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EASTER TRIP 1987 

The trip started off normally enough, I was dispatched to travel in a different van to the rest of 

my party. It was very democratic - four to one against us travelling together! However, the 

company in my van was so much more refined as nectar to cod-liver oil. Be that as it may, 

Dave Levick was not impressed at the witching hour when he discovered me on my lonesome 

and the rest of my party camped several miles back down the Makarora Road. So they had to 

run a special shuttle service just for me to return the little lost sheep back to my mates' 

bosom(s). 

And so, our playgroup, Antony, Debbie, Bill, Geoff and David, set off the next morning to ford 

the mighty Makarora and tackle the waging Wilkin. Debbie and Antony couldn't resist having 

a pirouette in the knee-deep mud and the rest of us were panicking in case they went down 

together with half the food. Fortunately, the food was saved and we had a leisurely stroll up 

the Wilkin to Kerin Forks. Just to make it interesting, we crossed the Siberia Stream before 

camping (in a carefully chosen spot to catch the early morning sun) so we'd have the pleasure 

of re-crossing it first thing in the morning. During the evening I dried my socks, burning holes 

in three out of four, and Antony was sick. 

A Saturday morning slosh in the Siberia before a pleasant climb through the forest to the 

Siberia valley proper. It is a magical sight as the valley unfolds ahead. The weather was 

magnificent and during lunch at Siberia Hut we lay and basked in the warmth. 

But before one could say "gudday" in Sanskrit, 'it was time to move and we soon covered the 

two miles to the Gillespie Stream junction (with Bill pondering the problem as to how the cows 

got up into the valley and me pondering as to how to surreptitiously relieve Antony of his 

Bailey's). But before either problem was resolved it was decided to climb the thousand feet to 

the Gillespie flats before camping for the night. It was a hard climb and we passed David 

Barnes' party descending and several other people. The flats however provide marvellous 

campsites and we shared one with Kathy Woodrow and her delightful party. There were lots 

of keas present and they are such characters that it is impossible not to love them. Another 

treat on this trip was that we had a campfire every night - lovely for burning socks and things. 

Antony was still sick. 

It was about nine o'clock when we broke camp the next morning after being delayed somewhat 

by curious goings-on inside Bill's gastrointestinal tract. However, that notwithstanding, we 

made good progress on our two-thousand-foot climb. The first half hour is in bush and then 

into sub-alpine scrub and tussock. It is a reasonably hard slog but very invigorating and it is 

great to gain height fast. Once again the weather could not have been bettered and we had 

good views everywhere. We reached the pass about noon and lounged in the sun for over an 

hour while our gear defrosted. Geoff must have been carrying a kilo of ice on his tent from the 

very cold previous night! After this long rest, we began the descent to the South Branch of the 

Young. It is a very steep descent and I wouldn't be too keen on it in bad weather. It took an 

hour of concentrated foot-work to reach the river and lunch. The tramp from here to the forks 

was pretty easy going but I believe we were all relieved when we arrived at the river junction 

at about 5.30 and partook of a delicious cup of tea provided by Dave Levick and his merry 

crew. 

We were somewhat concerned to discover that Sue Harding's team had not arrived but we 

shouldn't have worried as they appeared fit and well the next morning after having pioneered 

a new route from the Siberia to the Young. Antony had recovered. The only item of note about 

the walk out of the Makarora is the final crossing of the Makarora. Having watched Dave's 



mob cross we thought we could find a shallower spot. Of course it was not to be and we ended 

up wading across the Young and then the Makarora and experiencing the unmistakable 

tingling as the cold water reaches your crutch. 

I hold Bill responsible! 

Thanks for a good Easter trip Antony and I'll be in your party any time. 

David Peacock for Debbie Williams, Geoff Brookes, Bill Allcock and Antony Pettinger 


