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(1) The car won't last a trip to the mountains - shall we put our names down on the club trip 

this Easter? 

(2) Why not - let's do the same Makarora - Hunter-Wills trip Bruce did last year! 

(3) Can't do that - the van is only going to be hired for four days, and Bruce's trip took four and 

a half. And I'm not that fit. 

(4) What else can we do that takes an easyish four days, and makes a round trip, and is not 

too crowded, and covers interesting ground? 

So the Tuesday before Easter we finally decided to go up the Fish River, across the Main 

Divide into Howe Creek, and down the Burke back to the Haast road. 

Two vans and a car left rather late Thursday evening, after being returned late by the last 

hirers. Gets dark too early to watch the scenery, so we resorted to playing "I Spy" - who agrees 

that "W.C." stands for Wrist Chronometer? We reached Makarora ranger station at 11.40 pm 

and had to wait 3/4 hour. Luckily Syd was just to turn 40 so we gave him a chorus of "Happy 

Birthday to You" and discussed the problems of ageing until the rest of the vehicles turned up. 

Then there was much reshuffling of vans, driving up and down the road, waking people up in 

tents, being waved at by the Varsity bus until finally Dave Levick drove us up the sanguine 

road at a fornicating time of the morning and dropped us off at Haast Pass. We tied our fly to 

the monument and went to sleep at 2am. 

Woke up at 7am and posed for the American tourists going past in camper vans. Then we 

took a last look at Moir's and set off straight up the hill from the small creek halfway between 

the pass and Cross Creek. It would be best to leave nearer to Cross Creek and go across the 

face, because on our spur we found a few rock outcrops which had to be climbed around. This 

was all in head high regenerating scrub (the area was once burned for a dairy farm!). Life was 

much easier once we reached the bush above the burn - we even found an old cairn to show 

us that other people have recommended our route. 

At the tussock (2 ¼ hr) we had a long rest with views from Brewster to Cameron Creek and 

right up the Fish to our pass. Along the ridge we passed a tarn with a lichened fireplace - did 

they carry wood up? - and dropped down to the bush line beyond the bluffs (1hr). We couldn't 

find any of Moir's blazes, so had lunch in the sun then started from close by the bluffs and 

sidled down to the true right without any problems. At the forks we came out at yet another 

relic - a bivvy rock, obviously well used by hunters in its day (½ hr). 

An animal track on the true left of Fish Creek only lasted until the first deeply gutted side 

stream - after that we worked our way through wet scratchy fern and slippery logs to the upper 

forks (1 ¼ hrs). Spen loped around and found us a nice flat, grassy, sheltered site and we 

caught up on sleep that night. 

Next day we went up the gentle tussock slopes above the forks to the obvious saddle, playing 

hide and seek with the local pair of keas on the way (2hrs). Once on top, we saw that the 

stream guts on the other side would be difficult to sidle around, so followed the ridge 15 

minutes north over the 5300' bump to a second saddle, from where we could sidle 10 minutes 

below Mt. Burke to a wide flat spur and a tarn and lunch with a view of the Howe. 

We chose a route down that took us right over to Tuesday Creek near the bush line (½ hr) 

then sidled back to the true left in the bush, crossing a number of beautiful mossy streams. 

Mary was surprised to be swinging round what looked like branches of gum trees - it was a 



band of Dracophyllum Traversii as tall as any you'd see in Nelson. At the bottom we followed 

deer trails around a couple of small bluffs to reach Howe Stream (1 ½hrs). 

Consulting Moir again, we decided that it was probably an hour and a bit to the Burke - not 

allowing for the big boulders, logjams and slips and a few deviations up the true right bank at 

times. We ended up scrambling high on the true right and following the terrace (where the 

local deer wallow) out to the confluence (2hrs). We crossed and camped on the same sandy 

flat that everyone else does, and started on the Easter eggs. Marshmallow from Arthur and 

caramel-filled from Mary. 

Sunday we had time for a day trip up the Burke. Cowan Creek was especially beautiful with 

shafts of sunlight on the blue water. There's a wire, but it's only attached at one side of the 

creek. The track is overgrown but is adequately marked in most places (except the maps). 

Arthur impressed us no end with his uncanny ability to pick up distant markers, until he told us 

that he was long-sighted! It follows the true left as far as the only clearing (just upstream of 

Crazy Cataract- l ½ hrs) and then crosses to the true right and climbs to a high terrace to avoid 

the gorge before emerging at a well camouflaged cairn by the Top Creek-Hope Creek clearing, 

(1 hr). We had a view of Mueller Pass, a scrubby patch of swamp which leads into the Okuru, 

and Mt. Argos behind it. Quote of the day from Spen "...do you think you could manage half a 

Moro bar each?". On the way back we were lucky enough to see three blue duck paddling 

about pretending not to notice us. 

Monday we left early (well, a quarter to nine). The track keeps on the true left, first climbing 

above a gorge then dropping back to the flats (good camping) at Twirligig (1 ½ hrs). It re-

enters on the other side and climbs to a terrace above the river, in places windfalls and slips 

made the track difficult to find, but Spen's method of following the right route and waiting for 

the track to re-join it worked well enough. We had lunch at Strachan Creek (1 hr) where the 

bridge came out second-best in the last flood and is now a three-wire. We met a hunter coming 

in, and so even though most of the markers were missing over this section we made good 

time by following his scuff-marks. 

This was the most spectacular part of the track, as it led above Churn Rapids. At one point we 

went out over an overhang and looked down at the whirlpools in the gorge below. Sooner than 

we expected the valley widened and we came to the Haast River (2 ¼ hrs ). It is common to 

walk an hour downstream to Pleasant Flat bridge, but since it was so fine we crossed there. 

Peter arrived with the van just in time for a cup of tea. Best of all, it started raining the night 

we left! 

Jane Bruce for Arthur Blondell, Mary Hewinson and Spen Walker 

 

 


