORMS AND SAR

shiny red rental car came to our rescue 
and enthusiastically offered to take all 
five of us and our five packs in their 
backseat. Despite the repeat extreme 
squishing, we were super happy to skip 
another 3km of road walking.
Finally at the trail head we set off, 
walking beside the flooded Dart River 
until Daley’s Hut. I can only describe 
the first day as a sunshiney walk with 
sunshiney people. We finished the day 
strong with a swim in the Dart, after 
finding a very small sheltered spot 
without the imminent threat of being 
washed away by the rapid and swollen 
river. 

Sunday we said goodbye to Torea, 
who set off bush bashing on her own 
adventure. We headed off early towards 
Dart Hut and while the waterfalls and 
mountain views were gorgeous, we 
made the mistake of pushing on when 
we all needed food, turning what was 
definitely an easy walk into what felt 
like a long trudge. We were all very 
glad to see the hut at 2pm. We cooked 

dinner immediately and ate it in front 
of the fire while pouring over maps 
- scheming up plans to explore The 
Olivines. 
The next day, we set off into the 
atmospheric mist created by the 
gentle rain. The track started with 
a steepish scramble up rocks - one 
of my favourite kinds of tramping, 
which put me in a great mood for 
the rest of the day. Every step higher 
revealed more and more stunning 
views, especially as the mist started to 
clear. The unbridged Snowy Creek was 
thankfully low enough to cross, and so 
we continued on towards the saddle, 
the mountains and valleys unfolding 
in front of us in all their splendour. It 
was so insanely beautiful, every turn 
someone would stop and utter a small 
shriek of disbelieving glee. 
At the saddle we stopped for lunch and 
I gave Jackie a crash course in using 
crampons and ice axes, on a snowy 
aspect with a gentle run out. When 
she felt confident we set off down 
the snowy descent from the saddle. 
Unlike the avalanche debris we had 
been crossing earlier, this snow was 

Getting real cosy on the drive to the trail head 
[T Scott-Fyffe].

Small people, big spaces [M Whittaker].
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immensely slushy. After only about two 
minutes we were eying up the narrow, 
steep and slightly dodgy tussock strip 
about 100m to our left. The decision 
to ditch the snow was unanimous 
and so we started scrambling down, 
relying on fist fulls of tussock to 
keep us from sliding down. That was 
when all hell broke loose. It was one 
of those moments when time slowed 
down. Jackie slipped and was sliding 
down the slope, clutching at the grass 
with no success. Becca was sprinting 
towards her, trying to reach her. Not in 
time. Jackie disappeared over the edge 
of a rock ledge and dropped out of 
sight. From my angle it looked like she 
had dropped over a bluff onto a steep 
snowy, rocky, icy aspect that led down 
to jagged river rocks. Fuck fuck fuck. I 
ran forward. By some miracle, Jackie 
had just missed the big drop from 
the bluff and her pack had lodged on 
a rock I hadn’t been able to see from 
above. She was fine. I remembered 
how to breathe. We checked her over. 
She was truly fine. We finished going 
down the slope and found a spot to 
rest beside the river. We pulled out 
the chocolate and sat there for a while, 
letting the incredible landscape soak 
in and replace the residual stress. 
The rest of the walk to Shelter Rock 
Hut was beautiful and we capped off 
the day with another river swim and 
tea boiled over the fire. 

Day four we moved with a steady 
rhythm, each caught up in daydreams. 
We covered the distance up the 

Rees Valley and up to Earnslaw Hut 
quickly. Earnslaw Hut is one of those 
huts that teem with character. The 
sack mattresses, literal log rafters, 
holes in the floorboards, bottles of 
whiskey around the fireplace and 
rusty corrugated exterior - I’m sure 
it all holds many tales. We continued 
up to the awesome rock bivvy at Kea 
Basin. The view from it was incredible 
- Earnslaw and Black Peak rose up 
behind us, while the whole Rees 
Valley was laid out below, with Cleft 
Peak, Lochnager and Little Lochnager 
rising up on the other side. Becca 
and I scouted our a route to get up 

Top: Becca Bouldering; Bottom: Sunrise from 
Kea Basin Rock Bivvy [Both M Whittaker].
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to Esquilant Bivvy. It was definitely 
achievable with some steep tussock 
scrambling and then an average snow 
slope leading up to Wright Col. While 
we were buzzing at the prospect of 
getting up there and attempting the 
East Peak of Earnslaw or O’Leary, as 
a group we came to the decision that 
such adventures would have to be for 
future ventures. With 150m bluffs as 
the run out for both the tussock and 
snow slopes for the majority of the 
route, we decided it wasn’t the best 
place for Jackie to learn how to use 
crampons (having only spent a couple 
of minutes the previous day wearing 
them), especially with the memories of 
her falling still very fresh. So with no 
looming early start, we got a fire going, 
recruited the bivvy’s teapot and broke 
into the chocolate we’d been saving for 
the snow. We talked late before I snuck 
off to the bivvy roof to stare in awe at 
the dark peaks silhouetted against the 
stars. Beautiful beautiful places and 
beautiful beautiful people.

The next morning we woke at 5.45am to 
catch the sunrise. The first light hitting 
the East Peak of Earnslaw coloured it 
pink, singing of new beginnings and 
new possibility. I find the dawn light 
on mountains wildly beautiful in a 
way that captivates me morning after 
mountain morning. This morning was 
no different. My glimpse of Earnslaw 
captivated me. I’ll be back to climb it, 
that’s for sure. 

We returned to our sleeping bags 
where we were joined by two kea. We 
played with them for a while before 
kea proofing our stuff and setting 
off for a day explore of the basin and 
it’s surrounding hills. The higher we 
climbed, the more incredible the 
views. Big spaces and small people. We 
were all humbled by the land. 
After a cold snowmelt dip at lunch, 
Becca, Oscar and I clambered barefoot 
along the rocks, boulders and grassy 
banks at the river’s edge, making 
our way to the waterfall. The air 
shimmered with waterfall spray, and 
the water sculpted rocks sparkled. It 
was like being a kid again, joy levels 
to the max. Another campfire evening 
followed. 

On the last day, after another visit from 
the two kea, we set off down the gentle 
descent from the basin and across the 
plains towards civilisation.
Sassy kea [M Whittaker].
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Back in Arrowtown that night, staying 
with family, I remembered the exams 
I’d sat only the week before. Heck, 
no point unpacking. Better get out 
there and out of wifi before exam 
results come out and my false sense of 
security about grades is shattered. And 
so one day later back out I headed on 
the Motutapu Track, the track starting 
within walking distance from my 
family’s house. I’m writing this from 
the first hut, which we reached a few 
hours before a big snowstorm blew in, 
more than 20cm of snow having fallen 
in the last few hours. Let’s hope like 
last time that a snowstorm is a sign of 
a good tramp to come....

Update:
We were stuck in Roses Hut for five 
days waiting out the snowstorm. Two 
tourists were also stuck in the hut. 
They ran out of food so we  shared our 
meals with them. Breakfast became 
1 spoonful of oats each for breakfast, 
two crackers for lunch and a spoonful 
of lentils for dinner. The couple only 
had sport shoes and only one layer, 
yet kept wanting to start the 10 hour 
hike including multiple saddles and 
more than 10 river crossings, while it 
was still a blizzard outside. It was a full 
time job to repeatedly persuade them 
otherwise. When the weather started 

to subside and the snow started to 
melt, SAR helicoptered into the hut, 
having spent hours looking for the 
couple and helicoptered them out. We 
tramped out through large sections 
of knee deep snow - beautiful and 
sketchily fun. We got out 10 days after 
we started the tramp. Snowstorms 
certainly do make for adventures! •

Top: Roses Hut after only 2 hours of snowfall; 
Bottom: A SAR helicopter landing outside is an 
interesting way to wake up from a nap[Both M 
Whittaker].
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Jackie Foster
Pssh, what's the worst that can happen?
WHY YOU SHOULD RUN AN ULTRA MARATHON WITHOUT TRAINING

Thirty minute HIIT classes at Les 
Mills probably wouldn’t be the 

best training for a 74km ultramara-
thon, but that was the only training 
that I had. After living at Mt Cook for 
6 months and being able to casually 
run up to Mueller Hut or Hooker Val-
ley after work, returning to Dunedin 
made me feel uninspired. After run-
ning up Signal, Cargill, or Flagstaff for 
4.5 years, it no longer got me excited. 
Getting someone else to motivate me 
wouldn’t work, with the trail running 
club always doing the same trails every 
week. It wasn’t that I had lost interest 
in running, it was just the locations 
that were the problem.
I really had no idea how I was going 
to do it. I had never ran that distance 
before. Sure, the course didn’t have 
any steep peaks over 1000m of which 
Central Otago boasted, but the length 
of it was scary. Especially with no 
training!
Everytime someone asked me about 
how it would go and how training is 
going, I just laughed it off as if there  
wasn’t a care in the world. What race? 
I denied it was ever going to happen, 
and that my plane would crash on the 
way to Auckland so that I wouldn’t 
have to do it. The biggest thing which 
made me worry was that my whole 
family were going to watch me, who 
hadn’t seen me race before. Getting a 

DNF in front of them would just be 
plain embarrassing. 
Fast forward to the day before the race, 
and my parents, brother, grandparents, 
and the Fluhlers drove down to Taupo. 
The weather was gloomy, and I had 
very low aspirations for nice weather. 
No training, 74km, and rain? Sounds 
like the best holiday for me. I couldn’t 
help but keep comparing myself to Pete, 
who seemed insanely organised. He 
had his drop bag packed, his hydration 
pack ready, and knew almost every bit 
of the course. Meanwhile, I was still 
buying my gear the day before. Once 
we got to the race briefing, I calmed 
down a lot. It was quite amusing to see 
how long the lines were for the shorter 
distances compared to us crazies in 
the 74 and 100. The temptation to 
drop down to a shorter distance is 
always there, but I stood my ground. 
It was then that I learnt that Pete had 
once trained for the Tarawera 60km 
last year, but the day before the race, 
upgraded to the 100km. Once again, 
he was an expert compared to me.

ULTRAMARATHON WITHOUT TRAINING

Jackie running the Kepler Challenge.
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Due to high winds, the boat from 
the harbour to Kotukutuku Bay was 
cancelled, and so we drove to the new 
start site at Hingarae Road. It meant 
that the first 30km was mainly road 
instead of farmland, which many of 
the older competitors were worried 
about, due to their broken knees. We 
had to wait around an hour at the 
start line, which was horrible due 
to the chilling wind. Who starts an 
ultramarathon at 8am? They usually 
started around 6. Looking around the 
60 other participants, I realised that I 
was the youngest one there. At the race 
briefing the night before, they had told 
us that the median age was 42. An 
annoying man who had been going 
around everyone asking what they 
thought their finishing times would be 
came up to me. “You know there is a 
20km race, right?” I smiled to myself, 
while Pete stepped in. “Don’t worry, 
she knows what she’s signed up for.”

Every first 18 minutes of a run is 
horrible. It could be a run down on 
the Peninsula, a run up Ross Creek, 
anywhere. Once the 18 minute mark 
is over, I calm down and get into the 
rhythm of things. I went pretty slow at 
the beginning, and Pete sped ahead. I 
regretfully had filled up my pack with 
3L of water, and it was beginning to 
really hurt my shoulders. My body 
was in pain, and I knew I had chaffing 
everywhere. I had also sadly gotten my 
period the day before my race, and at 
the 30km mark I had to chuck away my 
pad because the chaffing had gotten 

too much. My hydration pack wasn’t 
sucking water up, and everytime I 
wanted to drink water, I had to tip my 
hydration pack upside down, which 
really slowed me down.
The first aid station was checkpoint 
number 1 which I had to get to at 
11.30am. I got there at 11am. Or so 
I thought. Turns out I had run past 
the first checkpoint 2 hours ago, and 
the 11am cut off was for the 100km 
participants, who started at 6am. The 
lady informing me that I was well 
ahead cut off times made me over the 
moon. I was actually going to complete 
this race?! Without training?! Running 
away from the aid station with 
AWOLNATION - SAIL playing on the 
loud speakers, I embarked on the next 
44km. Only a marathon to go!
Things kept on getting better and 
better from there. Road turned into 
farm and farm turned into single trail 
bliss. It was proving to be a cracker 
day, and I even had to put sunblock 
on. Listening to the Tomorrowland 
soundtrack, I continued onto Kinloch, 
where my family and hot soup was 
waiting for me. 
After a quick rest at Kinloch and dad 
fixing my hydration pack (it was a 
simple kink in the hose), it was now 
time to continue uphill. I will always 
prefer uphill over undulating or even 
downhill. The views were stunning 
and I felt so happy. Only 23km to 
the finish line! Now I know I’ve been 
pretty positive during this whole entry, 
but this is where things go downhill. 
With my calculations, there should 
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have been 10km left to go. That meant 
3km left on the mountain, and then 
7km to the finish line. Even the lady 
at the final aid station agreed with me. 
But that was all a LIE, as I passed a 
sign saying “5km to main track”. 5km 
+ 7km = 15 more to go! By now it was 
around 5pm, and I was starting to get 
worried about potentially finishing in 
the dark. Sure, I had my head torch 
in my bag, but I had never been in 
the forest by myself before, and who 
knows what kind of people wander the 
trails. I started getting a bit dramatic at 
this point, and started walking. Three 
woman in the open category passed 
me, and I could see my ranking drop 
down the list. I wanted to call my 
boyfriend while in tears and tell him 
how much I hated the race and how 
I didn’t want to continue. I thought I 
had died and I was in a neverending 
hell, destined to run a race which 
never finishes.
Sure enough, I could hear cheering, 
and before I knew it, I had popped 
out from the forest. My mum clad in 
her Waikato hat screamed at the rest 
of my family to come see me. The 
last kilometre was horrible, with my 
grandparents walking beside me while 
I “ran”, dad laughing at me because I 
wanted to cry, and my mum trailing 
behind taking photos on her crappy 
phone. But it was a very special 
moment and I finished with a time 
of 11hours 8 minutes. Once at the 
finish line, they rushed me off to get 
weighed. I had lost a total of….. Just 
kidding, I had GAINED 100g. This 

was good, indicating that my nutrition 
had been well managed, but if you’re 
trying to lose weight… don’t run 
ultramarathons!
Since doing the race, my passion for 
running has been reignited. I think I just 
needed a change in scenery. I now have 3 
months to train for the 85km Old Ghost 
Ultra next year, and I kind of have signed 
up for a 3000m 49km ultramarathon 
in Switzerland next August. What can 
I say? Going through a rollercoaster of 
emotions the equivalent to a lifetime in a 
day…. It’s addictive. •

Asleep over the finish line [Photos4Sale].
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OG trash squad enjoying the sun at the hut 
[N Tribaldos].

MT BROWN HUT

Isabelle Perron
More like 'Steep as Fuck Hut'.
MT BROWN HUT

Hands down one of my favourite 
days on our road trip post se-

mester, with the OG trash squad: Pri-
na, George, Nati and myself. We added 
this hike to our itinerary since we saw 
someone post an amazing photo on 
Instagram (thx Billy). We had to get 
up early in order to assure our bunks 
at this remote hut, since it works as a 
first-come first-serve and we couldn’t 
be bothered to do it as a day hike. 
Arriving at the track, we are welcomed 
by some weird looking chickens, 
that we then learnt by a fellow kiwi 
at the summit, are called “wekas”. 
We have all our snax as well as our 
delicious “ramen” (instant noodle 
soup) ready, and finally start the hike. 

The beginning was quite enjoyable, 
and felt like walking through a jungle 
since this track is not maintained by 
DOC anymore. However, the more 
we made our way through the forest, 
the steeper it got. I’m not saying like 
little baby steps, no no, we had to legit 
pull ourselves up with the help of tree 
roots, rocks, George’s cheer boosts, 
you name it. I’m not going to lie, it was 
one of the most challenging/hard hikes 
I’ve done, probs in my life (I’m not that 
athletic, so yeah sorry not sorry), but 
definitely the one I enjoyed the most 
when arriving at the top. 
Nati pointed to a little orange dot 
(wasn’t wearing my glasses so it was 
blurry for me) followed with the word 
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“hut”. I couldn’t be more relieved. I 
think it categorises as one of the best 
feeling while hiking. After eating 
some delicious hummus and spinach 
wraps (literally in 2 mins), we went for 
a small walk, which Nati continued 
on her own, George went back to the 
hut to stretch and Prina and I decided 
to lie and talk in the tussock. Two 
hours later, Prina and I woke up from 
our accidental nap (11/12 spot for 
a nap though) to return to the hut. 
Bed time was nearing and there was 
one technical problem, five people 
(another tramper got there before 
us) but 4 beds. So as a great friend I 
decided to sacrifice myself and sleep in 
the same bed as Prina (like it was the 
first time lol). Hope you didn’t mind 
the cuddles. 

I’m writing this in Australia, now 
separated from these fabulous friends 
that I miss already. • Top: Prina and Zaza girl chillout; 

Bottom: Nati, George and Prina high (on a 
hill) [I Perron].

Rich creamy filling,
buttery biscuit base,

oreo cheesecake.

White flurry topping
on dark crumbling moraine,

oreo cheesecake. •

~OREO CHEESECAKE~
My loyal steed and I,

speeding down the frozen seas.
Alpine Aladdin.

Speed! Quick! Fast! Boost! Rapid!
We fly down the frozen seas,

my loyal steed and I. •

~SNOW SHOVELING~
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I love tramping so of course I did 
my master’s thesis on the topic of 

tramping, which meant I could go 
tramping to do the research. It was a 
win, win.  On the last day of Novem-
ber I set out for some fieldwork on the 
Otago section of the Te Araroa Trail, 
a hiking trail which runs the length 
of our country from Cape Reinga to 
Bluff. I wanted to explore how walking 
the trail, a long and immersive experi-
ence, could connect people to nature 
and place and encourage a change in 
environmental understanding and be-
haviour. 
When you go tramping you are 
engaging in tourism. Tourism is an 
amazing and incredibly vital tool for 
conservation and has the potential 
to be symbiotic with conservation if 

managed correctly. It is my view that 
tourism and leisure cannot only play 
an important part in conservation but 
can also help us to create a sustainable 
society by engaging people with their 
environments. I think any fellow 
tramper reading this will understand 
how going tramping changes you. Not 
only within yourself but in the way 
you engage with other people, nature 
and place. Tramping and engaging 
with the natural environment in this 
feet-first way has gradually altered 
my understanding of the natural 
environment and completely changed 
how I interact with it both on and 
off the trail, as I know it has for my 
fellow tramping friends. So I wanted 
to see if an experience such as walking 
the TA could generate a meaningful 
engagement with the environment 
and act as a catalyst for environmental 
change! What I found was incredibly 
promising and I know that if more 
and more people are encouraged to 
go tramping or explore the natural 
environment through other immersive 
activities, they too will experience this 
change. So encourage your mates, 
your dates, your rents and cuzzie bros 
to get out there so they can learn what 
‘out there’ really is! You’ve got to see it 
to believe it!

Day One: The journey started well, I 
guess. If heaving your unfit body up a 
big hill, that is aptly named Big Hill, in 
the suffocating heat with the heaviest 
pack you have ever carried is fun. 

Katie Snowden

When you have to stop at every marker pole… 
[K Snowden].

An almost unsuccessful research adventure.
10 DAYS (KIND OF) ON THE TA
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Day Two: Walked for what felt like 
ages, the heat was insane and sapped 
all your energy which resulted in me 
very slowly plodding my way up a 
ridgeline with heaps of false summits 
and down to reach Roses Hut. I hadn’t 
seen anyone on my journey yet so was 
excited when I saw people in the hut. 
Sadly, no one there was walking the 
TA.

Day Three: Set out for another day in 
the desert and was glad I brought my 
‘360 degrees of shade’ hat. Half way 
through (and so typical that after years 
of tramping and no injuries I would 
injure myself while tramping alone 
and on an important mission) I rolled 
my ankle. By the middle of the day it 
was a balloon and so painful to walk 
on so I was forced to limp and crawl 
for 10 hours to the next hut. I finally 
arrived at Highland Creek as the sun 
was setting and there was no one 
there, except the possums that partied 
all night long. Oh yeah, still haven’t 
found any TA walkers yet.

Day Four: “Must keep walking” I 
repeated to myself all day as I did 
another 10 hour crawl to Fern Burn 
Hut. Finally there were people at the 
hut, after not having seen anyone for a 
while. And no, they were not walking 
the TA. 

Day Five: Can’t walk. After taking the 
advice of my fellow hut occupants, 
I decided to spend a day in the hut 
recuperating. There was still no sign 
of any TA walkers. Where were these 

elusive creatures? But wait! I see a 
figure approaching the hut. I accept 
that he will probably not be doing 
the TA. He introduces himself “Hi 
I’m Keegan and I’m doing the TA”, 
“whaaaaat no way!” I reply. I am 
overly eager and almost scare him 
away but he surrenders to being my 
research guinea pig. I conduct my first 
interview.

Day Six: I’m able to slightly limp again 
and would just stay at this hut for the 
rest of time but really need to get out 
because I’m overdue and don’t want 
search and rescue out looking for me. 
I manage to limp out in a new record 
time (not double the time- yay!). 
I contact Dad but it seems he was 
not worried- typical. I contact Will, 
couldn’t care less- excellent. I hobble 
out to Glendhu Bay and am seriously 
at my physical limit. Dad gets his 
friend’s worker to come pick me up 
from the side of the road. He takes me 
to Dad’s friend’s place in Hawea where 
I spend the rest of the day laxing out.

Day Seven: I spend the day at these 
people’s place in Hawea. It is really 
nice; I have a bath, watch t.v. and play 
with the dogs and the lambs. 

Day Eight: I decide to keep going in 
the name of research, but keep going 
in the sense that I will hobble to the 
next hut and spend a few days there 
and then hobble back instead of 
continuing on to the Ahuriri Valley.  I 
let the tramping party who were going 
to join me at the end know that sadly 
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I will not be making it. I do pretty well 
up the hill to Pakituhi Hut. Here I find 
a TA walker!!! A French man named 
Cedric. A while later we see four 
figures approaching the hut (four!!!). It 
is Keegan, who I met at Fern Burn, and 
Maddie (a fellow OUTCer), Jackie and 
Oscar who ARE ALL DOING THE 
TA! A night full of interviews ensues 
and things are looking up.

Day Nine: The day is joyous at Pakituhi 
Hut. The hut is overfull with TA 
walkers that night which is incredible 
and I am doing interviews left, right 
and centre. 
Day Ten: Another day at Pakituhi Hut; 
I might as well be the hut warden. A 
final profound conversation is had 
with a Czech man named Frantisek 
and some wild Italians who are too 
scared to walk back down the hill. I 
head back down the hill to Hawea late 
that evening as the sunrays kiss the 
lake for the last time and the sheep 
go mental. Here I get picked up by 
my classmate Rohan who has come to 
rescue me. In his car I see the Italians; 
they look slightly traumatised, yet 
amused. After failing to heed my advice 
to not go down the farm road because 

it is private land, they proceeded to 
do exactly that and got yelled at by 
the farmer who set their bull on them 
and made them go the long way back. 
We drive them back to their car and 
Rohan is confused how I know them.

Day Eleven and Twelve: These bonus 
days are spent in Wanaka kayaking, 
sunbathing, reading, napping, 
drinking and eating before finally 
driving back to Dunedin.

Handy tip: When things are not looking up 
just hope that they will and eventually they 
always will.
P.S. TA walkers are amazing, some of 
these guys had never even done an 
overnighter before doing this walk for four 
months! I admire you all so much for your 
determination to walk the length of this 
country and thank you for your honest 
and open contribution to this research and 
letting me hear all of your wonderful trail 
stories.
P.P.S. Trampers in general are just also 
amazing. Even though they weren’t doing 
the TA, they were so supportive and 
encouraging of my research and were 
willing to offer up their own experiences if 
I didn’t find any TA walkers. So thank you! •

TA’s at Pakituhi Hut [K Snowden].
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Two novice climbers from a hot, dry 
and flat part of the world which is 

so large that France would fit into it 4 
times, or if you’re from the UK – 11 
times. Did I mention that it’s also 35% 
desert, with a maximum elevation of 
1,249m? (Mt Cook’s only three times 
higher, hah). Or that it only snows 
in one small locale, perhaps once or 
twice a year for a couple of hours, if 
you’re lucky? If you hadn’t guessed it 
already, I’m talking about two Austra-
lian’s from the western part of Austra-
lia with little mountain or alpine ex-
perience in the New Zealand. Yes – an 
awful situation indeed. 
How did we end up in this situation, 
staring up at the lofty mountain from 
its foothold atop Gillespie Pass, you 
say? Well, I’d been up there a year 
before, and the name, as well as the 
mountain, had certainly taken my at-
tention. I thought it’d be a great sum-
mer time objective, given the relative 
brief Christmas-New Year break as a 
post-grad student. Little did we real-

ise just how out of our depth we were 
until we began scrambling along the 
ridge to foot-proper of the mountain. 
Needless to say we never made it up 
the mountain that day, but we did 
learn a lot. “It’s easier to go down the 
hill than up it, but the view is better 
at the top” (Henry Ward Beecher, ac-
cording to Prof Google) – true, but 
it’s not just about the view –it’s about 
the journey, what you learn and how 
you grow along the way. That day we 
failed to see the view, but we gained 
perspective in other ways. The value of 
perseverance, learning to be humble, 
knowing when to stop, and enjoying 
the journey. All translatable life les-
sons, and lessons I wished I’d honed 
before starting post-graduate study! 
(happenstance my supervisors should 
ever read this, I am joking!)
Keep safe and, as one of the legendary 
patrons once said, 1) stay calm, 2) look 
good and 3) don’t fall off the mountain.•

THE VIEW IS FROM THE TOP Pappa Razzi (Jason Chua)
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The rocky face of Ben Arthur, a.k.a. The 
Cobbler [S Harrison].

My travels had brought me north 
from England to Scotland and 

my feet were itching to get off the 
pavements and into the hills. The lo-
gistical problems were many in num-
ber, mainly a result of my reliance on 
public transportation and the fact it 
was off-season. I hatched a plan to take 
a bus to Glasgow from Edinburgh, stay 
the night there before taking a bus 
north to the small scottish village of 
Arrorchar which sits on Loch Long. 
From there I could climb Ben Arthur, 
also known as The Cobbler and be 
down in time to catch the 2:30pm bus 
back to Glasgow.
Now even as this plan started to be 
set into motion spanners were thrown 
into the works. There was an accident 
on the road north, resulting in the bus 
crawling along an hour slower than 

it otherwise would. My schedule was 
already pressed for time and I was 
anxious to get on the track. The bus 
driver dropped me off at the carpark 
that sits at the base of the mountain. 
To make up time I started to canter up 
the hill, starting to sweat despite the 
freezing temperature. The ascent zig-
zags up, at some points steeply. After 
no more than a quarter of an hour I 
was buggered, panting as I slogged 
upward. I slowed to a walk and in my 
struggle to inhale oxygen I thought 
I heard the slight murmur of voices 
ahead.
As it turns out I wasn’t delusional, 
the voices belonged to two Scotsmen, 
who were making their way in the 
same direction as I was. I caught up 
with them and we shared salutations. 
When they explained they were 

Sam Harrison

Hillwalking? WTF is hillwalking? A taste of 
tramping in Scotland.

THE COBBLER
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from Glasgow the seed of an idea 
germinated in my mind. I could ask 
to catch a ride back to Glasgow with 
them and relieve myself of any time 
pressure. So I somewhat awkwardly 
accompanied them until I stirred the 
courage to voice my idea. They agreed, 
and so one become three as we entered 
the flat grassland that lay at the foot of 
the steep climb.
As we began the steep rocky section 
the path became icy and I had to 
watch my steps, lest I slip and end my 
exchange in an unfortunate manner. 
The path was well trodden but not as 
clear cut as similar paths are in New 
Zealand. It took a few breathers to 
reach the saddle that preceded the 
summits, but it wasn’t long before 
we were clinging to the saddle. The 
clinging was a result of the strong icy 
wind that endeavoured to blow us off 
the little mountain.
The grandeur of the landscape meant a 
lens change for me. From the saddle it 
was only a short climb to the southern 
summit. The views were indeed 
magnificent, similar to New Zealand, 
yet different. An icy wind prevented 

any long period of lingering on the 
summit, lest we froze solid,
Ben Lomond in the background
Going down was more treacherous 
than coming up, thanks to the icy 
blanket over every surface. I can say it 
sure was a pleasure not to have a heavy 
pack on my back though.
It didn’t take long to descend, although 
the zig-zags did seem to be a lot longer 
than I remembered. I ravishingly 
devoured a packet of chips as we 
approached the bottom, as I hadn’t 
eaten all day. The car journey to 
Glasgow went off without a hitch, and 
from there I took a bus to Edinburgh 
for the night. I was exhausted after the 
day's adventure, but I was lured by the 
promise of a free pubcrawl out of the 
hostel. So it was from a Scottish pub 
that I reflected on the events of the day. 
Not bad Scotland, not bad. •

THE COBBLERSUMMER WINTER

View from the summit to Ben Lomond 
[S Harrison].

The steep path down [S Harrison].
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A lovely panoramic view, the camera didn't 
survive the storm but thankfully the SD card 
did  [A Murdoch].

LOST IN THE WILDERWHITE

Cold, more cold, nice views, a poem.

Madeleine Whittaker

LOST IN THE WILDERWHITE

New Years Day dawned warm and overcast. 
Still buzzing from climbing Barrier Peak the day before.

The weather had promised more than 20ml of rain for New Years Eve afternoon.
Instead it had cleared to flawless skies.

It had been magic. Running and clambering, hands and feet on warm granite.
Lake Adelaide sparkling.

Kendall’s mint cake on the summit.

Torea, mountains & happiness  [R Cox].

Torea on the cheval section [R Smith].

BARRIER PEAK PHOTOS

A Rowan summit special [R Smith].

Maddy, Torea and Rowan crossing the 
snowfields, heading away from Barrier Knob

[R Smith].
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Skinny dipping in black lake.
Tussock glowing in the sunshine.

Homer Hut. A good place with good people.
Lying on the Pebble beneath the stars.

Beneath so many stars.
Counting down to a new year. 

Shaken awake.
Let’s go rock scramble. Let’s go play in the peaks.

Scrambling up to Homer Saddle
A hint of sun. Happy.

Starting 2019 off right.
Starting up Talbot’s Ladder. 

Beautifully, wonderfully exposed granite.
Warm and rough beneath my finger tips.

Sheer walls falling away on either side of me.
A long long way down.
Feeling very very alive.

This is ridiculously epic.

10am-ish
Changing rock shoes for crampons.

Dancing onto the snow.
Oh how I love snow.

One, two, three heavy droplets.
Then billions of them.

Torrential rain.
Crunching our way up MacPherson and along the glacier ridge.

Talbot rising up in the distance.
Life is good.

Life is so so good.

Suddenly Anna rubbing her glasses on her shirt.
“They’ve fogged up,” she says.

Putting them back on. 
The problem isn’t her glasses. 
We are surrounded by cloud.
Visibility cut down to 3-5m.

Torea, mountains & happiness  [R Cox].

BARRIER PEAK PHOTOS
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Still torrentially raining.
Wind picking up.

Let’s stick to the ridge.
Climbing up.

Finding a rhythm. 
Walking into the white.
Heading into the void.

Walking up until there’s nowhere higher to go.
Getting close to the pass now we think.
Hard to tell where the pass would be.

The rocky ridge top just drops away into white everywhere. 
Visibility becoming less and less.

Walking at the back of the four - can hardly see the person in front.
Shadows in the mist.

Navigation getting hard. 
Are we here? What about there?

No redeeming blue dot on the GPS. Just us, our drenched map and the humble compass.

The cloud cleared for just a second. Just enough for a glimpse of what looked like lakes.
What looked like Gertrude Saddle. We just have to go down. 

Yes we’ve done it! 
Running down.
Then crevasses.

Big ones. 
Where are we?

Ridge gone from view.
Nothing to take bearings from.

Just us and the white.
Water running in streams underneath my raincoat. 

Wet to the bone.

Decisions that seemed to make sense at the time.
Trudging.

Have I been here before?
It all looks the same.

It all looks white.
Half a carrot since breakfast.

Running on empty.
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Suddenly footprints.
Two sets.

Someone coming up from Gertrude Saddle! Yes!!
Saved!

Following the footprints.
Perfect little crampon spikes in the snow. 

I am suspicious that the tracks are not going straight 
but not aware how extremely wonky they are.

That they are actually some kind of crazed loop.
Now this definitely looks familiar.

I’ve seen that cairn before.
No I really have seen that cairn before.

At the top of Talbot’s Ladder.
No surely not.

Still can’t see beyond 3m.
But we all know.

We’d followed our own footprints.
There’s silence and then we burst out laughing.

I can taste the rain.

4pm. We’ve been on the glacier for 6 hours.
We were supposed to be back at Homer Hut at 2pm.

Crampons off. Rock shoes on.
Cold prickling round the edges.

Keep shaking hands to feel them. The rock is like a waterfall.
Down climbing. Streams running over my fingers.
I shake my hands. Try to keep the feeling in them. 

Steep and exposed rock.
Setting up an abseil. Standing in the rain. Wind making it hard to stand up. 

Battered against the rock. 
Waiting for my turn.

Cold.
Oh so so cold.

Can’t see the person on the rope.
The mist has swallowed them. 
Next it will swallow me too.

The half rope is bouncy. 
The abseil is fast.

My rock shoes slip around. 
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I slip badly. Swing out to the side.
Smash into the rock.

Can’t feel it. Can’t feel anything.
Too cold.

Shivering until the shivering stopped.
Getting sleepy.

Abseil, safety in to next anchor, wait, repeat.
Gradient lessening. Is this Homer Saddle?

Still can’t see anything. 
Clambering down. 

Same line from a song stuck in my head.

Eventually reaching flat.
Eventually Alex’s red car appearing in the mist.
It’s like a little red beacon in an empty carpark.

8.37pm.
Headlights swinging into the carpark.

Warden from Homer Hut checking for us here. Following him home.
Walking inside. 

There’s a fire going. 
Dinner is made for us.

Friendly faces and hugs.
I start to remember what it feels like to be warm.

Thanks so much to Anna, Alex and Katherine for a lot of fun ♥ we really did 
start off 2019 with a bang! 

Note: Pouring over a map later we discovered we’d walked almost all the way to 
the South Ridge of Talbot and then looped back along the glacier, discovering 
our footprints back at some point relatively close to the ladder. We decided to call 
our route the MacPherson MacPherson loop. When attempted in unexpected 

stormy conditions - this route is guaranteed to be a true adventure... •
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All good things must come to an end, a reflection 
on the history of 27B Constitution Street.

Ella Borrie

REFLECTIONS ON THE TRAMPING FLAT

2018 marked the end of an era for 
an institution in Dunedin. The 

Tramping Flat housed a rotation of 
people associated with the OUTC for 
five years and was ingrained into the 
Ōtepoti landscape for those of us who 
spent time there. Nostalgia over a flat 
isn’t uncommon – it’s a hazy filter at-
tached to whatever freedom or discov-
ery people associate with their univer-
sity years. Regardless if the nostalgia 
is self-indulgent or not, and whether 
readers of Antics would be interested 
at all, the Tramping Flat is my Whānau 
and I can’t “take a deep dive into the 
greeny blue waters of Dunedin nostal-
gia”  without them.1 

1 45 Years of Antics, Introduction, p 13.

The Tramping Flat/Constitution 
Street/Consto/the Choss Pile was a 
vital place and an epicentre for the 
club. We often had committee quorum 
around the dinner table. It was a warm 
place to live, if a little chaotic. The flat 
had a bizarre set of self-sustaining 
jokes and was full of vivacious people. 
A key part of tramping culture is the 
dedication to doing, whether that 
means alpine starts, climbing missions 
to Long Beach or making your own 
chicken coup. On a Friday night the 
house buzzed with frantic packing and 
organising tramping trips by yelling 
across the hallway. Another key part 
of tramping culture is the enjoyment 

Party to mark the end of an era.
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of a good story and relishing spending 
time with others in conversation. We 
ate dinner together most days of the 
week and talked and talked. During 
the week guests and flatmates would 
crowd into the narrow kitchen, one of 
the smallest rooms in the building, to 
cook and socialise. 
Long before the Constitution Street 
was the Tramping Flat, it was part 
of the Murdoch Family’s history. 
Anna Murdoch is the founder of the 
Tramping Flat, joining the club in 
2012, and starting flatting in her family 
home the next year. The house was 
built by Anna’s Great-Grandparents 
and has been passed down through 
her family. She grew up visiting her 
Gran in Dunedin, and would often tell 
us about her childhood memories of 
the house. It must have been strange 
for Anna to see her friends occupying 
the same space as her family.
The reasoning for the ‘Tramping Flat’ 
nickname was always clear when you 
came into the house. A large bannister 
operated as an extended gear room; 
perpetually filled with drying tents, 
sleeping bags, climbing rope and 
those well-loved/loathed red OUTC 
tent flies. When the OUSA building 
was being renovated Consto formally 
stepped up as the club gear room (up 
until that point it had been informal, 
with the hoarding of gear from a 
critical mass of OUTC members living 
there).
There are some details about the 
house I adore: the ugly 20th Century 
carpet, Crown Lynn ceramics in the 

bathroom, how the porch catches the 
sun and the leadlight windows that 
frame a view of Dunedin’s harbour. But 
the place I love most in the Tramping 
Flat is the kitchen; a narrow room at 
the back of the house and it’s heart. The 
kitchen has since been renovated, but 
I remember its full mint green glory 
(walls, cupboards, formica benchtops 
and floor tiles). If you weren’t cooking 
you would be out of the way, sitting 
on the two stools and a chest freezer 
at the back of the room. In winter the 
audience would spill outside of the 
kitchen and into the hallway in front 
of the heatpump. 
Life at Consto had some rhythms: 
making bread, Rowan’s Tahr stew, 
Sophie’s constant dressing gowns 
and running together. My morning 
routine was firmly established: I would  
stumble blearily into the kitchen with 
my dressing gown thrown on and 
the bells of my much-snoozed alarm 
ringing in my ears. Members of the flat 
with better morning stamina than I 
would already be in the kitchen in their 
ironed shirts, making experimental 
porridge with a percolator of coffee 
quietly bubbling on the stove. Without 
fail, they would greet me with a faux 
impressed “Look at you!”, as if I had 
done an incredible feat by dragging 
myself out of bed. 
The flat was full of antics (not just the 
journal you are reading now – though 
a few editions were edited around 
the dining room table). One summer 
our alarm clock was The Howler, a 
mysterious figure who would stand on 
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the Harbour Terrace steps and howl 3 
times at 7 am every morning. There 
was a few months when flatmates 
would hide double cheese sizzlers (in 
condoms - for protection) in each 
other’s possessions. It was called 
getting “sizzled”. (See Antics 2015 "The 
Story of the Sizzlers" p76 for more of 
that story). The flat also took mugs very 
seriously. Every time someone visited 
the flat for the first time they had to 
follow a special ritual. Their first drink 
would be served in the Phallus Chalice, 
an obnoxious pink and glossy mug, 
with a handle modelled after a penis. 
(a truly horrible and poorly designed 
mug – the handle was hollow and was 
always too hot to hold immediately ;) ). 
Potlucks were a favoured form of 
socialising at the Choss Pile. We 
hosted a series of legendary potlucks 
called “wild sex parties” (including: 
mild sex party, compiled sex party and 
it’s been a while party). No (or at least, 
to my knowledge, very little) wild sex 
was had at these parties. However, 
there were a few thrilling moments. 
Once Canadian Jeremy (a climbing 
friend some flatmates had met at 
Takaka) secretly flew to Dunedin and 
surprised everyone by abseiling into 
the 1st floor lounge window in the 
middle of the party, wearing a suit and 
rainbow bucket hat. 
Another potluck moment that 
stands out was at Lauren’s doctorate 
celebration party. For a reason lost on 
me know, many of us were gathered in 
our kitchen. The lights were off, and 
someone had made a makeshift strobe 

[Editor: I could attempt to name these characters 
but due to the fact most of them are crusty as fuck 
their names have been lost to history].
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light with a headtorch in the microwave. 
Tanja acted as a limbo pole, her hands 
on the sink and her feet on the oven. 
Everyone would limbo under her, filling 
only half of the tiny room. It was such an 
unsurprisingly ridiculous situation, all 
these people I loved, raving in the smallest 
room of the house.
The place was alive, tangible and special. 
There were heartbreaks, tragedies and 
hard years. But there was also a place to sit 
in the kitchen, a cup of tea and fellowship 
to be shared. Janet Frame wrote that “I 
never remember the sun, in Northeast 
Valley”.2 But I do remember the sun. It’s 
a captured sunbeam casting it’s light 
across the tiles and walls of the kitchen 
in Constitution Street – and it’s one of the 
warmest places I know. •

2 The Pocket Mirror, Dunedin Poem, 
Janet Frame.
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Day one:
Boring. Walked from Hollyford road end to Alabaster Hut.

* * * * * * * * *
Day two:
A monster storm rolled in so we waited out in Alabaster Hut while the lake kept 
rising by the hour. Kept putting out boulders at the water line and within an 
hour they'd be 10 cm under water.

* * * * * * * * *
Day three:
With names like the Forgotten River and Fiery Col and Tempest Peak and 
the Retreat Pinnacles, the toponyms are enough to entice any traveler. But it’s 
hard work. The track along Lake Alabaster normally follows the shoreline, but 
a torrential downpour (10cm of rain in 24 hours!) meant that lake levels rose 
by a metre or more, and so our first 6km walk turned into a wading mission, 
sometimes chest deep. So much for keeping my boots dry.

Dave wet to his loins [L Stephenson].

Dave Kelbe

A diary from an expedition to the Olivine Ice 
Plateau.

A SEARCH FOR LAND FORGOTTEN
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When we finally laid down to rest after 13 hours of wrestling through a jungle 
gym of supplejack vines, I was absolutely knackered. Finding a patch of flat earth 
between the fern fronds, I closed my eyes and was out like a light. Little did I 
know that tomorrow would be even harder.

* * * * * * * * *
Day four:
Was unpleasant so I’m skipping to day five.

* * * * * * * * *
Day five:
Waking early, we make our way towards Alabaster Pass (the cleft in the rock 
bathed in early morning light in the bottom photo). Our route scrambles up 
to the left to gain the ridge of the Bryneria Range which we  would follow for  
several hours to a place called Lake Never (Apparently no one ever goes there...). 
For me, these fleeting moments of golden light make the slog all worth it! My 
heart can’t help but sing with the psalmist, “Great is the Lord, and greatly to be 
praised!”.
After negotiating a few tussock steps we were finally up above bushline. The next 
scrambly bit along the ridge was delightful!

* * * * * * * * *
The perspective is misleading, this slab was a lot steeper 
than it looks in the photo! Olivine River Flats far below.

“Still round the corner there may wait, A new road or a secret gate.”
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Day six:
Spent blocked by a rising river, waiting out a cold southerly rain storm, counting 
how many days we were behind schedule, and questioning my job security 
should I not get out on time for a big customer presentation scheduled the day 
after I was scheduled to get back. 
Thankfully, Peter made a mountain radio with the help of some proverbial 
“Number 8 wire” and with bated breath we listened as the forecast gave us hope.
This is the Valley of Forgotten River, one of the last bits of New Zealand to be 
explored.

Below are excerpts from its first discovery (ca. 1937).
“The two gorges of the Olivine River have stood through countless ages untraversed 
by the foot of man, and have now no intention of submitting easily to such 
indignity...
At last, tired, sore, and hungry, they had forced their way through the narrow belt 
of bush, and had found themselves in the river valley they called Forgotten. Theirs 
were the first human feet to tread that land, theirs the first human eyes to see its 
beauty...
And a beautiful land it is. There is good reason, too, for its having remained 
completely unknown for so long. It is the real “hidden valley” of romance. Three 
thousand feet of forbidding rock, sheer in many places, hem it in on every side. The 
exit of the river itself being made through the terrible gorges… Within these circling 
walls all is pleasant and beautiful.”

* * * * * * * * *
Day seven:
More bad weather as we waited out another storm. This time, though, we were 
protected under a giant overhanging boulder “bivy”, providing natural shelter 
from the wind and rain. 
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At this point, we are 7 days in to our 10 days’ rations, and the possibility of 
making our destination is looking increasingly grim.
Nearly giving up in defeat, we pressed on stubbornly to the ice plateau in hopes 
that the weather would clear. From the basin below, we made our way up the 
giant rock cirque from which the Forgotten River originates. There, at the top, 
we would at last stand on the pure white surface of the Olivine Ice Plateau.

“Breathless awhile the two men waited on the brink of that lake of white, and 
gazed at the sunlit mountain tops whose outlines, now grown familiar, had so often 
held their gaze before, as through the long days of the past two months they had 
toiled slowly towards them. Here at last they stood right in their very midst. Flat, 
smooth, and unblemished by even so much as a windruffle, this remarkable plateau 
stretches for some five or six miles in length and three or four in width. It lies high 
above the surrounding country, but, higher still, the great snow peaks tower round 
it, closing it in on every side and dwarfing its great expanse until it seems but a tiny 
basin tucked away among the feet of the giants above.”
E. H. SEALY, November 1, 1937

It took us 7 days to get there and we had 3 days to get back before running out of 
food! And, at this point, I’m reduced to a hobble due to a strained ankle.
In the evening we made camp on the Forgotten River Flats.

* * * * * * * * *
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Day eight:
This is a mast seeding year for tussock, 
speargrass* (*as awful as it sounds) and 
spaniards, meaning that the grass is 
over 2 metres tall as the entire subalpine 
ecosystem is in full reproductive 
seeding mode. Foot travel is difficult, 
not to mention finding a flat spot to 
pitch your tent!

* * * * * * * * *
Days nine & ten:
A frigid, drenching rain forced us to seek shelter in another rock biv at the bottom 
of Föhn Saddle. But this time, with food running out and a plane to catch in two 
days, we could stay and wait no longer. After an afternoon snooze to wait out the 
storm, we awoke again at 11:30pm and set off in total darkness, hiking through 
the night, (with a dying head torch and a sprained ankle) to reach the Dart River 
jetboats by noon, twelve gruelling hours later. With thankfulness to the goodwill 
of strangers and friends, we were soon racing down the river to Paradise, sipping 
a coffee in Glenorchy, and then chumming down the road back to the Hollyford 
Valley, five hour’s drive away, to hop in our car and head home to Dunedin. •

Editor's Note: This article was cobbled together from captions on Dave's Instragram and Facebook. 
The comment section was worthy of an article in itself as many of Dave's American relatives thought 
he was posting the images live, making it seem like something of a spectator sport.
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The Packraft/Aquanaut train system 
[M Whittaker].An expedition to Mt Ada, featuring the OUTC 

staples of aquanauts, adventures and sometimes a 
little bit of agony.
Aidan Braid

A TERRIBLY TERRIFIC WEEKEND

I abandoned my parents snack 
plentiful and relaxation abundant 

gypsy camp early Boxing Day morning 
to drive back to Dunedin to pick up 
the dependants. We then convoyed 
our way to Te Anau, got fish and chips, 
‘played’ on the danger wheel and the 
flying fox, and met the other members 
of our party at the pub to discuss plans; 
I left the pub no less confused about 
where we were going.
Waking up bleary eyed, I sent a 
brief trip description to my beloved 
emergency contact. I told them I’d 
be out the next day because I had a 
21st to get to, while the others would 
stay one more day. The occupants of 
my car were a little disgruntled that 
I didn’t wake them up for the drive 

through the tunnel to Milford Sound, 
but they soon forgot when the sand-
flies started to devour us as we blew up 
the inflatables. We had two legitimate 
pack rafts and three less legitimate 
Warehouse inflatables for ages 5-13. 
These were tied together to shuttle the 
party from the docks to Sandfly Point,  
while Max swam across with his undies 
on his head to keep them dry. On the 
other side we hid the unwanted gear 
and marched off around Lake Ada at a 
quick Te Araroa pace.
At the end of the lake we navigated 
the maze of trap lines through the 
wetlands with the help of our local 
guide. I accidentally kicked a trap, 
Max thought I did it on purpose. 
There was a lot of hooky grass, Rowan 
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reckoned there was a trick to avoiding 
it but wouldn’t tell… talcum powder 
maybe? It was about now that I began 
to wonder about my plan to head out 
a day early. We then went up the least 
vertical route on the SW Ridge of Mt 
Ada. I can’t really describe it, it was an 
epic climb. It took us 8 hours to gain 
800 m elevation over one kilometre 
and if I still remember anything 
about trigonometry that means the 
slope was pretty close to averaging 
45 degrees. There were two distinct 
parties whenever we reached a bluff: 
the stop n’ snack and the scouting 
team. Disaster struck, Maddy ate all 
her dried mango!
I also remember Rowan and Max told 
us about the various states of Fiordland: 
dry Fiordland (still wet), moist 
Fiordland (quite wet) and saturated 
Fiordland (very wet). Today Fiordland 
was dry, meaning it was humid and 
sweaty. Turns out a business shirt 
is the ideal item of attire and “if it’s 
green it goes”; lessons learnt. Also, our 
phone GPS thought we were on the 
other side of the valley which didn’t 
help our navigation. To make things 
worse, no one brought enough water. 
The plan was to camp at the bush line, 
but this was foiled when we reached 
a small disgusting tarn. At this point 
a well-known nature documentary 
narrator's voice whispered from the 
undergrowth… “This small pool, the 
only source of fresh water in miles 
and the gathering point of these tired, 
dehydrated animals”. Max runs back 
with a bottle of water to me at the 

Top to Bottom: The bush was bashed; Lunch with a 
view; Finally above the bushline [All M Whittaker].
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back of the group “they’re lucky to 
have found it, they are the point of 
exhaustion and desperately need a 
drink”. Water has never tasted so good 
in my entire life “this must be done 
carefully; dipping their water bottles 
into the pool they try not to stir up the 
green sludge”. We drank a lot.
We set up camp and put the kettle on 
for a brew, then decided that I wasn’t 
going back down there on my own 
tomorrow. This raised the issue that I 
had not brought a tent. The weather 
was fine at the time, but it was going to 
piss down tomorrow night. I was also 
a little worried about getting back on 
time and realised that I’d made a grim 
mistake by not giving myself much 
leeway on return time. However, it was 
hard to let those thoughts bother me 
while lying snug in my sleeping bag 
under the stars. With tummy’s full of 
pesto pasta, we all drifted off to sleep 
with the mountains watching over us.
I woke to the dawn chorus of “tea’s 
ready!” from Rowan and wriggled out 
of bed. That morning Maddy, Torea, 
Jackie and I elected to scale the false 
summit while Max, Rowan and Norm 
went climbing on the true one. On the 
way we saw baby weka, a giant earth 
worm, a weird pissing rock and I got 
really sunburnt. Walking on tussock 
turned into climbing up granite and 
then we were there! From the summit 
we could see Milford Sound and out 
to sea, as well as the front creeping 
its way towards us from the horizon. 
Tonight, Fiordland was going to be 
very wet. Torea and Maddy gave me 

some rocks to carry home and then we 
headed back to our water hole camp 
site. The other party pioneered a new 
3 pitch route up towards the summit 
but ran out of time. We watched them 
rappelling down as we walked back 
and had dinner ready just in time.
Luckily Max let me join him for a 
night of synchronised rolling over 
in his one-person tent and we stayed 
relatively dry. Over in the other tent, 
Rowan had haggled some vestibule 
space to keep his head dry as he was 
in a bivy bag. However, when the rain 
got heavier Maddy woke up surprised 
to find that the comfy pillow she had 
acquired was in fact the shoulder of 
Rowan who had wriggled his way into 
the tent. We had a quick breakfast 
including all the treats sweet tooth 
Norm had lugged up the hill and then 
we began our descent of Mt Ada. This 
can only be described as one very long 
controlled fall, Maddy took out an 
entire tree, Norm disappeared down a 
hole and we lost Max for a bit. Needless 
to say, it took us a lot less time to get 
down than up. Sadly, the whoops of 
joy at the bottom were interrupted 
when we reached the over-flowing 
river but once again our local guide 
had our backs. We followed Norm to 
Boatshed Hut through a river of eels 
which unfortunately reached critical 
level. And then followed our footsteps 
back along the Great Walk highway.
Things got bad when the chaffing 
struck near the end, resulting in several 
party members walking like cowboys. 
At Sandfly Point we uncovered the 
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boats and paddled back, looking rather 
amusing with gangly limbs sticking 
out and waving our arms around 
everywhere to deter the sandflies. 
Things then went from bad to worse 
when the harbour master met us at 
the docks and informed me that I’d 
inflicted my dear emergency contact 
and mother with a lot of stress. Max 
and Norm headed back to Te Anau 
and the rest of us drove to Homer Hut 
where the others were staying.
After all that, things went from worse to 
kind of shit. We had eaten a little lunch 
earlier but didn’t have dinner when we 
got out and I was pretty hungry. Turns 
out every Night n’ Day on the way back 
was only open 5 am to 11 pm; outside 
of which was the exact period I spent 
driving back to Dunedin, including 
a little stop to attempt to sleep. I had 
the entire trip home to think about my 
actions and made a couple of vows to 
myself. Back in Dunedin I dropped 
Jackie home, then promptly fell asleep. 
When I woke up, I scoffed down three 
vegetarian pies and two muffins after 
eating only two of Jackie’s muesli bars 
and a couple of lollies I found in my 
car in the last 24 hours. Then got back 
in my car and drove to Twizel for the 
21st.
That is my tale of our truly terrifically 
terrible weekend! Thank you everyone, 
I had a great time. •

A TERRIBLY TERRIFIC WEEKEND

Top to Bottom: Max on the way to the true 
summit, false summit behind [R Cox]; Rowan 
running from eels [M Whittaker]; Crossing the 
Arthur and the 'critical point' [M Whittaker].
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The beginning.
Quietly now
Paddle over the calm water of the sound
Surrounded by this incredibility
Of mountains shooting straight up to the 
sky
With mist scarves and waterfalls 
Hundreds of metres above us.
Sun, of the early morning kind.
Podocarp forest illuminated
Such colours of green.
Rimu trees,
Red rātā flowers.
So much birdsong of tūī and kākā and 
seabirds.
I love my life -
I love this place -
Here we start our adventure.

Arrival on a small island.
A kayak guide paddles up beside me
“Where are you headed?”
“Mt Ada”
“Can you see it from here”
“Dunno”
“You know this is an island...”
“Oh cool!”
“...There are no mountains on it...”
“No. Nice forest though.”
It’s ok, helpful kayak guide. We are just 
walking along the river up its shores. 
We’re not as hopeless as all that.

Exhibit A, in argument against the 
previous statement - see our chain of 
cheap warehouse inflatable aquanauts, 

filled with all our worldly possessions (of 
food and expensive mountain climbing 
gear), wallowing along behind the two 
packrafts on pieces of string. 

Arrival at the Milford shelter.
Sandflies.
Lots.
We quickly deflate the boats.
Stash them and everything else we don’t 
want.
And
Eventually -
One of these days - 
When we’re all quite ready - 
Start on our way.
Walking backwards up the most expensive 
tramping track in New Zealand.

We walk past expensively dressed day 
walkers,
Past guided hikers finishing after three 
days, who smell better than we do… ever.
I bump into my friend Beth and have to 
be dragged away - we could chat all day.
This track feels like the main street!

After an hour, we cut down off the track
Following trap lines, navigated by our 
two handy local trappers.
I regret forgetting to get my gaiters
My legs get covered in hook grass
Ongaonga stings
Cutty grass scratches
Sandflies.
I keep my boots dry
By stripping off to bra and underwear 
across the Arthur
Unfortunately, the last few metres, the 
sand sinks.

Torea Scott-Fyffe
MT ADA (TOREA'S TAKE)
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So I’m not as dry as I could be.
Alas for the “critical line”

Between us we cover a fair few years of 
the OUTC
Generations who know some tricks:
Wear business shirts for the best 
protection from the environment
One walking pole, ready to be adjusted to 
“Extreme Mode”
Asolos are wonderful boots
Know how to judge and avoid the worst 
of the bush
Know how to crash through bush 
regardless
Know the cheat codes (after all, this is all 
just a virtual reality)
Don’t carry water in Fiordland - just have 
a cup clipped to the outside of the pack
Alas, in this wisdom, we can still fuck up

On Vertical Bushbashing:
From the map - “We probably want to go, 
like, up to the right onto that ridge”
From afar - “That ridge looks good once 
you get onto it, we can try how that goes. 
Or maybe WAY over to the left there, 
around that slip”
From underneath - “Let’s just go straight 
up here!”
Facing some bluffs - “hmm maybe we 
shouldn’t have gone straight up the 
middle.”
Waiting for the scout… “Yeah I’m up but 
it doesn’t go...” “Not this way!”
We find a rather winding way up, 
eventually, to the ridge. Up through 
gaps in a lot of bluffs. The bits we go up 
are probably just as steep, only they have 
trees or at least scrub (or maybe just a fern 

frond) growing off them to hang on to. If 
it’s green it goes... hmmm.

On the way down “This way works, it’s 
just very droppy”
Definition: droppy terrain - lots of small 
vertical drops about two metres high 
that you get down by sliding, holding 
onto ferns, and hopefully landing on nice 
cushiony moss.

The memorable things:
From the ridge, we carry onwards through 
the consistently argumentative trees, 
rocks and large drops, holes in the ground, 
lawyer vine and other unpleasantness. 
It’s great! One noticeable change from 
general Fiordland expectations is that 
everything is not WET. It is not even 
“Slightly Damp”, in fact it almost exceeds 
“Bone Dry” (See Antics 2015 for a guide 
to wet in Fiordland). This is… pleasant. 
Or would be, if we were not starting to get 
slightly thirsty. Drink bottles are getting 
rather light. Dinner time is starting to 
approach. We continue along the ridge, 
but with the impending awareness that 
on a ridge (and everywhere accessible 
to where we are) finding a water source 
may be… tricky. (Look there’s a river… 
twenty metres horizontal and about 
800m below…)

But luck was on our side! (as it always is 
if you are a good tramper and practice 
responsible tramping etiquette.) Getting 
out of the bush and into the subalpine 
bush/scrub (twisted trees hanging with 
lichen and moss and prickly leaves), 
there in a hollow amongst the Spaghnum 
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moss, I see a tarn! Oh dirty tarn, never 
did muddy brown water with bits in taste 
so good! Never was such foul and tainted 
water so well received! What a beauty 
you were, oh lugubrious tarn, what a 
find. Max skipped back through the trees 
holding half a bottle of the holy waters 
for the dehydrated stragglers. Everyone 
drank and was merry. And thus it was 
here where we decided to stop for the 
night.

Camping in Fiordland (day one)
It was a pleasant rocky spot with some 
small knobbly trees for shelter, dry moss 
for cushions, rocky slabs for tables, and 
plenty of open air to take in the vista. 
We looked around us at the surrounding 
vertical peaks - so many! In such a small 
space, with kilometre drops between each 
one. Ah Fiordland I love you. “Anywhere 
you can see you can walk to in a day” - 
yes, if I could walk on air.

Settling down, we went about the 
important tasks of campsite arrival.
Put a billy of brackish tarn water on to 
boil for tea
Delve into the pack for sandfly proof 
clothings (so much vertitude gained and 
still not high enough to escape them)
Subtly empty undergarments of leaves (I 
am the master of this - so much so that 
Maddy taking photographs of me didn’t 
even capture undeniable proof)
Take sunset photos and photos of 
everyone inevitably in the middle of 
changing 
Claim nooks for sleeping - preferably 
sheltered but still with a view

Spin some yarns about the day
Inspect the damage the bush managed to 
inflict. Norm’s shorts definitely came out 
worst.
Find the dinner things (“Who has the 
onions?? Where’s the fuel?? I swear there 
was more cheese than this!”)
Experiment with further sandfly proofing 
options (Aidan - “This bag the pot was 
in is mesh. Look it fits over my head 
perfectly! It’s a bug face net”)
Discover, with great joy, that Norm has 
carried AN ENTIRE TOBLERONE 
up the hill… “Eat it all” he says. Ah the 
wonder of Christmas

With cups of tea at hand and dinner on 
the go, and as sandfly proof as can be 
expected, we sat and enjoyed the view, the 
company, and the memories of the day. 
Time to start thinking about tomorrow! 
Looking at Mt Ada, it looked like there 
was some happy alpine climbing to be 
done by some, and some happy easy 
scrambling for the others. We wanted 
a day for climbing and… well pretty 
much probably a whole day to get back 
down. The big question, of course, was 
the weather. Here comes the great gift 
of THE INREACH! Communication 
in the great outdoors. Sending a simple 
text - “Weather Mt Ada” - to a couple of 
convivial climbing comrades currently 
confined in Christchurch, who had 
no idea who it was from or what we 
were doing, we nevertheless received 
a thorough and useful reply. Basically, 
fine tomorrow, front tomorrow evening, 
after that Fiordland WET. Right then. Ah 
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well, early morning then, and we’ll enjoy 
tomorrow while it lasts.

On Enjoying the Day while it Lasts
Wonder of Fiordland
Granite
Happy tussock ridge with curvy mounds 
and hollows to begin
We see a family of weka - 
Three babies like dinosaurs with legs too 
big - 
And lots of cool alpine plants!
At 11 we decide to have our first lunch.
Carry on to slabs and jumble-granite 
Hear some rockwren
There is a rock that pees -
Honestly! - 
A tiny hole in the rock that spurts out 
clear water in a perfect arc.
We reach the snow slope and have lunch 
number two (yum!).
We don’t have crampons, dammit.
But over there, that ridge to the low peak, 
that’s a worthy looking scramble!
We go to it
Joyful!
Steep scramble 
To illusive peak
With beautiful granite
In the sun.
What more could one want out of life?
We collect summit rocks
And descend back towards our campsite
Happy.

We get to watch the weather coming in
And the boys slowly abseiling down a fun 
looking first ascent.

Camping, the second day
We got back earlyish, and made dinner. 
The boys arrived at the same time as 
the first spits (large drops) of rain, just 
as everything was ready. Everyone 
was happy and chatty and had had a 
wonderful time. What joy to be in granity 
mountains! Norm pulled out A SECOND 
TOBLERONE. Really Norm, what is this 
magic? How heavy was your pack??
The rain was starting to commit. We 
got out the tents. Still two people would 
have to sleep in bivy bags. Rowan in bivy 
bag slept with his head in the vestibule. 
Throughout the night he inched further 
and further into the tent. Maddy ended 
up using his shoulder as a pillow. I think 
I headbutted someone. It was a little 
squishy. It definitely exceeded Slightly 
Damp, and even Damp, probably it was 
Wet. For those in bivy bags, probably 
worse. But not to worry, we have a whole 
day of vertical bushbashing in the rain to 
look forward to!

On descending:
It was wet.
It was very droppy.
We took out a few tree ferns.
At one point I decided to slide down 
under a log
I am covered in mud, dirt, blood, leaves, 
sweat
But no tears (yet). I am having a wonderful 
time.

By the time we reached the bottom, the 
rivers were very high. Not to worry, just 
have to walk another few kilometres 
upstream to a bridge. I got very hungry. 
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My lack of gaiters grated on my nerves - 
or, ongaonga grated on my nerves due to 
my lack of gaiters. My legs kept bleeding, 
however it was fine cos the rain washed 
the blood away straight away so who 
could tell?

Eels could tell. We met some eels. Norm 
was not fond of eels. Rowan ran very fast. 
It was amusing.

On lunch
We had lunch in a BONE DRY hut
I discovered that no amount of peanut 
butter is too much in a wrap
(this is not true in other circumstances)
Norm pulled out - yes - A THIRD 
TOBLERONE! The magic truly never 
ends.

Thus fed we recommenced our journey, 
making our way along the Great Milford 
Highway in the rain. Oh waterfalls! / 

Dripping leaves! / What is Fiordland / 
Without thee?
And, at long last, we were back at the 
packrafts.
The end.
Quickly now
Paddle onto the swollen estuary
Leave the sandflies behind you
Leave the achey feet, stinging legs
Behind you.
Paddle
Into the calm water
Where raindrops sing on the surface
And mist wreathes the cliffs
Around you
They surround you 
The water falls a thousand metres
Above you
And 
The rimu trees 
Are so so green.
Just float
Oar stroke, oar stroke
Breathe.

After this long day swimming through 
the trees
Now swim in this deep ending of the sea.•

The subtle art of emptying leaves, as demonstrated by Rowan [M Whittaker].
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OUTC 2018 CROSSWORD
ANSWERS
No cheating!
Across:
3.   SUZUKI - pg 87
4.   LACHIE - pg 224
7.   AWAKINO - pg 210
8.   HAMISH - pg 125
13. GIARDIASIS - pg 207
14. EXPLOSIVE - pg 184
16. NICHOLAS - pg 87

Down:
1.   FUDGE - pg 106
2.   SINBAD - pg 310
5.   HOMOEROTIC - pg 55
6.   BUSHBALL - pg 294
9.   SLADDEN - pg 137
10. TAKITIMU - pg 23
11. STARTERS - pg 111
12. ASPIRING - pg 181
15. SCOTT - pg 85
17. ORGY - pg 229

Top: "Safety" and Training Officers for 2019 
enjoying a brew [L Pyott]; Bottom left: Maddy and 
Aidan enjoying a warm swim in the Matukituki 
[J Chua]; Bottom right: Riley flexes in his anime 
send tights [R Cox].
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Pg DESTINATION AUTHOR & TRIP MEMBERS

11 Alpine Route++/+
Mt Richmond FP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison, Cara-Lisa Schloots.

23 Spence Hut++/+
Takitimu CA

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Ingeborg M Lianes, Calli 
McMurray.

Great Barrier Island+/+
Aotea CP

Jenni Palmer.

31 Staircase Hut++
Waianakarua SR

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Luca Karjalainen (L), 
Ingeborg Igland, Jennifer Moran, Beatriz Santos.

[Paradise] North Routeburn+
Mt Aspiring NP

Beth Walker (L), Alexis Barl (L), Sawyer 
Belville, Carlly Bluthardt, Andy Walton, Jaime 
Enns, Aisha Jansen, Hanne Bent, Lidal Haver, 
Samantha Staub, Madison Mountain, Justin 
Tirados, Miriam Hunt.

[Paradise] Mt Alfred+
Mt Aspiring NP

Ruby Kent-Royds (L), Alex Wooton (L), Jennifer 
Moran, Alyssa Cristadoro, Leslie-Sophie Necke-
Schmidt, Rosemary Porter, Nathan Kon, Betty 
Orr-McFaull, Holly armstrong, Zoe Swift, Katie 
Shepard, Jessica Burr.

39 [Paradise] Lake Harris+/+
Mt Aspiring NP

J. Palmer Jenni Palmer (L), Tamara Wimsett (L), Maddie Teeven, 
Laila Sayed, Beatriz Montano, Adelaide Kimberly, 
Cassey Phelps, Tess Murphy, Michelle Flaherty, 
Stephanie Wathier, Kathleen Lalor, Trevor Jansma.

[Paradise] Sugarloaf++
Mt Aspiring NP

Rebecca Wilson (L), Ryan Schneider, Ellie 
Rudner, Kylie Gallo, Chloe Shaw.

[Paradise] Scott Creek++
Mt Aspiring NP

Katie Snowden (L), Julia Leman (L), Shane 
Casey, June Geyer, Addie Cotter, Sophie Kirkman, 
Rishavjit Singh, Amanda Bednarick.

[Paradise] Trail running++
Mt Aspiring NP

Britta Clark (L), Olivia Traux (L), Sarah Mcclure, Kevin 
Lee, Katie Barker, Katie Caldwell, Ingeborg Margrete Lianes.

47 [Paradise] Turret Ridge Sugarloaf++
Mt Aspiring NP

J. Basire Elspeth Simpson (L), Joe Basire (L), Harriet Cole, Lachie 
Watson, Nick Greene, Nomi Small, Emily Atkinson.

48 [Paradise] Earnslaw Burn+/+
Mt Aspiring NP

F. Barnett Frances Barnett (L), Andrea Barnaby (L), Sierra 
Soghikian, Julia Gustafson, Calli McMurray, Diana 
Arvidsson, Arizah Karim, Natasha Guerriero, Ffion 
Robb, Tomazina Koppen-Pavlovich.

51 [Paradise] Lake Wilson++
Mt Aspiring NP

C. Patterson Charlotte Patterson (L), Asia Brownlee (L), 
Abigail Moore, Claire Dodinval, Sam Speake, 
Sydney Smith, Josh Donn.

[Paradise] Mt Erebus Lake Wilson++
Mt Aspiring NP

Dan Larkin (L), Zach Leyland, Derek Gushiken, 
Mike Jensen.

A record of trips undertaken by club members  in 2018, by no means complete, deduced 
from PLB forms and hearsay from Happy Hour at The Bog.
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41 [Paradise] Mt Xenicus Lake Wilson++
Mt Aspiring NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Luca Karjalainen (L), Julian 
Laking, Jakob Morgan, Ingeborg Hagen Iglan.

[Paradise] Chinamans (climbing)
Mt Aspiring NP

Conor Vaesson (L), Lottie Armstrong (L), 
Charlotte Haslett, Ethan Taswell, Heera Ha, Ollie 
Craig.

[Fiordland] Dore Pass++
Fiordland NP

Nicholas Greene (L), Rebecca Wilson (L), Erikka 
Olson, Allison Culliney, Jannick Elsner, William 
Kann, Foster Chinorinda, Matthew Mitchell, 
Sam Speake, Logan Richard.

[Fiordland] Livingstone Range++
Fiordland NP

Asia Brownlie (L), Charlotte Patterson (L), Ash-
ley Cryer, Fanny Monnet, Ellie Cathman, Caitlin 
Logan, Alice Overend, Shar Mathias.

[Fiordland] U Pass++
Fiordland NP

K. Snowden Katie Snowden (L), Julia Leman (L), Casey 
Young, Ilmari Kohonen, Eva Nielsen, Meredith 
Labelle, Mari Riffle.

65 [Fiordland] Lake Roberts++
Fiordland NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Cara-Lisa Schloots (L), 
Samuel White, Lachie Watson, Isabel Herrick, 
Kylie Gallo.

[Fiordland] Consolation Peak+++
Fiordland NP

Daniel Larkins (L), Joshua Brinkmann (L), Katie 
Caldwell, Josh Donn, Steven Frewin.

[Fiordland] Moraine Creek+++
Fiordland NP

Lottie Armstrong (L), Jamie Gardiner (L), 
Ingeborg M Lianes , Jack Gumina, Mike Jensen.

[Fiordland] Glade/Dore Pass+++
Fiordland NP

Conor Vaesson (L), Luca Karjalainen (L), Kevin 
Lee, Grace Irwin, Zarife Cohen.

73 [Fiordland] Trail Running (Livingstone 
Range)++
Fiordland NP

A. Page Alistair Page (L), Joe Basire (L), Salomon Zoga, 
Katie Barker, Justin St. Peter.

76 [Fiordland] Track Clearing
Fiordland NP

A. Braid Rowan Cox (L), Cameron Wright (L), Aiden 
Braid, Isabel La Plian, Anna Atchley, Chloe Shaw, 
Shane Casey.

79 [Fiordland] Lake Marion+
Fiordland NP

B. Walker Beth Walker (L), Alexis Barl (L), Sky Deswert, 
Madison Mountain, Sammy Staub, Kelsey Tam, 
Raquel Ramos, Katie Shepherd, Andy Walton, 
Sawyer Belville.

81 [Fiordland] Lake Alabaster+
Fiordland NP

R. Kent-Royds, 
A. Wootton

Ruby Kent-Royds (L), Alex Wootton (L), 
Rosemary Porter (L), Claudia Kirby, Bekah Ford, 
Madeline Henry, Zachary Perez, Will Hinman, 
Samantha Wei, Clair Dodinval, Gabby Divis, 
Sarah McClure, Camille Roullet, Chontira 
Ninncharoen/Chumsaeng, Shannen Wright.

82 [Fiordland] Gertrude Saddle+/+
Fiordland NP

E. Simpson Elspeth Simpson (L), Andrea Barnaby (L), Georg 
Redev, Grigaine Saboret, Ludovik Dutoit, Andrea 
Weyneth, Melissa Abraham.

85 [Fiordland] Barrier Knob+++
Fiordland NP

H. Strumer Hamish Sturmer (L), Scott Lee (L), Paul Clarke, 
Christina Campbell, Anna Smith.

87 Gillespie Pass++
Mt Aspiring NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Charlotte Patterson (L), Asia 
Brownlie, Josh Donn, Max Richardson.



Pg DESTINATION AUTHOR & TRIP MEMBERS

99 French Ridge Hut++
Mt Aspiring NP

J. Palmer Jennifer Palmer, Marie Jones, Isla Hutchington-
Bryant.

101 Pirongia+
Pirongia FP

J. Palmer Jenni Palmer.

102 Kepler Track+/+
Fiordland NP

M. Whittaker Emma Crampton, Amy Jones, Madeleine 
Whittaker, Dougal Hilson.

106 Five Passes+++
Fiordland NP

F. Barnett Frances Barnett, Aidan Braid, Tessa Leitch.

119 [Makarora] Pakituhi Hut+
Hāwea CP

S. Staubs Beth Walker (L), Alexis Barl (L), Samantha 
Wei, Emma Daily, Jannick Elsner, Cassie Chan, 
Madison Mountain, Samantha Staub, Fanny 
Monnet, Lena Gurrairan, Faznita Tajuddin, 
Sierra Legeer.

121 [Makarora] Brewster Hut++
Mt Aspriring NP

B. Orr-McFaull Hamish Sturmer, Luca Karjalainen, Mattie Horn, 
Abigail Moore, Georg Reder, Kevin Lee, Katie Shepherd, 
Betty Orr-McFaull, Raquel Ramos, Kelsey Tam.

124 [Makarora] Hospital Flat, climbing
Hospital Flat CA

C. Vaesson Conor Vaesson (L), Lottie Armstrong (L), Erikka 
Olson, Cameron Jardell, Claire Munsell, Heera Ha, 
Henry Gumina, Siddharth Kothari, Taylor Weckstein, 
Will Kann, Stephen Gibson, Scott Lee, Liam Pyatt.

130 [Twalk] The Full Monty
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Cara-Lisa Schloots, Kate 
Morrison, Torea Scott-Fyffe, Rebecca Vella-King, 
Julian Laking, Jono Davies.

[Twalk] Dazed and Confused
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

Alex Wootton (L), Rosemary Porter, Charlotte Patterson, 
Lachie Watson, Ruby Kent-Royds, Kaitlyn Hamilton.

[Twalk] The Sex-Pests
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

Isaac Brennan (L), Zach Leyland, Charlotte 
Haslett, Derek Gushiken, George Davidson, Will 
Fritzke, Sarah McShea, Barbara O’Neill.

[Twalk] Scientifically Dysfunctional
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

Daniel Larkin (L), George Hermans, Freya 
Priestnall, Jiavra Cohen, Jess Fitch.

128 [Twalk] Harry Potter and the Half-
Mud Mince
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

A. McDonald Joe Basire (L), Annie McDonald, Kevin Lee, Bex 
Chrystall.

133 [Twalk] The Goon $quad
Lake Coldridge, Canterbury

K. Snowden Katie Snowden (L), Julia Leman, Scott Bourke, 
Steph Bennington, Tim Ferguson, Charles Mair, 
Will Jowsey (in absentia).

137 Brodrick Hut++
Ruataniwha CP

C. Schloots Cara-Lisa Schloots (L), Tobias Brunk.

Five Passes(ish)+++
Fiordland NP

Hamish Sturmer, Tom Spencer, Ingeborg M 
Lianes.

143 Angelus Hut++
Nelson Lakes NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison, Joe Snodgrass (CUTC).

150 Otehake Hot Springs++
Arthurs Pass NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Kevin Lee, Luke Whitehead 
(CUTC).

157 Upper Wye Creek++
Remarkables CA

C. Jardell Cameron Jardell, Liam Pyott.



Pg DESTINATION AUTHOR & TRIP MEMBERS

181 Bushball (Aspiring Hut)
Mt Aspiring NP

Various

[Leaders] 
Jackie Foster
Alex Wootton
Hamish Sturmer 
Rowan Cox
Aidan Braid

Cameron Wright 
Daniel Larkin
Sam Harrison
Kaitlyn Hamilton
Luca Karjalainen 
Lachie Watson 

Ruby Kent-Royds 
Charlotte Patterson 
Asia Brownlie 
Rebecca Vella-King 
Conor Vaessen
Alastair Luo 

Kevin Lee 
Sophie Zych 
Zach Leylands
Penny Barnsdale
Torea Scott-Fyfe
Liam Pyott

Cameron Jardell
Jacob Schonberger
Joshua Donn

[Punters] 
Amina Maslo
Austin Brumley
Nicole Mills
Emma Anetsberger
Elizabeth Butler
Eric Homan
Jacob Coughlin
Oliver Hawkes
Hollie Donovan
Logan Troy
Gavin Oliver
Danielle Lodge
Julia Nadler
Dane Wasik
Julia Neumann

Erin Bankert
Iris Schaitkin
Andy Thorp
John Emil Schroder
Sara Jorde
London Bernier
Maria Naclerio
Joe Alberg
Orjan Vabo
Anna Downs
Robert John Kilpatrick
Martina Grant
Paul Richter
Benjamin Linnebjerg
Rachel Semple
Mia Prall

Gabrielle Joslin
Kevin Ito
Samantha Forestier
Caitlin Logan
Ken Bamba
Ellie Cathman
Claire Mchale
Natalia Tribaldos
Christhian Reyes
George Ponniah
Christina Hadjichristou
Sara Becker
Lin April Loestegaard
Cyril Carponcin
Isabelle Perron-
Roelandts

Prina Sumaria
Amirah Osama
Eloise Lancaster
Rebecca Stevenson
Bayley Thomsen
Matthew Cheah
Jakob Nordfeldt
Anna Atchley
Sarah Manktelow
Rishavjit Singh
Lina Refsahl
Christian Resenbro
Pratyush Kayastha
Conor Bliss
Will Macdonald
Jed Bergman 

Alex Lin
Brenna Armfield
Robin Muller
Hanne Berit Haver
Benjamin Welsh
Sierra Alef
Iben Schack Sørensen
Allison Wynne
Ollie Linscott
Melissa Orleman
Marin Miner
Lt Terry Harch

195 Big Hut+/+
Rock and Pillar CA

M. Whittaker, 
S. Mathias

Martin Eriksen (L), Kevin Ito, Madeleine 
Whittaker, Hannah Dion-Kirschner, Logan Troy, 
Isabelle Perron, Darius Mortimer-Webster, Eman 
Syed, George Ponniah, Shar Mathias, Emma 
Crampton, Eva Chasteau, Silja Rindom, Sophie 
Zych, Jakob Nordfeldt.

198 Welcome Flat Hut+/+
Westland Tai Poutini NP

J. Leman Will Jowsey (L), Julia Leman, Scott Bourke, 
Charles Mair, Kelly Davenport.

Green Lake Hut+/+
Fiordland NP

Luca Karjalainen (L), Iben Schack Sørensen, John 
Janezic. 

Mt Earnslaw+++
Mt Aspiring NP

Hamish Sturmer, Cameron Jardell, Chris Brinlee Jr.

203 Conservation Trip (Jubilee Hut)
Silver Peaks SR

K. Hamilton Kaitlyn Hamilton (L), Charlotte Patterson (L), 
Asia Brownlee (L), Katie Snowden (L), Sierra Alef, 
Ella Farrow, Clara Jonsson, Nicole Mills, Amina 
Maslo, Brendan Long, Jannick Elsner, Timothy 
Campbell, Paddy Taaffe, Jacinta Steeds, Sarah 
Dolce, Eloise Lancaster, Anna Kowal, Timo Milne.

210 Snowcraft
Awakino Skifield

M. Whittaker Rowan Cox (L), Liam Pyott (L), Lottie Armstrong 
(L), Madeleine Whittaker, Joshua Donn, Lachie 
Watson, Kevin Lee, Aidan Braid, Zarife Cohen, 
Nicholas Greene, Jackie Foster, Caitlin Logan, 
Tomazina Koppen Pavlovich , Penny Barnsdale, Lisa 
Milliken, Katie Caldwell, Michael Ofman.

Humpridge Track+/+
Fiordland NP

Lachie Watson, Alex Wootton.



Pg DESTINATION AUTHOR & TRIP MEMBERS

213 Copland Trip
Westland

Various

[Leaders]
Jacob Schonberger

Daniel Larkin
Sam Harrison

Ruby Kent-Royds
Lachie Watson

Kevin Lee
Annie McDonald

[Punters]
Ruby Dean
Keegan Wells
Izzy Swearingen
Prina Sumaria
John Kilpatrick
Clara Jonsson
Sierra Alef
Amirah Osama
Natalia Tribaldos

Annelies Van Dijke
Benjamin Alder
Mia Prall
Amina Maslo
Nicole Mills
Akhil Prakash
Zarife Cohen
Zoe Tomaskova-Redfield
Billy Biegun
Christhian Reyes

Kim Hurkmans
Mehana Sabado-
Halpern
Erin Bankert
Aidan Curran
Jed Bergman
Tamara Wimsett
Suzi Williamson
George Ponniah
Phillip Gao

Kevin Ito
Joe Alberg
Jacob Coughlin
Samuel White
Faolan Sugarman-Lash
Julia Neumann
Amelie Wenger
Dora Arnadottir
Megan Weiler
Christian Resenbro

Sofie Lund
Lina Refsahl
Emil Schroder
Isabelle Perron-Roelandts
Carly Drennen
João Carvalho

231 Greenstone-Caples+
Greenstone and Caples CA

S. Mathias Shanti Mathias, Shar Mathias (VUWTC), Madeleine 
Whittaker, Emma Crampton, Issac Tripp.

235 Humpridge Track+/+
Fiordland NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Daniel Larkin (L), Anna Atchley,  
Sierra Alef, Clara Jonsson, Lina Refsahl, Amelie 
Wenger, Luisa Uhlenbruch.

Rodget Inlet Hut+
Fiordland NP

Ruby Kent-Royds (L), Lachie Watson, John 
Kilpatrick, Alex Wootton. 

242 Catlins Social Trip S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Jacob Schonberger (L), Hanne 
Berit Lidal Haver, Claire McHale, Emil Schröder, 
Nike Radhe, George Ponniah, Bayley Thomsen, 
John Kilpatrick, Andy Thorp, Rachel Semple, Emma 
Cullimore, Cyril Carponcin, Saskia Foreman.

249 Green Lake Hut+
Fiordland NP

C. Patterson Charlotte Patterson, Asia Brownlee, George 
McDougal.

251 Mt Somers++
Hakatere CP

M. Whittaker Madeleine Whittaker, Joshua Donn, Nick Greene, 

243 Grand Traverse of the 
Remarkables+++
Remarkables CA

C. Jardell Cameron Jadell, Charles Leaper, Matt Gruber.

253 Ball Hut+/+
Aoraki/Mt Cook NP

N. Tribaldos,
P. Sumaria

Natalia Tribaldos, Prina Sumaria, Isabelle 
Perron, Eric Homan, Claire McHale.

255 Jubilee Hut+/+
Silver Peaks SR

M. Whittaker,
A. Broad

Madeleine Whittaker, Oscar Holmes, Aoife 
Broad.

Greenstone-Caples+/+
Greenstone and Caples CA

Lachie Watson, Alex Wootton, Oliver Linscott, 
Stefano Apostolo, Benjámin Kozár.

Mt Xenicus (Attempt)+++
Mt Aspiring NP

Rebecca Vella-King, Jono Davies, Pyper Dixon.

263 South Coast+++
Fiordland NP

L. Troy Logan Troy, Darius Mortimer-Webster, and Alex 
Lin.

268 Ahuriri Valley++
Ahuriri CP

D. Kelbe,
A. Binder

Dave Kelbe (L), Ali Binder, Amina Maslo, 
Hayden Rabel, Mushu.

273 Mt Barff++/+
Mt Aspiring NP

M. Whittaker,
T. Scott-Fyffe

Madeleine Whittaker, Aidan Braid, Lachie 
Watson, Jason Chua, Luca Karjalainen.



Pg DESTINATION AUTHOR & TRIP MEMBERS

273 Mt French++/+
Mt Aspiring NP

M. Whittaker,  
T. Scott-Fyffe

Madeleine Whittaker, Aidan Braid, Lachie Watson, 
Jason Chua, Luca Karjalainen, Torea Scott-Fyffe.

281 Mt Aspiring (West Face)+++
Mt Aspiring NP

C. Jardell Liam Pyott, Rowan Cox, Hamish Sturmer, 
Cameron Jardell.

289 Nuns Veil (Attempt)++/+
Aoraki/Mount Cook NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison, Olivia Truax, Cara Lembo.

299 Mt Bee++
Eyre Mountains/Taka Rā Haka CP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Logan Troy, Josiah Brough, Saskia 
Foreman, Frances Barnett, Jakob Morgan, Shar Mathias.

305 Mueller Hut++
Aoraki/Mount Cook NP

N. Tribaldos Brewer Castle, Natalia Tribaldos, Isabelle Perron, 
Eric Homan.

307 Staircase Hut+/+
Waianakarua SR

J. Palmer Madeleine Whittaker, Jenni Palmer, April Oakley.

Lochnagar Hut+++
Shotover CA

Dave Kelbe, Sophie Tiong.

French Ridge Hut++
Mt Aspiring NP

Joshua Donn, Charlotte Patterson, Asia 
Brownlee.

Rakiura Track+
Rakiura NP

Lachie Watson, Cyril Carponcin, Robin Mueller, 
John Kilpatrick, Joao Carvalho.

Cleughearn Peak - Mt Cuthbert+++
Fiordland NP

Cara-Lisa Schloots.

315 Mt Titiroa Traverse+++
Fiordland NP

S. Harrison Sam Harrison (L), Logan Troy, Jakob Morgan.

321 Tongariro Circuit+
Tongariro NP

J. Nordfeldt Jakob Nordfeldt, Clara Jonsson, Amelie Wenger.

323 Rees-Dart + Esquilant Bivvy++/+
Mt Aspiring NP

M. Whittaker Madeleine Whittaker, Jackie Hazelhurst, Oscar Holmes, 
Rebecca Vella-King, Torea Scott-Fyffe, Jono Davies.

331 Mt Brown Hut+/+
Westland Tai Poutini NP

I. Perron Isabelle Perron, Prina Sumaria, George Ponniah, 
Natalia Tribaldos.

333 TA (Roses - Pakituhi huts)
Otago Region

K. Snowden Katie Snowden.

337 Ben Arthur+/+
Scotland

S. Harrison Sam Harrison.

348 Olivine Ice Plateau+++
Olivine WA

D. Kelbe Dave Kelbe, Peter Wilson, Liz Stephenson.

339 Talbot MacPherson Route+++
Fiordland NP

M. Whittaker Madeleine Whittaker, Katherine Sarcich.

339 Barrier Peak+++
Fiordland NP

M. Whittaker Madeleine Whittaker, Riley Smith, Torea Scott-
Fyfe, Rowan Cox.

353 Mt Ada++++++++
Fiordland NP

A. Braid,
T. Scott-Fyffe

Rowan Cox, Max Olsen, Michael Norman, 
Madeleine Whittaker, Aidan Braid, Torea Scott-
Fyffe, Jackie Hazelhurst.



GLOSSARY
+++. Difficulty, hard, a trip involving 
some of these elements: greater than a 
1500 m climb or multiples of climbs / 
descents; significant scrambling with ex-
posure; significant route-finding required 
with time pressure; more than 10 hour 
days required.
++. Difficulty, moderate, a trip involving 
some of these elements: greater than a 
1000 m climb or multiples of climbs / de-
scents; substantial travel on well marked 
but rough track; more than 6 hours 
continuous walking per day; off-track 
travel at an unhurried pace; Significant 
river-crossing required.
++/+. Difficulty, moderate/hard.
+. Difficulty, easy, a trip involving these 
elements: A track of a good standard 
(defined as well marked, major streams 
bridged, largely free of obstructions); up 
to 5 hours walking each day; climbs of no 
more than 600 m.
+/+. Difficulty, easy/moderate.
Aquanaut. Term, inflatable boat availible 
from the Warehouse. You know, the kind 
kids play with in a pool.
Aquanauting. Term, sport undertaken 
by the OUTC which involves taking 
aquanauts places, starting with harmless 
fun of chilling on a lake, proceeds to 
traversing said lake near the shore, then 
traversing lakes with cliffs as shores, lakes 
may or may not have ice, to use on open 
water, commonly Fiordland and for the 
brave - down rivers. Generally involves 
at least one boat getting a puncture, even 
when checked before use. Also common-
ly involves hypothermia, generally no 

lifejackets and may or may not generate a 
safety debate.
Billy. Term, a small metal pot, usually 
with handle.
Biv. Term, a small shelter.
Bivvy bag. Term, a small waterproof bag 
for sleeping in.
Bushbashing. Term, to traverse bush 
where there is no path, can be very pain-
ful.
Bushlawyer. Term, Not a law student 
found in the bush, but about as pleasant 
company as one, especially in large doses. 
A variety of Blackberry.
CA. Acronym, Conservation Area.
Cairn. Term, a pile of rocks used to mark 
a route.
Choss. Term, shitty rock, generally un-
pleasant in all regards.
Committee meeting. Term, Likened to 
gladiatorial combat or golf, depending on 
who you ask.
Course related costs. Term, $1000 given 
to every student on loan from the gov-
ernment to be spent on tramping and/or 
alcohol.
CP. Acronym, Conservation Park.
Crunchy. Term, someone that is into the 
outdoors, but maybe a little too much 
(American).
Crusty. Term, an ancient member of the 
club.
DOC. Term, acronym for the Department 
of Constapation.
Exec. Term, the committee that runs the 



club, short for ‘executive’.
Flake. Term, Someone that expresses 
interest in a trip, only to drop out.
Fly. Term, waterproof sheet for sleeping 
under.
FP. Acronym, Forest Park.
Fresher. Term, a student in their first year 
of study.
Frühstücken. Term, to have breakfast 
(German).
Gaiters. Term, fabric that wraps around 
your leg providing protection.
Goon. Term, wine bought in a box which 
can be taken out and distrobuted from a 
tap in the bag.
Hike. Term, a walk, usually not overnight.
Kaweka. Term, pricey premade meals.
L. Acronym, short for ‘leader’.
Muesli bar. Term, that delicious bar of 
oaty goodness that you snack on during 
a tramp.
NP. Acronym, National Park.
Orange marker/triangle. Term, a plastic 
orange triangle is commonly used by 
DOC to mark tracks.
OUTC. Term, the acronym for the Otago 
University Tramping Club.
Packrafting. Term, Safe aquanauting?
Pit. Term, Another name for a sleeping 
bag.
Piking. Term, synonymous with Flaking, 
to cop out, give up.
Polyprop. Term, a top made of a synthet-
ic material called polypropylene, extra 
points if it is stripey/brightly coloured.
Punter. Term, a party member, excluding 
leaders.

Sandbagging. Term, Luring someone to 
go on a trip following a shit route.
Sandfly. Term, scourge of the earth, blood 
sucking parasitic wankers, effective tour-
ist repellent. 
Scroggin. Term, mixed nuts, dried fruit 
and CHOCOLATE. Otherwise known as 
trail mix.
Simul. Term, short for simultaneous. 
Simul climbing is a protection system that 
is in between solo climbing and belaying. 
Everyone is tied into the rope and the 
leader places protection but everyone 
moves together. No one belays, instead 
you just rely on everyone being able to 
hold the fall with the help of the protec-
tive gear placements. It’s faster than belay 
pitches but offers more security than 
soloing.
Speights. Term, Pride of the South.
Spondonicle. Term, a metal pot holder. 
Good way to remember this term is by 
thinking of  “Professor Spondonicle”.
SR. Acronym, Scenic Reserve.
Te Araroa. Term, the through-walk that 
runs the length of the country from Cape 
Reigna to Bluff, often referred to as the 
‘TA’.
The Bog. Place, the local watering hole.
Track. Term, synonymous with ‘trail’.
Tramp. Term, not a promiscuous woman, 
a walk in the backcountry.
WA. Acronym, Wilderness Area, Wilder-
ness areas of New Zealand are managed 
to conserve natural values. No roads, 
buildings, tracks, or bridges are con-
structed. Motorised land and air vehicles 
are generally prohibited. Most wilderness 
areas are remote and not easily accessed.
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If you’ve found me in a hut, feel free to pick me up and take me with you, just be sure to put me 
back in a hut when you’ve finished so others can enjoy me on a rainy day!



S i g n a t u r e s



Fiordland
Otago University Tramping Club



That concludes Antics 2018. I cannot 
thank those that contributed enough, 
it is through your desire for adventure 
and motivation to write that we have 
this publication. Circumstances 
conspired against the publication 
of the journal. A broken laptop, a 
busy exchange to Sweden to name 

two obstacles. The true pleasure of 
this project has been witnessing the 
growth of individual members in the 
club and how they have embraced 
OUTC and the outdoors. So, here’s to 
many more adventures, I’ll see you in 
the backcountry (or in Antics 2019). 

Written on my way to Paris to fly home. •

A FINAL NOTE FROM SAM

Number of Antics related emails/Facebook 
posts across 2018, compiled with diligence 

by Cara-Lisa Schloots.






