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TRAMP AND TRAIN 

December 9-10, 2000 

Author: Karl Rademacher 

Published in Bulletin 606, February 2001 

On 9/12/00 I set off with Ron (Camp Leader), Allan, Steve, Greg, David, Dave, Ann and Chris, 

Antony, Terry, Alan, Eric and my mum, Liz. The fourteen of us went straight up from the 

Northern Motorway. I went up with Ron. When we got to the top of the hill Eric was there 

waiting. We had a rest then went out along Swampy and had lunch at the top. From there we 

went up to Pulpit Rock, then down the Devils Staircase - that was oh ah fun! 

We set up camp about 500 m upstream of Cave Creek. There were some very interesting 

meals. Most people had soup of some kind, and there was one group that had nachos, then 

custard, brandy snaps and a cheesecake?? Most people slept well that night. 

 
Camping upstream from the foot of the Devil’s Staircase, December 9, 2000 (PHOTO Alan Thomson) 

In the morning our group slept in to about 8 am. There was me, Alan, Eric and Mum. When 

everything was packed up, instead of going up the Devils Staircase we went down Cave Creek 

to Jubilee Hut where we left a new hut book and saw inside the emergencies box (he,he!!!). 

We then headed for the Christmas Creek junction and split into two groups. One went straight 

to Mt John Hut and the other to Christmas Creek Hut. I went to Christmas Creek Hut where it 

looked like no one had been there for years. We found a stag head in there and we had some 

photos taken. Then we went to Mt John Hut where I had a good long rest. Then we went 
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up ....up and up Mt John. I felt that was not bad because I got to decide when to have a rest 

and when to pick up the pace. 

From the top of Mt John we went down through the trees. We had a rest at Poplar Hut where 

Alan found an armchair to sit in. Then we went up a bit and down... down. Down is very hard 

on the knees. We got to Alan's house about 4-4:30 pm and had a rest. Then at 6 pm we waited 

for the train and talked about rugby...rugby and ...ah...rugby. We put our packs in the back 

and climbed in. 

I would like to thank everyone, especially Ron, Antony, and Alan for helping me and my mum. 

Karl Rademache 

  



OTMC TRIP REPORTS – 2001 

5 | P a g e  

 

MATUKITUKI 

February 3-6, 2001 

Author: Caroline Granger 

Published in Bulletin 606, February 2001 

I read about the Matukituki Valley last May while in the early planning stages of my year in 

N.Z., so immediately signed up when I found out that OTMC was running a trip there. Trevor 

Deaker, the trip leader, told me we were also going to climb Mt Tyndall so I should pack 

crampons and an ice axe. Wow! 

I waited outside the clubrooms when all of a sudden, two chariots of white, (Subaru station 

wagons), arrived In my car was Vanessa Johnson, Jeff Brown, and Shelley Coleman; and the 

other transported Trevor, Mark Borrie, Jonette Service, and Paul Van Kampen. We stopped in 

Alex for dinner, and it was well after dark by the time we got to Wanaka, drove down the 

bumpy Raspberry Flat, and set up the tents at the car park. 

 
At the Pylon, Cascade Saddle Route, looking over the West Matukituki Valley (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

 

For some reason unknown to me, I always wake up at the crack of dawn, in this case 6am, 

when sleeping outside. The others staggered awake by 7am and we were introduced to a ninth 

member, Jonathan Chappell, who arrived sometime during the night. We were all packed and 

on the trail by 8.30. The group made good time to Aspiring Hut and were grateful when the 
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warden, Sandie Legge, made us a pot of herbal tea! Eventually, it was time to go so we said 

our goodbyes to the French Ridge bound Vanessa and Jeff and away the rest of us went up the 

Culler's Route. 

A couple of hours later after going steadily through the bush, we stopped for lunch. Then it was 

a slow climb over steep tussock and exposed rock spur. Shelley and I were out in front and it 

was actually fun to look up and the to locate the orange fence standards marking our route. 

Finally, we were up the ridge, over a patch of snow, and at the base of the Pylon at 1835m. We 

set up camp down the other side along the Cascade Creek, filled our bellies with good food, 

and enjoyed a wonderful clear evening. 

 
Head of Cascade Creek, looking towards Mt Tyndall (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The plan for Sunday morning was to climb Mt Tyndall (2465m) and Trevor, Mark, Shelley, Paul, 

Jonathan, and I were off by 7.15. For her day, Jonette visited the Cascade Saddle and the Dart 

Glacier. The weather was very windy with cruddy low white clouds when we reached the Pylon. 

Undaunted, our fearless leader, Trevor, plotted our bearing and we ran the ridge until he found 

a great patch of snow to teach self-arresting to the novices. There was also a nice steep bit for 

Shelley and Paul to practice ice climbing. 

As we ascended the mountain, the cloud cover got thicker, and the wind got stronger. We 

strapped on the crampons and continued walking. I was bringing up the rear this time and at 

one point turned to Mark and said, "I’m not happy." The rest of the group tended to agree but 

Trevor was sure we were on the Isobel Glacier which would mean 30 more minutes. Sure 

enough, we arrived at the base of Tyndall in 20 minutes. Good call Trevor! None of us actually 
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went the last 20 metres because at that point, there was no chance of views. We'd come so far 

but had had enough. 

The first part of descending was fun as we flew down the snow-covered glacier, and the sun 

actually made a significant enough appearance to prompt the donning of sunnies! Those of us 

with poles glissaded down the slushy snow and most of us got some butt slides in. When we 

got to the ridge, we were crudely reminded of that powerful wind that in one fell swoop could 

pick you up and move you a metre off the trail. Back at the Pylon, Paul summed up the general 

feeling of the group when he said, “I just want to get out of the wind and the in my tent." No 

such luck, for he and Trevor helped Jonathan navigate the tricky terrain partway down the 

bluffs while the rest of us zonked out in our tents for a few hours. We only emerged long 

enough to stand in a tight circle with our backs to the wind shoveling in our food before it got 

cold. 

 
Mt Aspiring / Tititea from the Cascade Saddle Track (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The wind played havoc with the sides of our tents during the night -I know because it woke me 

on several occasions. We were all up by 8 am and, due to the same cruddy white clouds, 

decided to ditch that day’s plan of going over Governors Ridge. We packed up camp and began 

the slow, gravity unforgiving Culler's Route. The day got better and better as we descended, 

and it was hard to believe it was blowing a gale just over ridge. We were the first trampers to 

stumble into "Hotel Aspiring" so we secured the most prestigious of bunks along the far outside 

wall with the west valley and Mt Aspiring in the distance. Trevor got his brain picked! by all the 

curious foreigners and itchy climbers while the rest of us sat around drinking hot Raro. That 

evening, we feasted on very hot tomato soup, a wonderful rehydrated mince, rice and 
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vegetable meal, and my butterscotch pudding (mental note: never believe the serving 

suggestion on the package when feeding hungry trampers!) Soon after, we all settled down to 

sleep, not an easy task since our picturesque bunks also awarded us an unobstructed view of 

the nearly full, so extremely bright, moon! 

The Tuesday morning sky was absolutely clear with alpine glow on Mt Aspiring. We left early 

for a day hike up the valley to Pearl Flat and a crossing of the Matukituki Bridge to the start of 

the French Ridge trail. After a much-needed Moro fuel-up (thanks Shelley), we all motored back 

at a fast pace to the hut. It's amazing what step-ups you’ll take and how quickly you can move 

without your burdensome overnight pack on! Lunch was an attempt to ease the weight on said 

pack for the relatively easy flat walk back to the cars. 

On the road again, we stopped at a bar in Cromwell for dinner and beer - oh, beer - and ice 

hockey - oh, ice hockey - on the television before returning to the bright lights, big city of 

Dunedin via the Pigroot. I had such a fantastic time that, if they’d take me, I'd gladly tramp 

with any of this wonderful bunch again. 

Caroline Granger  
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LAKE ADELAIDE VIA A BOULDER FIELD 

March 31 – April 1, 2000 

Author: Caroline Granger 

Published in Bulletin 607, March 2001 

Trip leader Andrew MacKay promised good weather and entertainment for the optional 

Bushcraft trip to Fiordland and that's what he delivered But I should have known this was not 

your average weekend trip when we had our beer first, instead of after, while we waited for 

gas in Te Anau. We reached the Lower Hollyford Road by midnight, and I think it was a least 

2am by the time the medium-fit group, consisting of group leader Paul Bingham, Susan 

Shannon, and me, pitched a tent at the road end. I set my alarm for 6am and Paul said, "If we 

don't get up, kick our butts." 

I slept like a log and shot bolt upright at the alarm. A little voice from the other end of the tent 

said, "Ten more minutes." " But Paul, you said" "Ten more minutes." I'm not one to argue with 

more sleep, and we were on the trail by 8am. 

 

The first kilometre, from the footbridge to the walk wire, was nice and deceptively flat. This 

was my first crossing on a three-wire bridge, and I thanked God that my new boots had a well-

defined heel. Then we climbed straight up the Moraine Creek for 3 hours to the bog, Tent Flat. 

We took a nice break with wonderful views of waterfalls. If we didn't get our feet wet here, 

then we did crossing a river a kilometre later. I was happy that I got to use my river crossing 

skills I learned last weekend on Bushcraft. It became quite obvious that we were the first in a 
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while to use this trail as we had to bush-bash between the little orange trail markers. Then all 

of a sudden, we lost the markers, and it was up on a steep snow slope. After a few hours, we 

got our first glimpse of Lake Adelaide. It is a gorgeous alpine lake rimmed with waterfalls. 

Unfortunately, right on the other side of our vantagepoint was a field of boulders that were not 

on the map! Oops. It was incredibly frustrating and rough going over them, but we got through 

and to a camping spot by 6pm. 

Camp was a relatively flat spot of ground among the boulders with a great water source 

nearby. We had wonderful views of Marian and Sabre Peaks and their amazing granite rock 

feces making it extremely easy to see why climbers are attracted to this place. We had some 

difficulty finding rocks small enough to hold out the tent fly. The ground cloth was a mixture of 

sliced opened liner bags, Gore-Tex parkas and overtrou, and thermarests. During this process, 

two juvenile kea came to call on us. "Mind your gear," Paul warned me. He then cooked 

yummy tea while Susan and I thawed out our feet. The lot of us were too tired for dessert and 

fell fast asleep by 8:30pm to the sound of water. 

We were much better about getting up at 6am on Sunday morning and ate cold breakfasts in 

the tent while we waited for light on the boulders. After putting on our cold boots, we quickly 

packed up and were off across the base of the Darran Pass to thankfully avoid the boulders. 

Then it was up a steep face to rejoin our footprints in the snow. Lunch was forty-five minutes 

at Tent Flat and Paul fired up the billy so we could have hot chocolate and a quick swig of 

mulled wine. Yuck. Then it was the slow, dreaded decent down the steep trail. It was very 

slippery due to the melting snow that flooded our way and the newly forming moss on the 

rocks. At one point Paul patched up my knee from a nasty slip on the granite because I've got 

in the habit of always leaving blood behind. Back over the walk wire, flat trail, footbridge, and 

finally road, everyone was immediately accosted by sandflies (my only lasting injury). 

As promised, we had beautiful clear skies all weekend and the entertainment was the 10:30pm 

Sunday Night Gore Floorshow at the gas station where a policewoman broke up a drunken 

brawl and arrested some kids right in front of the van. What a circus. 

Caroline Granger 
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MT SOMERS 

February 24-25, 2001 

Author: Peter Stevenson 

Published in Bulletin 607, March 2001 

On Friday night the 23rd of February, 28 trampers from OTMC headed for Mt Somers aboard an 

Otago Road Services bus. The plan was for half the group to start at the Woolshed Creek car 

park, tramp through to Pinnacles Hut and out to the Sharplin Falls reserve, and the other group 

to do the reverse trip. 

We reached the Woolshed Creek car park at about 11 o’clock after the driver had some anxious 

moments negotiating narrow gateways and washouts along the track to the campsite. It wasn’t 

until the next morning when the bus driver returned in his own car to collect tents not needed 

by those confident of a bunk at Pinnacles Hut that he saw how close the bus was to the edge 

of the road and how big the drop over the edge was! Once tents had been pitched it was time 

for a nightcap and discussion of the best route to be taken tomorrow, either along the ridge to 

Mt, Somers Hut or the canyon route. 

 
Woolshed Creek Hut and environs from near Trip R, Mt Somers area (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The next morning it was Ron Minnema’s group who were first away shortly after 8 o’clock. The 

rest of us ambled off about an hour later. Liz Clark, Ann and Chris Burton, and Greg Powell took 

the canyon route up the river channel, the rest of us headed up to explore the coalmine and 
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tram-rail relics. Those of us who took the coalmine route were more than happy with our option 

when we viewed the steep ascent from the river to Trig R the canyon group had to make. 

Woolshed Creek was reached by mid-morning. Ron’s group had already dropped their packs at 

Mt Somers Hut and were off on the hour side trip to explore the Spa Pool, Hydroslide, and 

Howden Falls sites. Some of us headed off to the Spa Pool while others took a well-deserved 

rest. 

After our excursion we all headed off from Woolshed Creek to cross over the saddle then on to 

Pinnacles Hut. The steady uphill grade soon had us strung out in groups of twos and threes 

along the track. There was a brief regroup at the saddle and discussion as to whether we 

should make an attempt at the summit of Mt. Somers, but a lack of water would have made it 

foolhardy. We observed the group who started from Sharplin Falls for a few minutes as they 

made their way down from the summit of Mt Somers. 

The trade down from the saddle to Pinnacles Hut was quite steep with the loose surface 

causing most to lose their footing at least once. Most of us reached Pinnacles Hut at about 

three o’clock to find it already full of a Christian youth group from Timaru. However, they were 

happy to make room for those of us without tents. 

The area around Pinnacles Hut is popular for rock climbing. We watched a climber tackle one of 

the pinnacles behind the hut. He got about 3/4 of the way up then became stuck and his 

female partner had to rescue him. 

During the evening chefs extraordinaire Greg Powell and Chris Burton kept the crowd amused 

with a display of culinary delights, a 100% improvement on Greg’s effort from a previous 

tramp! 

Everyone without a tent managed to find a place to sleep whether it was in a bunk for the lucky 

few, on the floor or out on the veranda.  

The following morning dawned dear, but by 10 o’clock thick fog rolled up the valley from the 

coast. The walk out to the car park was along the riverbank and through beech forest. 

Unfortunately, the valley close to the hut is infested with wasps. One managed to get down 

Greg’s gaiter and gave him a nasty sting. A steep climb towards the bottom of the valley took 

us to the top of a rocky knob. On reaching the summit most took the opportunity for a lunch 

break. Unfortunately, the fog obscured the view. 

There were two options for the descent from the knob to the Sharplin Falls car park. The steep 

zigzag took trampers to the Sharplin Falls then along the river to the car park. The other took a 

more gradual descent directly to the car park and the awaiting bus. 

The bus dropped us at the Mt Somers pub for a well-earned drink while it went to collect the 

other party’ from the Woolshed Creek car park. Once the other party had been picked up we all 

headed back to Dunedin, stopping for a meal and an update on the cricket at the Jolly Potter in 

Temuka. 

Peter Stevenson 
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BUSHCRAFT 2001 – A BRIEF REPORT 

February – March 2001 

Author: Antony Pettinger  

Published in Bulletin 607, March 2001 

I am in the process of writing a frill report for the Committee on Bushcraft 2001, and thought I 

would pass on the following details: 

From my point of view this year’s Bushcraft course has been very successful throughout, from 

the opening -evening on February 27 right through to the concluding evening on April 3. 

39 people enrolled for the course, which is the largest number since 1991, when we had 54 

participants. I feel that we were at our limit this year as far as leadership is concerned, but we 

made it. 

The OTMC offered a reduced fee to school students, and we enjoyed the company of eight 

students. The participants were a great bunch and I know that all the members involved 

enjoyed passing on their knowledge and experience. 

The format of the course was similar to that of previous years - a weekend practical camp at 

Tirohanga, a trip to the Silver Peaks, a day spent rivercrossing in the Taieri, and the 

opportunity of attending the combined OTMC / Bushcraft weekend to Fiordland. 

The weather during the course was brilliant. A bit of fog hung around the tops of the Silver 

Peaks on the Saturday, but Sunday was one of those very rare days weatherwise - no wind and 

glorious sun. The river before the Tunnels Track was well appreciated by many. A highlight for 

some was the rivercrossing day. The weather was perfect, the river a bit low, but we managed. 

It was great to see about 15 people bobbing their way back down the river practising pack 

flotation skills. 

As always, the success of the course is due to the time and effort many club members put in, 

and I thank all those the assisted - the evaluations I have done have been very positive. Special 

thanks to Teresa Blondell, Robyn Thomson, and Ramona Clark for the great catering at 

Tirohanga, and to Alan Thomson for taking a lot of the load of me prior to Tirohanga. A special 

appreciation to Debbie for the endless tasks she has done behind the scenes - they haven’t 

gone unnoticed. Without this assistance, the course wouldn’t run as smoothly as it does. 

Finally, a big thankyou to the participants. I enjoyed meeting you all, and hope that you 

enjoyed the course. I’ll see you all in the hills someday. 

Antony Pettinger 
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GOVERNMENT TRACK MAHINERANGI BIKE RIDE 

March 25, 2001 

Author: Rob Porteous 

Published in Bulletin 608, May 2001 

A glorious Sunday morning. We met up at the clubrooms at 9:00am. Once, who was there for a 

ride and who was there to cross rivers was sorted out three of us loaded up the car and headed 

for the Taieri. 

Once some minor bike maintenance had been taken care of, we started up the Government 

track. This is an easy gradient and ideal for a mountain bike ride. It’s much quicker than 

walking and only takes a person of average fitness about one- and three-quarter hours. From 

here it’s on to Dunstan Rd and over to the track running around Lake Mahinerangi to Post 

Office Creek. The track is a bit overgrown in places and this caused Tony some concern as a 

foot injury made pushing his bike through the scrub somewhat painful. Trevor was very 

impressed at the water skiing prospects but as we lacked a suitable boat on this occasion, we 

didn't get to try out the water. 

 

Just as we reached Post Office Creek, we encountered a small problem. We no longer had a 

trio. Tony was nowhere to be seen. Somehow he had lost the track and in the end decided to 

retrace his steps back to the car. Trev and myself eventually agreed that this was the most 

likely reason for his disappearance and continued on. This being now by far the shortest route 

to the car. 

Kowhai Spur was in ideal condition for a rapid decent to the carpark, so Trev was able to make 

his way to car just before Tony exited the Government Track. Meanwhile I did another circuit of 

the lake track to ensure Tony wasn't broken down anywhere. Naturally I missed his note left 
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etched in the gravel before heading down to the lake and so ended up doing more riding than 

was really necessary. Still, it was all fun and a great day for a ride. 

In the end the whole thing took about 5hrs, not including the unscheduled two-hour detour, so 

thanks to Tony and Trev for making it all a fun days riding. 

Rob Porteous 
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THE MARATHON 

February 10, 2001 

Author: Wolfgang Gerber 

Published in Bulletin 608, May 2001 

Every time I’ve done the “Full” (pronounced “Fool”) marathon, the conditions have either been 

too hot, too cold, or too foggy, and finally this year, excellent. A mild day, high cloud, great 

visibility, with a touch of sporadic rain to keep cool. Great marathoning weather! The course 

takes in quite a few parts of the tracks in our tramping backyard. 

It begins at Booth Road and includes the Pineapple Track, Whare Flat, Chalkies, Powder Hill, 

Big Stream, Poplar Hut, Mt John Hut, Christmas Creek, Gap Saddle, Rocky Ridge, Pulpit Rock, 

Green Hut site, Swampy, and finally (phew!) back to Booth Road. It’s held every February and 

climbs and falls about 3000 m - it’s about 60 kms in distance and starts at the ungodly hour of 

4.30 am! 

If contemplating the Full marathon, you should be familiar with most of the areas, as some 

parts are tricky and some are not, and we don’t want to become “geographically embarrassed”! 

Most of the tracks are visited by the club throughout the year on Sunday trips. 

If the “Full” is too much, think about doing the “Half, which is only (only??? Ed) about 35 km. A 

big thanks to Terry (my fellow marathoner) for finding my yuppie phone, which I lost 

somewhere near Sleepy Hollow. Also, a big “Ta” to Peter Mason and Ian Sime for manning 

(ooooops!) personning the checkpoints year after year) and supplying us with water, goodies 

and encouragement.  

And a big thanks to Chris Burton for the can of local ale at the end! 

Wolfgang Gerber 
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SAREX – TRACK AND CLUE AWARENESS 

March 31 – April 1, 2001 

Author: Fiona and Danny  

Published in Bulletin 608, May 2001 

I was late for the course as I couldn't find the place. I was very late and by the time I arrived 

they were planning my search, they talked about it but had more important things to do, like 

looking for tiny details on the backs of leaves. 

It was a really interesting weekend. There were about 15 people there though some came and 

went as they had other commitments. There were two of us from the tramping club. The 

others were from Red Cross, Alpine Search Dogs, police, amateur radio, and interested people 

without any club affiliation. The course was well planned with no activity going for long enough 

to be bored. We spent time inside talking about what we were doing and why, and we spent 

time outside examining footprints, broken twigs and bent ferns in new ways. We also looked at 

fireplaces, huts and toilets from new' angles. We divided into teams to do the tracking. Along 

each track there was a minty for each member of the group, as a reward and to confirm we 

were on the right track. (I just hope people who are lost for real remember to drop minties). 

The weekend wasn't physically arduous. It emphasised the importance of teamwork. Tracking 

is useful for finding where people went off the track or first disappeared. It establishes the 

direction they went in. Then tracker dogs are used to go further and faster to find the missing 

person or people. I would recommend it to anyone who is interested in search and rescue. 

Thanks to Ross and the team for a very interesting weekend. 

Fiona and Danny.  
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MAKARORA TO THE EAST MATUKITUKI (VIA THE 

ALBERTBURN RIVER) 

April 13-16, 2001 

Author: Caroline Granger 

Published in Bulletin 609, June/July 2001 

I had no idea what to expect of this four day / three-night tramp. Looking back on it, this trip is 

now the benchmark of exhaustion and hard work that I will hold all other tramps up against. By 

midnight on Thursday, we parked both vehicles at the Cameron Flat and the four of us, Trevor 

Deaker, Mark Borrie, Arthur Blondell and I, were tucked in a three-man tent. It was cosy. I 

could not sleep. After counting all the sheep in New Zealand jumping over a fence, I took a 

mental inventory of my gear and had a panic attack when I remembered that I forgot my 

gaiters. Yeah. That REALLY helped the sleep dilemma. 

 
Lower reaches of the Albert Burn River (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

This was a traverse trip so after breakfast we piled into Trevor's Subaru wagon and said 

goodbye to Arthur's Toyota Corona - not to be seen again until four days’ time. I was sweating 

about the gaiter situation, so we stopped in Wanaka for me to buy puttees and then we were 

off to Makarora. After a friendly tip from a local farmer, we parked the car below the Wilkin and 

only needed to cross the braided Makarora River a half a dozen times. Despite the fact that the 

river levels were low, our feet would never be dry again and I discovered that my boots are 
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probably two kilos each when wet. This first day was a cruisey stride down the side of Lake 

Wanaka to the mouth of the Albert Burn River. 

Even though I had them inside the vestibule of the tent, I woke the next morning to frozen 

solid socks. I decided to save my dry set as a treat to myself at night, therefore I waited until 

the last possible moment to put the frozen ones on - even had to put one on inside out 

because it was too stiff to turn around. The boots were partially frozen as well. Lovely. Mark 

and I were actually looking forward to a river crossing to warm our feet up! The next eight 

hours were serious bush-bashing as we climbed up the side of our first waterfall. That night, 

Mark reckoned that I had an allergy to the bush due to the rash on the front of my legs that 

spread from me top of my pucca to the bottom of my shorts. It was a wonderful deep sleep. 

 
Large waterfall in the Albert Burn (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 
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The third day will go down in history as the toughest of my life. To avoid the gorge in the river 

and the bush (I think they felt bad for me and my rash), we started with an ascent straight up 

to just below the ridge. It was a grunt. We traversed until Trevor and Arthur spotted the 

second waterfall to be climbed in the distance. So, we went down to the river valley and then 

back up again along the side. We stopped to enjoy the spray of the cataract, or precipitous 

waterfall, and then noticed the sky was spilling "crud" in our direction. Time to get going. 

Although blessedly not bush-bashing, this waterfall ascent was hindered by boulders and 

$%#*ing spear grass. There is just no getting around it. 

 
Albert Burn Saddle from the East Matukituki side (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

All I could scream each and every time I hit that goddamn plant was "ouch." I apologised to 

Mark for my frequent outbursts, but he said he quite enjoyed the "sound effects”. We stopped 

for lunch around 1pm on the upper flats and were forced to don our parkas as the weather 

started to mist on us. About an hour along the flat, we came across our third and final cascade. 

An idea was put forward to set up camp as there would be no place to do so until we got over 

the saddle and down to Junction Flat on the East Matukituki side, or about six hours. At the 

moment, the weather was good so I pushed the fatigue straight out of my mind and told them 

I'd like to just get it over with. Clumps of grass and determination to live somehow got me up 

the near vertical side of the waterfall and up, up, up until we finally got to the Albert Burn 

Saddle. 

We were there! What a relief! We could see for miles, even though the cruddy white clouds - 

the ONLY ones we had all weekend - obstructed our views of the grand mountains in Mount 

Aspiring National Park. Then it was down, down, down, the other side. We were in search of 
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the orange pylons that marked "the trail," What? My God. A trail was something we had not 

seen in DAYS. And when we found it, Arthur and I damn near ran down to take advantage of 

as much natural light as we could. Eventually we couldn’t see our hands in front of our face, let 

alone the trail at our feet, so we stopped to get our headlamps. Not only was the pain in my 

toes very intense, but I was amazed at how slowly I moved now that I could clearly see where 

I was going. 

 
3-Wire swing bridge across the Kitchener River at Junction Flat (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

After what seemed like an eternity, I finally heard the rush of the East Matukituki river and was 

greeted by a three-wire bridge. This was my first crossing of such a bridge in pitch darkness 

with only a headlamp to guide me. We set up camp directly on the other side and Arthur made 

a splendid and much deserved meal of pasta. As the four of us silently sat scooping the food 

into our mouths, Mark cried "OY" and jumped up. All headlamps turned in his direction as a 

possum glanced up at us from our wonderful cheesecake dessert. Trevor chased it away with 

sticks and stones and made sure it would not be back. As opposed to the first night of the trip, 

sleep was instantaneous - and well it should be after eleven hours of tramping. The final day 

was a cruisey walk down the East Matukituki trail to Cameron Flat. We ate chocolate Easter 

eggs at each rest stop along die way and had a lovely swim in the East Matukituki at the end. 

What I absolutely loved about these guys was that they would frequently stop and spend a 

quarter of an hour just sitting there, eating scroggin, and absorbing the view. That, combined 

with the weather gods granting of Trevor's request for clear skies, made for an extremely 

memorable weekend. 

Thanks to Trevor, Mark, and Arthur. 
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WILKIN – SIBERIA – YOUNG VALLEYS  

April 13-16, 2001 

Author: Wolfgang Gerber 

Published in Bulletin 609, June/July 2001 

On Thursday night we all bedded down just north of Makarora at Cameron Creek, some in cars, 

some in tents, and the real blokes under fly’s. Unfortunately, the trampers in tents and cars 

missed out on the experience of little mice running over their faces. 

After a hearty breaky, under a clear sky we were off to Makarora and in no time had on our life 

jackets for the jet boat trip up the Wilkin. Those who dressed lightly for the jet boat trip soon 

regretted it, as pink knees quickly turned blue. Our driver, captain, skipper? gave us a pretty 

exciting ride up the Wilkin, while the cows on the bank (who he was trying to give a shower to) 

seemed quite unmoved (unmooved). The jet boat trip lasted about twenty minutes but for the 

scantily clad it lasted a little longer. 

 
An earlier version of Siberia Hut (burnt down in 2011) – April 13, 2001 (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Once we landed on Terra Firma it took a couple of hours to walk through the gorge and we 

found a wonderful spot for lunch. Another hour and a half and we arrived at our campsite 

beside Siberia Creek, passing the Siberia Hut with its own air strip, along the way. As the day 

had been quite easy we decided to take a stroll up Siberia Valley but fading light soon turned 

us back to the campsite where a yummy meal was consumed. Saturday morning we awoke to a 

heavy frost and after another hearty breaky, we were on our way to Crucible Lake. A one hour 

climb through the gorge followed by an easier hour to the lake. The lake was obviously made 
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by the force of glacial action, it was half surrounded by cliffs, the other half a high ridge with a 

small outlet. An amazing sight to see. It looked as if it was man (oops) person made.  

Lunch was again taken in brilliant sunshine where after the Olympic (camera) team of Barry, 

Terry and myself played on the rocks well above Lake Crucible and a magnificent view was our 

reward. Unfortunately, time was against us, so it was back to the campsite where we packed 

and headed up out of the valley. After about half an hour we crossed one of those massive 

landslips that have happened in the last five to six years in our valleys. Another half an hour 

and we found a great site for a camp. The next morning there was a three hour climb up to 

Gillespie Pass where the Olympic team (who by this time were suffering from acute altitude 

sickness) took off their tops for a photo shot. At the Pass the views were out of this world with 

the Siberia Valley far below us in the direction we came, the narrow Young Valley to which we 

were heading and finally the surrounding mountains Mt Alba, Mt Horrible and Mt Awful to name 

just a few. 

 
L-R Barry Atkinson, Wolfgang Gerber & Terry Duffield, Gillespie Pass, April 15, 2001 (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 
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After a steep descent we finally came to the upper Young Valley where I managed to spot a 

late flowering Mt Cook lily. With the weather closing in my party decided to blob out at Young 

hut (so I could recharge my pacemaker batteries) while the other party moved on. That night 

the hut was so full with trampers that some had to bed down in the Kommondants quarters. 

The inevitable jokes were told and we laughed until we fell asleep. Up at six am and off at 

seven am, down the Young Valley we strolled through some pretty bush scenery. There were 

some blankets of fog scattered around the valley which made it an eerie sight. After crossing 

the Makarora river the walk along the road back to Makarora appeared to be a bit dull. We all 

eventually met at Makarora, swapped stories, had some nibbles, drink and arrived safety back 

home early evening.  

 
View over Gillespie Stream towards the Siberia Valley from route to Gillespie Pass (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

A big thanks goes to Antony who organised a really great trip and the bonus was the great 

weather, fun and company. 

Wolfgang for Brian, David, Barry and Terry  
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BALL PASS  

April 28-29, 2001 

Author: Paul Van Kampen 

Published in Bulletin 610, August 2001 

We travelled up to Mt Cook through Kurow and had tea there; it was a lovely warm starry 

night. We stopped in the Tasman Valley to drop Doug Forester off for his solo trip and saw 

awesome bands of clouds parallel to the valley. These were lit, it seemed, by the glaciers and 

mountains themselves as there was no moon. Was this the forecast bad weather coming?? We 

set up camp in the Blue Lakes shelter at the terminal face of the Tasman Glacier. The sign said 

NO CAMPING so we all slept on the floor in the shelter. I had some trouble turning out Paul’s 

cave light thingy with everyone wanting me to put my body away - well, how ungrateful is 

that??!!!  

Looking up the Tasman Glacier from the Ball Hut/Shelter site (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Morning came, as it usually does, and Paul B had to make the unenviable decision of saying we 

would not be spending Saturday night on Ball Pass, which I agreed with. As it worked out, we 

saw more by doing two-day trips, one of which was Ball Pass. Susan was nice enough to take 

our packs, crampons and iceaxes up to the road end for us in her flash, heated 4WD, and we 

laughed at her and Paul B's rough ride while we trudged, (strolled like ballerinas) in a freezing 

cold wind (lovely fresh mountain breeze) - boy, did they miss out! Our party was Trevor, Chris, 

John, Barry and I; another group followed up behind us. We took a short cut up a slip, played 
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with a kea on the way, and onto the track on the ridge top. And there was Mt Cook - brilliant! 

Echoing around the mountains were the sound of avalanches, but we only saw one or two; it 

just shows the size of the place really. We had lunch at the hut with ideal conditions - sunny, 

relatively warm and no wind. Mt Tasman and Silberhorn looked fantastic from this angle, with 

Mt Cook beside them as huge and awesome as ever. 

Above the hut we moved along a rocky and relatively steep part of the ridge. There was one 

tricky bit requiring iceaxes in case of a fall toward the Tasman Glacier. Once down onto the 

glacier itself the mutual decision was to drop packs here for a scurry up to Ball Pass. We moved 

quickly up the first slope of the glacier and left our crampons and iceaxe at the top. Then in a 

slick move, up another slope to the pass. Behind us we left a lovely little trail of gear, but never 

too far behind had the weather changed. 

There was no snow on the very top of the pass (unusual I have been told) and a cool mountain 

breeze whistling through my helmet to add to the feel, with brilliant views everywhere. I 

enjoyed watching the NW cloud rolling over the Main Divide and evaporating on the downwind 

side, with the summit of Mt Sefton topping out above the seething mass of cloud. I gazed 

across the valley toward Mueller Hut as the wind buffeted me, remembering another fantastic 

weekend last year.  

 
Ball Pass (2121m) from the Tasman side (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

With all of the up, up, up out of the road we went down, down, down, collecting our gear as 

we went - it’s like finding a $20 note on the street really. I managed to get in a little glissading, 

great fun! My waist strap had pulled off my pack, so I got to use my first aid kit for the first 
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time, but to mend my pack not me thank goodness. We met a guided group spending the day 

learning self-arresting on the glacier. I think they were a little surprised we were doing this as a 

day trip, and I might add, it didn’t cost us $650. 

It was sad to finally be down to the 4WD as it had been so nice gazing around at the sun 

setting on the mountains on the way down. Thank you, Susan, for carrying our gear out, and 

both Trevor and Susan for coming back to pick us up, which saved half an hour of trudging 

down the road. The day was from 7 am - 7 pm and everyone was tired, so back at the shelter 

we all had a quick tea and off to bed ready for another early start - no rest for the wicked! 

 
Sefton Biv is in the centre of this photo, taken from the Mueller Hut route (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Morning came again and none of the forecast rain, with just a few hogs back / lenticular clouds 

in the distance and the ridge far above us glinting with orange sunlight. I just sat and enjoyed 

the early morning, thinking “We were up there yesterday, I wonder what the view is like now?” 

Gradually the sun warmed us on the valley floor, which highlighted a small problem. Trevor had 

a puncture. (I mean his car.) Off we went to the Hooker Valley in Susan’s 4WD - oops, did I 

mention the 4WD again? Soooorrry!!! We met Doug who had also come down early due to the 

forecast and he joined us on our daytrip up to Sefton Biv. We followed Stocking Stream up to 

the start of the climb, where there were lovely ancient glacial striations on the rocks. 

Paul B, Susan, Mark and Doug joined our group from yesterday, and we had ideal conditions, 

again with great views. We basically did a zigzag up to the biv with a steep bit at the top, which 

wouldn’t be a good spot if a bit of snow and ice were on the snow grass! There were also many 
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loose rocks around, so we were very careful to move up and down this section in groups. It 

took us about three hours from the Hooker carpark to the biv, and 2 A hours back down. 

With Mueller Glacier far below us, you feel like a very small dot on the mountainside, and I got 

some great photos. We could look across to Ball Pass where we had been yesterday and also 

across to Mueller Hut with expansive views. Sefton Biv is really cute and a lovely bright red. 

Last time Doug was there he walked right over the biv due to the snow cover. You could 

imagine what photo Doug wanted, just watch the guttering on the slide down! 

Tea at Twizel was great as it gave us the chance to catch up with the other group which went 

up to Mueller Hut, and I got to mention the 4WD (sorry, I can’t help myself). 

Another great weekend with great people and lots of laughs, and a little sweat but no blood. 

Stats were - day 1 = 1400m up then down, 12 hours; day 2 = 830m up then down, 7 hours. 

Thanks to Paul Bingham for organizing the weekend and to all who came along. 

Paul van Kampen for Chris Dyson, John Vale, Barry Atkinson, Paul Bingham, Susan Shannon, 

Doug Forrester, Trevor Deaker and Mark Borrie. 
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EAST DOME 

May 19-20, 2001 

Author: Ian Sime 

Published in Bulletin 610, August 2001 

Ten of us in three cars headed off in deteriorating weather one Friday night in May, 

rendezvousing in heavy rain in Riversdale to travel in convoy to Paul Paterson's farmhouse, 

Moonlight. We couldn't have been more pleased when Paul offered us all indoor 

accommodation, saving us from erecting tents and flies in the rain. It had cleared by morning, 

when Paul offered to take us more than halfway to our hut on his Ute and trailer. This allowed 

us to reach the restored water Racemans Hut in time for an early lunch just as the first shower 

struck. Our group claimed use of the hut bunks while the others put up their tents right outside 

the door. 

 

As we headed off up farm tracks which led to the ridge of the Dome, the showers stopped. 

When we were almost at the start of the final steep climb to the summit, we reached the time 

limit if we were to be back at the hut by dark. Just as we were turning, the cloud lifted a bit 

allowing us to see the Mataura River and snow-capped mountains well to its west. We returned 

by following a good fence line to a lower saddle, and then die track we had used earlier, but 

avoiding an off-track excursion I had been responsible for during the climb. Ken had returned 

early so the solid fuel range was going, providing hot drinks and a warm hut to revive us. 

Sunday morning, most of us walked up the Dome Bum to a locked musterers hut, staying close 

to the river. We must have passed the intake for the race, which was built in the days of the 

gold rush to take water to Waikaia, but it was on the far side, and we missed it. The return to 
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our hut took a different route, following 4WD tracks. After lunch we headed out in groups as 

we were ready, along the 4WD track which followed the line of the derelict race. Ken and I, as 

senior members (!) of the group, did the final tidy of the hut, and were last out. When we were 

within about 90 minutes of the farmhouse we were very pleased to accept a ride in a 4WD van 

which Gwyneth Paterson brought out. By that time, it had been raining for 15 minutes and the 

track had changed direction so that the rain was in our face. Under cover, we were able to 

change into dry clothes, and some of us accepted the offer of a hot shower. Then during 

afternoon tea in the living room we celebrated Michael's birthday with a special cake, and 

thanked Paul and Gwyneth for their quite outstanding hospitality and assistance. 

Ian Sime for Robyn Bridges, Ken Powell, Michael St Joseph; Al Dunn, Laurel Dunn, Tina Mason, 

Terry Duffield, Olive Neilson, Jonette Service.  
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EYRE MOUNTAINS 

June 23-24, 2001 

Author: Greg Powell 

Published in Bulletin 610, August 2001 

The Eyre Mountains are located between the headwaters of the Oteri and Mataura Rivers, 

between Mossburn and Lake Wakatipu (Kingston), Using the word “mountains” is perhaps a 

little misleading, as the route we undertook was essentially a valley tramp with almost all of the 

time spent in the bush. 

A group of 14 people left Dunedin on Friday night in one van and one 4WD vehicle. The trip 

there was short and uneventful until we arrived at a spot near Acton Hut, where it was our 

intention to spend Friday night. Unfortunately, the paddocks we were driving through were wet 

and muddy and after much slipping and sliding the van (with trailer) became bogged. After a 

bit of pushing the van was eventually freed, but not before one of our number was given a 

liberal coating of mud from the rear wheels. I hear Ron Minnema is thinking of giving up 

tramping and taking up cross-country driving. Good driving skills, Ron.... 

It was then decided to park up on a drier patch of ground and pitch flys / tents for the evening, 

as we were unable to see Acton Hut. Pete and I bedded down in the back of the trailer and 

spent a very comfortable night. Come daylight, the hut could be seen on the bushline approx. 

10 minutes’ walk away. We never actually went there, but I understand it can sleep 10 people. 

 

Our party intended walking to the Cromel Branch Hut and then on to Cromel Biv (sleeps 2). We 

took the same route as Ron's group who were making for the hut. Steve Wilson ("Wal") 
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decided to take an early morning swim when he slipped while crossing the first creek. 

Unfortunately, I was the only one near him at the time and he made a desperate attempt to 

take me in with him. Was this an accident or was it revenge for beating him to the trailer the 

evening before? Only Steve knows! 

The route we took is well marked but the track itself is becoming overgrown and windfall trees 

make the going relatively difficult. Personally, I found the route a little boring as you are in the 

bush most of the time, however the company was good with lots of laughter and jokes along 

the way. According to the map the Cromel Branch Hut is before the first creek crossing. This is 

not quite the case as the Acton Stream splits into two branches and you actually do cross to the 

left bank and then shortly after re-cross back to the right bank before reaching the hut. This 

small omission on the map fooled us all, with Ron’s group backtracking thinking they had 

missed the hut. (I suspect they will try to blame the writer for this). 

Meanwhile our group carried on and did find the hut further down the track. We had taken a 

little longer than originally anticipated but decided we would continue on to Cromel Biv. 

Unfortunately, we had difficulty in picking up the route again, which used up more of our 

daylight hours and involved some serious bush bashing. For anyone else taking this route you 

should cross the creek to the bushline immediately adjacent to the hut, then follow the bushline 

300-400 metres downstream until you see the first of the orange track markers. When we 

reached our decision point we turned back as the map indicated very few likely camping spots 

and we felt we couldn’t have made it to the Biv before darkness set in. It turned out to be a 

good decision as once we had arrived back at Cromel Branch Hut and erected our tents the 

forecast rain set in with a vengeance. 

We had a most enjoyable Saturday night with all of us crowded into the small but cosy four-

bunk hut. The open fire provided plenty of ambience and we were treated to a cooking lesson 

from Ron and Steve, highlighting what not to do. The final outcome was what looked like 

tomato soup with lumps in it, but a very flavoursome dish. 

By Sunday morning the rain had gone, but a mild frost was evident and quite bracing as we 

emerged from our warm tents. I was quite pleased I hadn’t stayed in the hut, as during 

breakfast I heard various complaints ranging from being woken up during the night with 

someone’s feet in the face, to the hut filling up with smoke in the early hours of the morning. 

Nevertheless, everyone seemed bright and chirpy after the night’s rest and ready to backtrack 

the route we had come and meet up with the third group back at the van at 4 pm. The rain 

again held off for most of the day and the trip back was a pleasant experience, although pretty 

uneventful and little opportunity for any decent photographs. We made it back to the van about 

3 pm and, after boiling the billy for a cup of tea, set off for home. But this was only after a little 

more pushing to get the van through the “boggy bits”. Overall, a good weekend, but on 

reflection, next time I venture into this area I would like to take a route that involves a little 

more height and the pleasure of some good views of the area. 

Greg Powell for Pete Stevenson, Anne Burton, Shirley Croot, Bess Taylor and Bevan Allan.  
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CANYON CREEK 

May 5-6, 2001 

Author: Robyn Bridges 

Published in Bulletin 611, September 2001 

Obeying instructions to the letter that the Ahuriri Base Hut is immediately after the locked gate 

found a group of 13 trampers peering through the gloom at a sign reading ‘Canyon Creek’. 

What locked gate? 

 

It’s a big valley the Ahuriri and an even smaller Base Hut and playing find the Hut on a 

moonless night at 11.00pm wasn’t on my plans. But find it we did (thanks to Ann and her trusty 

vehicle) and so three groups bedded down in their respective departure places. One in the Hut 
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from where they planned to climb to the ridge overlooking the Dingle and the other two at the 

turn off to Canyon Creek. Both groups planned to head to the upper basin with one planning to 

camp at the tarn at 1650m. Plans to do the traditional round trip were on hold because of 

mustering. 

The next morning dawned still but foggy with the sort of fog that looked like it might outstay its 

welcome. But tramping is nothing if not the sport of optimists and picking up a well-marked 

track on the true right of Canyon Creek we quickly climbed to the vantage point above the 

Canyon. After taking in the views of the sheer drop below, it was a quick trip down and an 

equally fast trip up to the cirque and the waterfall above which is the Upper Basin. Passing the 

accepted route up this face, we headed towards the grassy slopes where on an outcrop we ate 

our lunch and took in the views. We were not alone in using this route as several cairns were 

passed and after some creative route finding (shortcuts) by she who shall remain nameless, we 

found ourselves with our heads literally in the clouds. The fog was showing no signs of 

departing. It wasn’t cold nor windy as we tramped through the murk and postponing plans to 

go higher the two groups decided to stick together and before conditions got worse make 

camp. 

Moir refers to this basin as ‘a great place to be’ and he is not wrong. It is a beautiful basin 

(what we could see of it) even in the fog and considered ourselves particularly lucky when in 

the early evening the fog broke giving tantalising views of Mt Barth and the Thurneysen 

Glacier. Brief but perfect. Sunday morning with Greg’s assurances that by 10am all would be 

revealed we set off to explore the head of the basin, and to see if the scree slopes were as 

good as they looked. They weren’t and not a lot was revealed but the grey added to the Gothic 

atmosphere. It could have been the set of one of Mervyn Peak’s novels. Damp glistening grey 

walls; the only thing missing was Swelter. 

We clambered up rock outcrops to get better views, slid over frozen avalanche debris and 

posed for photos at the double-sided rock bivvy before reluctantly heading back to break camp. 

No short cuts on the way down as we were ably guided by Barry and his party who carefully 

accentuated the cairns at the bottom of the cirque that we had so nonchalantly walked past on 

the way in (they were hard to see!) 

Viewing the mighty Ahuriri Valley as we drove out in the daylight was a final bonus. 

Robyn Bridges for the rest (sorry guys I’ve lost the list) 
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EYRE MOUNTAINS II 

June 23-24, 2001 

Author: Ron Minnema 

Published in Bulletin 611, September 2001 

Greetings to those of you who elected to miss out on the opportunity to tramp on a weekend 

near the shortest day of the year.  

On Friday 14 hardy (foolish) souls left the club rooms at 6pm sharp, their destination the Eyre 

Mountains, north of Lumsden. The journey in was somewhat uneventful, but Robyn's 

reputation of getting lost is unwarranted as she managed to get us to the farmhouse on Hilliers 

Road without backtracking. It was well and truly dark as we drove down the forestry roads 

through pine forest to the base of the Eyre Forest by the Acton Stream. Here we had some 

excitement where the van nearly got stuck in the mud. However, all the men except Greg rose 

to the challenge and assisted the van through the mud. At the final destination we were in a 

paddock by the Acton Stream. In spite of Bess's assertion that she thought the hut was over 

the stream somewhere we roughed it by sleeping under flys and in tents. There were those of 

course who thought it was too cold and slept in the van and the trailer. What is happening to 

OTMC members? Those in the van will recommend not to do it in the future as they had little 

sleep and it caught up with them the next day.  

Anyway, up at 8ish in the dark and tramping at first light. Robyn’s group of three disappeared 

into the mist bound for island hut. A six-hour uphill journey. They were first to sign the hut 

book since 1999. Our two groups set off for the Cromel Bivouac and Cromel Branches hut 

respectively.  

The first two hours or so were an amble beside the Acton Stream, climbing over windfall and 

often off the track. Fortunately, the track is well marked but not maintained. After a few hours 

we hit a hill which took its toll. However, we regrouped and carried on. Unable to reach the hut 

by lunchtime we stopped for lunch beside a stream. Once rested we proceeded onwards. No 

views. All trees. If you like trees do this tramp. The weather was kind....no rain. After several 

hours we finally caught up with Greg Powell’s group who need to brush up on their map 

reading skills. “You must have missed the hut. Turn back”. So, we did. After crossing a tussock 

clearing several times and about to give up, young Phil Keene spotted the hut in the distance. 

While not being able to see it we decided to have one last go. To cut a long story short we 

found the hut, 10 minutes before the other group who were running short of daylight arrived 

back at the hut.  

Following the rules of first in first served (Shirley excepted) we claimed the hut approximately 

7.5 hours after starting the trip. The evening's entertainment involved watching each team 

member cook. With a roaring fire, few drafts and a few laughs we were all in bed at 8. Thank 

God said Ann B...no fuel left in the tank. We shaved two hours off the return trip after 12 hours 

sleep.  
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Kentucky Fried was had in Gore and we were all home by 8.30pm. Now we have discovered the 

area it will be worthwhile returning but aiming for Mount Bee Hut where views are guaranteed, 

weather permitting. 

Ron for Steve, Phil, Gary, Heather, Shirley, Greg, Anne, Bess, Bevan and Pete.  
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MT WATKIN 

July 15, 2001 

Author: Chris Dyson 

Published in Bulletin 611, September 2001 

We left the clubrooms just after 9 am on a beautiful clear morning and headed up the northern 

motorway for a short distance before we turned off inland toward Bucklands Crossing, just 

before the old Cherry Farm hospital. We headed over the rolling hills and soon we were parked 

up next to the Waikouaiti River, having nearly got some mud on Alan's 4WD! 

We put our boots and packs on and headed upstream, soon we could see Mt Watkin in the 

distance, and it looked like a good day’s walk ahead of us. We soon came to a stream crossing, 

and all tried our best to keep our feet nice and dry, I didn’t seem to have much luck. We were 

going to do a loop, walking up the west of Mt Watkin and returning down a ridge on the east of 

the mountain. Robyn took us up through a track where it was going to be more attractive and 

not as man-made as the bulldozer track below'. This was funny because soon we were walking 

through a field of swedes, but the views just got better and better. 

 

We had a rest up in the swedes and had a chocolate biscuit or two. It was a beautiful day with 

a clear sky and no wind, we could see for miles. A top-dressing plane was giving a dramatic air 

display and we worked out that the plane was only on the ground for about 2 minutes, then it 

would be away with another load. Soon we were scrambling up the loose but large rocks on the 

side of Mt Watkins and we had great views down onto the rock glaciers. 

Lunch time on the top and we got our cameras out and took in the great views of Mt Cargill, 

the Heads of the Otago harbour, Mt Charles, north toward Palmerston, over to the mountains 
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near Naseby and Ranfurly, and also a great view of the Rock and Pillar Range. We had a great 

lunch stop and were soon heading down on the opposite side to where we came up. In no time 

we were back down in the valley enjoying the last sun of the day. Thanks to Robyn Bridges for 

leading us on a great 6 hour round trip. 

Chris Dyson on behalf of Alan Thomson, Phil Keene, Laurel Dunn, Janet and Gavin MacArthur, 

Ken Mason, Jill Dodd, Jacob and Robyn Bridges  
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EYRE MOUNTAINS III 

June 23-24, 2001 

Author: Robyn Bridges 

Published in Bulletin 611, September 2001 

With the benefit of hindsight, a better easy to medium weekend trip would have been Acton 

Hut to Cromel Hut and then to Bee Hut. As the latter is above bush line there would at least 

have been a view. As it turned out a weekend confined to the valley was for some not quite so 

satisfying. 

 

A smaller group had planned to go to Islands Hut. Named after the islands in the nearby 

stream the track though not shown on the map is well marked. 20 minutes along the Acton 

Stream track a marker indicates the turn off crossing to the true right A well-defined route picks 

up a spur and climbs steeply to a junction where, after navigating round some major windfalls, 

it follows a marked route along the ridge. Crossing the first clearing and dipping into a saddle it 

leads again to open tops. At this point there is a choice. Take a short cut straight down on the 

left or follow the normal route sidling round the head of the valley. Never one to resist a short 

cut we headed down steeply to the stream at the bottom and on the other side picked up a 

deer trail. It was a steep but quick climb to the top. In open tussock once more and battling 

into a furious westerly we sidled round the 1100 m point from where you could see a distant 

patch of beech marking the location of the Islands hut. It was a relief to be out of the wind as 

we dropped down into the shelter of the next valley. Following too close to the true left of the 

stream at the bottom meant clambering over leatherwood and scrub but we soon emerged at a 

confluence of several small streams where a lonely cairn was spotted. The hut, though not far 
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from here and located at the very edge of this patch of beech, was visible. We were almost on 

it before we could see it. 

There was a sense of going back in time when you enter Islands Hut. A packet of Velvet 

washing powder still sits in the cupboard. The first aid kit too has some items whose packaging 

belongs to an earlier era. All neat and tidy and beautifully white-washed thanks I believe to the 

Southland Tramping Club. We had taken a tent, but we needn't have bothered. Not a lot of 

visitors have been to Islands Hut, but it was good to see in the visitor book the names of some 

OTMC’ers who had made a visit a few years back. 

The next morning in calm conditions and in a light dusting of snow we set off to the 1100m 

contour from where we planned to follow a different route out. This time sidling round the head 

of the valley we had avoided with our shortcut on the way in. From here we planned to keep 

sidling coming out above the Cromel Branch Hut then dropping down to the Acton Stream 

below. But time was the enemy and having calculated we would be an hour or so late, we 

picked up the ridge we came in on and headed for home. 

It's great country and definitely on my ‘must return1 list. Next time a longer trip though. 

Perhaps the round trip; Islands Hut, Cromel Bivvy, and then to Cromel Branch Hut and out? 

Robyn Bridges for Paul Devlin and Grant Burnard. 
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MACKENZIE HUT – WOLFGANG’S MID-WINTER 

CHRISTMAS (TAKE ONE) 

August 4-5, 2001 

Author: Carmel Casey 

Published in Bulletin 612, October 2001 

If you want to have a tramp with a difference, follow Wolfgang into his mid-winter madness. 

Twenty-eight of us piled into two vans and two cars to make our way to the How- den Hut on a 

wintry Friday night. The cars set off earlier and our group was cruising the main drag in Te 

Anau fay 7.30p.m. We settled on a diner called Hollyford Boulevard, which serves the biggest 

burger you have ever seen. We filled up on these and regretted every bite as we slogged up 

the zigzag from the Divide Shelter. Did you know burgers can turn into bricks?? 

It was a fabulous moonlit night specially ordered up by the organiser. Those who came later in 

the vans dumped their packs at the turnoff and climbed up to Key Summit. They had one of 

those once in a blue moon experience seeing that wild country covered in snow and laid out 

below them in the moonlight. 

 
Lake Mackenzie, Routeburn Track (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The Howden Hut was a welcome sight, and it was nice to find people already in residence. As 

we came out of the bush line a couple of members of our group were surprised to fine fresh 

frost on the ground - all part of the adventure of night tramping. 



OTMC TRIP REPORTS – 2001 

42 | P a g e  

 

Saturday was a bit cloudy which was a shame but then we were in Fiordland. The waterfalls on 

the way to MacKenzie Hut were spectacular. A couple of places had signs warning us not to 

stop until we had reached the far side of the danger area. Why are these always the places you 

want to take photos of? 

The MacKenzie Hut was a good size and offered a novelty for this beginning tramper - a huge 

sort of platform bunk. Shortly after our arrival the fireplace was decorated with its own 

Christmas ‘look’ - two dozen-supermarket bags of coal. I live and learn! 

Different parties chose different afternoon exploration routes around the hut. Some went 

around the lake toward Emily Peak. Others went up toward the Harris Saddle. It’s amazing the 

shapes snowdrifts make against the rock. There was a North Island, a rabbit (if you had your 

eye tuned) and assorted free forms. 

In the evening Wolfgang organised all the tables into one big one that looked like a boarding 

school special. He produced a Christmas cloth, candles in brass holders, crackers and the 

neatest line in twinkly earrings and brooches ever to grace a DOC hut. The stove was roaring, 

there was a spot or two of Christmas cheer in the thermal mugs, although wineglasses were 

spotted in the crowd, and the atmosphere was convivial, Santa did the rounds during dinner 

too. Definitely a recommended night! 

 
Wolfgang Gerber as ‘Santa’, at The Divide (Frame taken from video filmed Alan Thomson) 

Back at The Divide Shelter the next day our esteemed leader was seen being photographed in 

a Santa Claus suit with a bus load of Asian businessmen in suits who needed a picture of the 
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jolly red gentleman as a memento of the wilds of New Zealand in August. How does he get into 

these situations?  

Thanks again to Wolfgang and his brilliant organising. The moonlight was stunning, the mozzies 

were cancelled, and the company was fantastic. By the way - if you facetiously ask the 

gentleman with the huge wristwatch “Can that gadget give the altitude as well?” - It turns out 

it can. Boys and their toys.... 

Carmel Casey. 
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MACKENZIE HUT – WOLFGANG’S MID-WINTER 

CHRISTMAS (TAKE TWO) 

August 4-5, 2001 

Author: Brenda McAlpine 

Published in Bulletin 612, October 2001 

On Friday night 27 bright sparks loaded up and headed for Mackenzie Hut to do the annual 

Winter Routeburn / quiz night. We arrived at the Divide around 11.15 pm, donned the packs 

and head-torches and set off for Howden in still, cool, moonlit conditions. For those of us who 

hadn't tramped at night before it was a neat experience, with the brilliant moonlight making 

torches unnecessary some of the time. The snow- covered peaks seemed to glow against the 

dark velvet sky. Most took the side trip to Key Summit, while Laurel and I continued to Howden 

and a warm bed, arriving just before 1 am. 

On Saturday morning a nippy frost greeted us while the sun gilded the peaks away down the 

Greenstone Valley. After a bit of breakfast, we left the hut at 9.30 am with clouds beginning to 

roll in from the coast. A brief stop at Earland Falls for photos and a snack, then on to Mackenzie 

for lunch. 

 
Lake Mackenzie from the zig-zag track (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

In the afternoon people headed up the zig-zag or up towards Emily Pass. We took the forest 

track to Split Rock, an absolutely massive block with a neat split from top to bottom, like two 
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giant bookends, and it was possible to walk through with a minor scramble at the far end. We 

continued on to the head of the lake then followed cairns up the dry creek, clambering and 

jumping our way up through the rocks. Then a bit of very wet scrub-bashing for a while before 

returning to the easier option of the creek bed. At the top of a rise we could look up towards 

Emily Pass shrouded in cloud. Some had ventured up further to the snow and others walked up 

to the ice at the bottom of the nearest avalanche path. 

We made our way back down in steady drizzle and wandered around the lake edge. The ice 

around the beach was odd - it was as if the "plug" had teen pulled and the lake dropped, 

leaving the ice skating out across the lake for quite some distance. (A competition idea for next 

time, maybe??) 

The fire was going when we got back to the hut and the drying racks were soon draped with 

wet gear. With darkness descending the candles were lit, Santa hats put on and meals 

organised. Debbie provided yummy crackers and pate, Bruce brought a nice wine, Matt cooked 

up the best soup ever, and my main was enjoyed, topped off by delicious carrot cake from 

Laurel. All in all a hearty repast. 

The quiz was a barrel of laughs as usual and thoroughly enjoyed by everyone. A little bribery 

was evident, and a lot of hooting and hollering. The competition was close with chocy’s 

awarded to the winning team. Santa arrived for a visit and even brought presents for everyone, 

such a thoughtful chap! Later it was drinkies and stories around the fire before retiring to bed. 

Those who didn't sleep much can report that it rained most of the night, and when it wasn’t 

raining it must have been snowing as the tops had a good dusting when we got up on Sunday 

morning. After a leisurely breakfast it was decided to head on out as it was quite a wet day. We 

lunched at Howden and were back at the vans by 2 pm, lumped at the edges. We did a bit of 

amateur curling, sending stones where we had a hilarious time with some Asian tourists. There 

is probably a rumour running the length and breadth of China that Santa does not reside at the 

North Pole as history has suggested but lurks in the shelter at the Divide on the Milford Road in 

N.Z.! 

Thanks to Wolfgang for his brilliant and dedicated organisation. 

Brenda McAlpine. 
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SNOW SHELTER WEEKEND – OLD MAN RANGE 

August 25-26, 2001 

Author: Sandra de Vries 

Published in Bulletin 612, October 2001 

Meeting at 6 o’clock at the clubrooms was apparently too early for me. I forgot half the gear. 

Not a good start with the club! 

Our goal for the weekend was the Old Man Range near Alexandra. We met up with Susan near 

Mitchell’s cottage. The weather improved while walking to the top. Susan and Paul drove past 

us in the 4WD stopping to take our backpacks which saved us time and energy for the digging 

later on. 

Snow level was reached at the end of the track. It took 20min with backpack, shovel and ice 

axe to reach the spot where Susan and Paul pitched the tent, to be used in case of emergency. 

It took a lot of rocks to prevent it from flying away. 

Making a long drop happened to be more important than having a lunchbreak. It took turns 

with the ice axes to get it to its depth of 30cm. This proved to be enough anyway since only 3 

people used it. Dehydration and holding on up was the motto to avoid using it. 

After loading ourselves with enough energy to get us going we went to the spot where the 

caves would be. Paul had found a great and luckily sheltered spot, A big layer of virgin snow 

soon to be invaded by 8 strangers. Two groups were formed, a male and female one. The two 

Paul’s happily transformed themselves into women. Paul gave directions about the best way to 

pick the perfect spot and the digging started.  

Unfortunately, we girls had encountered a much tougher layer of snow. It took us longer than 

the men to dig the shelter. The final adjustments were digging an entry tunnel downwards, 

levelling the floor and closing the entrance by filling it up with snow. Then two holes were 

poked in the roof. It ended up just big enough for the four of us to sleep in. We started at 1300 

with sunshine and finished just before dark with a wind that was getting stronger and snow 

falling heavily. 

The men had been so kind to bring our snow-covered backpacks to the shelter. To keep our 

gear dry we used layers of plastic. Our sleeping bags came out and then it was time for dinner. 

Our shelter ended up black because of problems with the burner. The men had theirs steamed 

up while cooking, ours proved to be very dry. The meal and the heat warmed us up a bit. My 

clothes were still wet from digging but getting changed before the last toilet stop didn't make 

sense. Going to the ‘toilet’ was an ordeal. Finding it was a challenge and it took me more than 

30 min to warm up. For my previously exposed parts it took even longer. 

We women had a good snoreless night. At first, I had problems with breathing thinking about 

the two small holes providing us with oxygen (or not). After waking up a couple of times it 

seemed like I wasn’t going to suffocate after all, and I started to relax. 
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The next morning the men woke us, the weather had deteriorated. No cross-country skiing, 

rope work or breakfast in the sun. The men were packed and wanted to move. We ate the left-

over cheesecake and started packing. An hour was gone by the time we were ready to move. 

In the meantime, the men had packed the tent. Quite a mission since it was covered in ice and 

snow and the strong wind didn’t help either. 

We used the fence line as a guide to find our way to the 4WD. The men had taken the tourist 

route. 

The snow was more than knee deep in places and it was hard for me to keep my balance being 

almost blown over at times. It was a bit of a worry to get the 4WD down safely. The snow level 

had dropped, and the track looked difficult. While Paul drove me down in style, the others 

followed us coming down with shovels in case we needed rescuing. All went well though. 

It was decided to go to Susan’s place to sort out our gear. It turned out to be nice and sunny in 

the valley. We went to a nearby restaurant and had a very good lunch. While drinking enough 

to get the water levels back to normal we had a lecture about First Aid and what’s useful to 

have in your first aid kit. 

I’d like to thank Paul for organising the trip and sharing his knowledge with us. I had a great 

time despite the hardship, but knowing that I don’t have to sleep in a snow shelter while 

tramping IS A BIG RELIEF, 

Sandra de Vries.  
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KEPLER TRACK 

September 29-30, 2001 

Author: Bill Tubbs 

Published in Bulletin 613, November 2001 

This is the story of the Irisburn Valley Troop, led by Phil Keene, who formed the rear-guard of 

the Kepler Track pincer movement. The advanced party, led by Ron Minnema, had set off 

Friday lunchtime for the Luxmore Hut at the other end of the circular track. 

For those who don't know me, I'm new to the club and this was my first tramp with the OMTC. 

For this reason, I seem to have ended up with the challenge of writing the trip report. As I am 

on a 6-month break from work I suppose I have very few excuses. Unfortunately, Sandra had 

to pull out late on Friday, due to an injury she sustained ice-skating. For Joy and me the trip 

started well with an ice cream in the corner shop on Young St. Then we piled into the van and 

set coordinates for Gore, where we consumed 'fush n chups’ as Debs called them. Not the best 

I've had and no mushy peas either! 

 
Wetlands between Moturau Hut and Rainbow Reach, September 30, 2002 (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

We reached the car park at the south entrance to the walk at about midnight and people 

immediately dispersed to seek out a 'private bush', as the toilet block was locked. The walk 

over the river and through the native forest to the Moturau Hut was exciting, with the bright 

moonlight even illuminating the forest interior and the eerie quiet only twice punctuated by the 

yelp of a tripping tramper. Fortunately, nothing serious, although Sarah will now be known as 

'Rudolf - the red nosed tramper’ 
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The moonlit scene on the beach by the lake was glorious but the sand-flies ensured we didn't 

hang about and were tucked up by about 1:30. Despite Ramona's inaudible alarm we managed 

to get up in good time and at breakfast everybody jeered at the volume of porridge I managed 

to produce. Isn't it amazing how a small pile of oats can turn into a mountain of porridge? 

Anyway, I was left with no option but to plough through the lot or accept defeat, and I 

completed this task long after the last muesli bar had been forgotten. 

Heralded by a bashful Kea, we departed. Although long, the tramp was flat and almost 

completely in tree cover except for the area of the large slip. We walked in small groups 

occupied in numerous conversations. Debs told me about her transplant to Dunedin with Keith, 

Joy spoke positively about the changes in her life since the break-up of her marriage and 

helped me with my minor worries, Sarah, about Māori Studies at the university and I am told 

Margarita found a surrealist mini world of a Salvador Dali nature somewhere in the bush. Peter 

and Vivienne, armed with walkie-talkies, stormed off into the distance oblivious of their heavy 

packs and Phil took up the rear with the hopeless task of keeping the group organised. 

The Kepler Track, above the Iris Burn Valley looking towards the Hanging Valley shelter  (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Lots of photographs of the vegetation were taken, especially by Joy with her new Pintex 

camera, which I had not heard of, and only later I realised my inability to interpret the Kiwi 

accent correctly. And Margarita was operating a candid camera, so watch out for the photos 

next Thursday night! 
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The sand flies were fierce, especially when we stopped, launching one kamikaze attack after 

another. Debs was generous with her organic/chemical free insect balm, although I think I will 

now be investing in the most toxic compound I can find. 

Around 14:30 we reached the Irisburn Hut where we were greeted by the advance party who 

had arrived an hour before, and we heard the bitter tales of the wet and windy ridge walk and 

endless zig-zag descent to the hut. They did a good job of putting me off my idea of continuing 

on up the track alone the next day.  

 
Iris Burn Hut, Kepler Track (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Then Antony Pettinger and the third party arrived after a long walk and a night bivying on the 

mountainside below the Luxmore Hut. The short walk to the thundering waterfall completed the 

afternoon and it wasn't long before pots were chattering with pumpkin soup on the boil. We 

teamed up in our food groups and a little rivalry developed as we worked on our dinner, 

although Margarita seemed to be more involved in telling Phil and me how to prepare our own 

meal. Maybe we gave the impression of being novices. 

A good night was had, with novel forms of alcohol and a pack of cards appearing as if from 

nowhere. A huge storm unleashed itself on the roof of the hut during the night sowing further 

doubt into my intentions of going on up the mountain. However, I arose at dawn and did not 

regret it, as the cloud thinned out and l was rewarded with a fantastic day’s walk to Luxmore. 

Judging by the DOC register, the rest of the crowd made it home safely too. 
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KAYAKING – LAKE MANAPOURI 

September 8-9, 2001 

Author: Paul Bennington 

Published in Bulletin 613, November 2001 

Friday night started with the standard departure from the clubrooms at 6 o'clock (near 

enough). A pleasant drive to Gore for refueling people and vehicles. Then on to the Manapouri 

camping ground and the prerequisite drink at the local. And finally, into our respective caves 

(huts). 

Saturday dawned grey with a low overcast sky but still barely a ripple on the lake. A leisurely 

breakfast and down to Frazers beach at 9am for the Fiordland Wilderness Experiences safety 

and gear talk. People then sorted themselves and their gear into the kayaks. The storage space 

might be large but one or two still managed to challenge that! We were on the water by around 

11am. By then the cloud had started to lift and the sun was shining through. We headed across 

a mirror calm Manapouri to Stony Point, and around the comer (500m) to a nice sandy beach 

for lunch. After lunch we paddled on past Belle Vue Island, on which resided a large rookery of 

black back gulls, and Mahara Island. Then across the mouth of Hope Arm to Stockyard Cove for 

afternoon tea. But this was short lived - the local fauna (sandflies) decided it was their 

afternoon teatime too! A quiet paddle into a light southerly then ensued with a gently 

increasing chop till we reached the end of Hope Arm and the camp site/hut. 

 
OTMC trip kayaking on Lake Manapouri (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Fiona's insertion: "Mountainous seas and gale force wind in our faces (a smattering of 

whitecaps and a stiff breeze on the nose), exhausted bodies stagger up the beach (well at least 
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two of us were exhausted)- revived with great food and a wee drop of liquid refreshment, a 

great campfire and some really bad jokes - ask Terry to tell you the one about the 

gynecologist." 

Sunday morning the weather was similar to Saturday. A crashing of pot and lid being banged 

together disturbed the morning air - Bruce reminding us time to arise. Time to load the kayaks 

and head toward the track at the bottom of Monument (a monument shaped hill). The reward 

of the fantastic panoramic view from Hope Arm around to Frazers Beach/Pearl Harbour was 

well worth the amble (a little rope assisted rock climb also required). Back down and time for 

an early lunch.. Oooppps someone didn't get the message that it was lunchtime. Next stop an 

early afternoon tea (and lunch for the confused ones).  

Off round Stony Point and a raft up for photos. Kerry demonstrating her agility by tiptoeing 

across the kayaks from one end to the other and back. The odd water incursion occurred as the 

day continued to warm. Then finally back to Frazers Beach to unpack the kayaks and repack 

the cars.  

Once the kayaks were empty Kerry and Paul (yours truly) decided to see what the water world 

looked like upside down and the right side up again (Eskimo roll time). A slightly chilling 

experience - I'm not sure how the Antarctic Peninsula guys managed it.  

An ice cream in Mossburn, tea in Gore and finally home to Dunedin. 
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LABOUR WEEKEND TRIP TO MACETOWN (TAKE 1) 

October 20-22, 2001 

Author: Heather Deason 

Published in Bulletin 614, December 2001 

The weekend started out looking dubious with rain corning down on Friday night and looking 

like it was going to set in for the weekend. On Saturday morning we awoke to a misty morning 

and quickly headed off to the Arrowtown carpark to meet up with Antony and Debbie at 

8.00am as instructed on Thursday night and woe betide if we were late and luckily we weren’t. 

Antony, Debbie, Gary (the old boy) and myself set off towards Macetown, as we were unsure of 

the plans of the rest of the people coming along. It only took about 5 minutes before we were 

crossing the first of many rivers so wet feet was the order of the day. 

As we meandered along checking out the historic sights, we saw the rest of the group coming 

up in the rear so decided to stop and let them catch up. We all headed to Macetown together 

getting to know one another, finding out the history of the area with our little books and 

hearing stories of the nights before antics regarding *555 and the men’s toilets at the Cromwell 

Pub!! 

 
Advance Peak (on right) Macetown environs, as seen from the Big Hill Track and (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

Lunch was at Eight-Mile Hut and then a stroll up the road to Macetown and another stop at 

Needham’s Cottage to bask once again in the hot sun and decide about camp spots for the 

night. The campsite was eventually found on the other side of a river away from the bikers that 

were zooming around the area. 
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Tents were erected and another walk was organised up to All Nations Battery and the plane 

crash site. Dinner was then prepared and in between the showers was enjoyed by all. An early 

night was had as the big day was tomorrow with an attempt on an assault of Advance Peak. 

 
L-R Greg Powell, Bronwyn (?) & Debbie Pettinger on Advance Peak, October 21, 2001 (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

 We awoke in the morning to mist and cloud, and it looked like a climb up Advance Peak would 

not be happening so we went up to Homeward Bound Battery then the Premier Battery sites. 

Most of us were amazed by the amount of hard work that must have occurred to survive in the 

area where the gold was being extracted. 

Once we were there, we thought we would head towards the top of Advance Peak and 

hopefully the cloud would lift. We plodded along up and up and got to die top with the weather 

being clear with the occasional cloud passing by. The views were amazing and well worth the 

slog up there. 

After chewing down on some lunch the first six of us went to die top of the peak and this is 

where I found out that the way down was straight off the other side. “Oh joy” I said while my 

stomach was doing flip flops but with the help of the other guys being very patient and guiding 

me down, we were soon off the top and heading on down. We got back to home base to rest 

up/tidy up and get dinner ready. 

Dinner was a jovial affair with lots of laughs not least Bronwyn deciding to shake the cream 

that would not whip and ending up being covered in it from top to tail. After dinner a small but 

well controlled fire was then lit to warm us up with a few more stories being told. 
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Macetown, Arrow River and Big Hill from descent from Advance Peak, October 21, 2001 (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The next day was the walk out and we awoke to a frost but a pristine day with not a cloud in 

the sky. The majority of us chose to walk out going over Big Hill (and it certainly was a bloody 

big hill) with a stop at the top of the saddle for lunch, views and photos. We then headed down 

the valley and back into Arrowtown. I hope that Bruce / Brian / Neil / ’That Guy gets some help 

to work out who he really is and stops talking to strange men in toilets; that Bronwyn gets out 

of the habit of using cream as an all over cleanser, and if anyone wants Greg to do anything for 

them just give him a pickled onion. 

Heather Deason 
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LABOUR WEEKEND TRIP TO MACETOWN (TAKE 2) 

October 20-22, 2001 

Author: Greg Powell 

Published in Bulletin 614, December 2001 

I tramped to Macetown with the club some two years ago and enjoyed that outing so much I 

couldn’t resist putting my name down for a repeat performance organised by Antony P. I have 

always had a certain amount of satisfaction exploring historical areas and a three-day trip gave 

me the opportunity to poke about some of the historical remnants I didn’t get a chance to see 

on the last trip into tire area. This time the trip was by private vehicle with two cars leaving 

Dunedin on Friday night at the usual time. The balance of the group had left earlier and we 

were to meet them later on Saturday morning. It rained all the way up and rather than muck 

around in the rain at Arrowtown we decided to stay Friday night at Cromwell with 

accommodation provided by the writer and a side trip to the local tavern, Early next morning 

we set off for Arrowtown and met up with the remainder of tire party about 20 minutes up the 

track. 

 
The road to Macetown, with Advance Peak behind (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

We walked in via the 4WD track under overcast skies and with plenty of chatter. Being Labour 

Weekend I expected to see plenty of 4WD vehicles but there were very few, although on arrival 

in Macetown we encountered a number of motor bikes to shatter the peace and quiet of a very 

pleasant area. After much discussion we finally selected a campsite (away from the bikes) and 
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set up camp for the weekend. We then spent the remainder of the afternoon exploring historic 

relics and located the crash site of an aircraft. The accident occurred in 1975 and two people 

were killed. There are still remains of the aircraft fuselage and a wing at the site. 

There are a number of stamping batteries in valleys around Macetown and the sheer effort of 

the early miners to get such heavy equipment into place, let alone the tenacity to work them, 

particularly over tire winter months, is quite amazing. There is still plenty of evidence of tail 

races and wire trolleys used to transport the gold bearing schist from the workings higher up, 

to the stamping batteries in the valleys. 

We encountered large numbers of wild goats with plenty of young at foot and I would suggest 

a culling is well overdue in the area. We did at one stage hear some shooting, but it appears it 

was only some of the 4WD drivers having target practice. 

 
Stampers on the Homeward Bound Stamping Battery, Rich Burn, Macetown (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

The rain started again on Saturday night and there was little option but to eat tea and retire to 

our warm sleeping bags for an early night. 

Sunday morning dawned clear and calm for our day tramp to the top of Advance Peak (1749 

metres ASL) and on the way exploring various gold mining sites. We followed a track up the 

creek towards Premier Battery and then continued upwards along an old 4WD track towards 

the summit stopping for lunch along the way. There was some cloud around but for those of us 

who waited around for it to clear the views from the summit were magnificent. From the 

headwaters of the Arrow River, back towards Macetown and Lake Wakatipu in the background 
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to mention some of the scenery that has stuck in my mind. The struggle to get there all but 

forgotten. 

The way down was much steeper, and I was certainly glad we hadn’t chosen to walk up that 

way. Given the views all the way down I think we made the right choice in walking the route 

the way we did. The last of us arrived back at the campsite about 6.00, tired but happy. 

 
The gold miners Pack Track between Bush/Sylvia Creek & Sawyers Creek, Rich Burn, Macetown  

(PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

With better weather tea was a social affair with Bronwyn showing us how not to whip no fat 

cream. The lid from the container flew off while she was shaking and covered her in fresh 

cream. (I have the photo Bronwyn). After tea Terry artfully constructed a large bonfire in the 

dry creek bed and we all sat on the bank enjoying the pleasant evening and cordial company. 

On Monday morning we broke camp in brilliant sunshine and headed back to the cars. Most of 

the party walked out over Big Hill while Bronwyn and I, being the walking wounded with a 

pulled hamstring and a crook ankle, took the less stressful route out along the river. We arrived 

in Arrowtown ahead of the other party (except for Terry who jogged out) and enjoyed a well-

deserved beer and soft drink at a local cafe while we waited for the rest of the gang. 

Greg Powell 
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JANE PEAK 

November 3-4, 2001 

Author: Caroline Granger 

Published in Bulletin 614, December 2001 

This was my first OTMC trip since Queens Birthday and it was a good one to get back into the 

swing of things. On Friday night, one half of the designated medium group, Matt Corbett, Deb 

Carr and I, started off relatively early (5:30pm) from Dunedin so drove most of the way in 

daylight. A VERY strange experience for us all because we only know club trips to use this route 

in the pitch dark! As we drove to Mavora Lakes the raindrops got bigger and started to smear 

on the windshield, aka sleet. It was dark when we arrived at the lake but damned if we could 

find the "campground". So, Matt slept in his tent while Deb and I slept in the car. 

 
Tarn in basin below Jane Peak, Eyre Mountains (PHOTO Antony Pettinger) 

We were up and ready the next morning by 8:30 and found the van, aka fit group. The whole 

lot of us drove to the end of the Mt. Nicholas Rd, or to the airstrip and ford at 640m, and the 

group in the van were away. We waited around in the misty rain for the other medium group 

and finally left at 9:30am. It was pretty easy going along Gorge Burn, a bit of bush bashing, 

and one pretty big token hill (complete with spear grass) to the turn at 1016m. The fit group 

had decided to not go for Jane Peak, 2022m, due to the weather so we flagged it too. She was 
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snow laden and there just weren’t enough ice axes, even in the fit group. As soon as we arrived 

the mist turned to full on rain. We set up my tent very quickly and Deb and I dived in. With lots 

of time before nightfall, we played cards. Some of the others went off up the waterfall and 

returned a few hours later very cold and wet. About that time, the other medium group arrived. 

We quickly made tea and then went to bed. Sometime before dark, we were awoken to find 

that the water level in the tarn had quickly risen to less than a metre away from our site. Most 

everyone (literally) picked up their tents and sought higher ground. 

Sunday morning was crisp and cold. No rain. I noticed that the top of my tent was darkly 

discoloured. I flicked the side and unzipped the flap to find SNOW! About two inches had fallen 

overnight. The sky that was a miserable grey yesterday became a beautiful blue overnight. But 

it was damn cold. No one was really prepared for that. You could tell by the gear we had. So, 

the medium group quickly packed up and headed down the river. As we descended the day got 

warmer with the bright sun burning off any cloud that ventured through. Looking around you, 

the high peaks were brilliantly white. My only regret is that in my haste to get going, I shoved 

my camera down to the very bottom of my pack! 

Caroline Granger 
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OTMC COMMITTEE (2001-02) 

President – Alan Thomson 

Vice President – Robyn Bell 

Secretary – Jacqui Cornelissen 

Treasurer Ann Burton 

Chief Guide / Transport – Antony Pettinger 

Bulletin Editor – Graeme Donaldson 

Membership Secretary – Ian Sime 

Social Convenor – Fiona Webster 

Day Trip Convener – Ron Minnema  

Funding – Greg Powell  

Outdoors Magazine – Ian Sime  

Gear Hire – Mike Brettell 

Website – Antony Pettinger 

Property & Maintenance – Peter Mason 

Bushcraft 2002 – Alan Thomson 

Immediate Past President – Robyn Bridges 

Hon. Solicitor – Antony Hamel 
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OTMC TRIP PROGRAMME 2001 

Month Date(s) Specific Trip Leader 
January 20-21 Catlins - Pest Eradication Graeme Loh 

January 21 Rocky Ridge Terry Duffield 

January 27-28 Work Party - Big Hut Peter Mason 

January 28 
Classic Silver Peaks Circuit (Hightop - Rocky - ABC 
- Jubilee - Hightop) 

David Barnes 

February 3-4 Matukituki Valley (East or West) Trevor Deaker 

February 3-6 Matukituki Valley (East or West) Trevor Deaker 

February 4 Beaumont Rail Trail Ian Sime 

February 10 OTMC Silver Peaks Marathon Antony Pettinger 

February 11 OTMC Picnic (Long Beach) Committee 

February 11 Cycle Trip to OTMC Picnic at Long Beach Bruce Newton 

February 18 Mt Cargill Margarita Wilding 

February 24-25 Bushcraft 2001 (Tirohanga Weekend) Antony Pettinger 

February 25 Leith Saddle - Swampy Summit - Burns Track Keith O'Leary 

March 3-4 Mt Somers Greg Powell 

March 4 Rustlers Ridge 
Zena Roderique and 
Jonette Service 

March 10-11 Bushcraft 2001 (Silver Peaks Weekend) Antony Pettinger 

March 17-18 Jubilee Hut (50th Anniversary Weekend) Committee 

March 18 Jubilee Hut (50th Anniversary Day Trip) Committee 

March  18 Bushcraft 2001 (River Crossing - Outram Glen) Antony Pettinger 

March 24-25 
Hokonui Hills / Blue Mountains (joint trip with 
Hokonui Club) 

Bruce Newton 

March 24-25 Bushcraft 2001 (Optional Fiordland Trip) Alan Thomson  

March 31-1 SAREX (Search & Rescue Exercise) Greg Panting 

April 1 Mt Allan Environs Bruce Newton 

April 7 Pre Easter Social Fiona Webster 

April 8 Caffeine & Recovery Trip Robyn MacKay 

April 13-16 Makarora Area Antony Pettinger 

April 21-22 SAREX (Search & Rescue Exercise) Greg Panting 

April 22 Horse Range / North Otago Robyn MacKay 

April 28-29 Mt Cook Area (with Ball Pass option)  

April 29 Catlins Area - Cathedral Caves etc. Jim Driscoll 

May 5-6 Ahuriri - Canyon Creek Alan Thomson 

May 6 Trig Q - Raingauge Spur David Barnes 

May 13 Maungatua Terry Duffield 

May 19-20 East Dome (Waikaia) Ian Sime 

May 20 Sandymount & Sandfly Bay Robyn MacKay 

May 27 New Silver Peaks Circuit Doug Forrester 

June 2-4 Routeburn - Rockburn - Rees - Dart area Antony Pettinger 

June 10 Mt Watkin Robyn Bridges 
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June 17 Pulpit Rock From The West Alan Thomson 

June 23-24 Eyre Mountains Robyn Bridges 

June 24 Doggy Day Out Vanessa Johnson 

July 1 Rocky Ridge Ron Minnema 

July 8 Tallest Tree - Mopanui Liz Clark 

July 14-15 Leaning Lodge - Rock & Pillars Andrew MacKay 

July 15 Chalkies - Powder Ridge  Keith O'Leary 

July 22 Peninsula Cycle Ride Bruce Newton 

July 28-29 Snowcraft (Iceaxe and Crampons)  

July 29 Swampy Diversions Jonette Service 

August 4-5 Winter Routeburn (From The Divide) Wolfgang Gerber 

August 5 Gap Ridge Ross Davies 

August 12 Heyward Point- Aramoana Paul Van Kampen 

August 19 Silver Peaks Arthur Blondell 

August 25-26 Snowcaving (Old Man Range) Paul Bingham 

August 26 Sutton Salt Lake & Environs Andrew MacKay 

September 2 Taieri River Walk Jeff Brown 

September 8-9 Kayaking - Lake Manapouri Bruce Newton 

September 9 Yellow Hut - The Gap   Barry Atkinson 

September 16 Port Chalmers - Mihiwaka Jeff Brown 

September 23 Rosella Ridge Wolfgang Gerber 

September 29-30 Kepler Track (Iris Burn) Ron Minnema 

September 30 Taieri Ridge Crater Paul Bingham 

October 7 Catlins Coast - Petrified Forest Margarita Wilding 

October 14 Racemans Track Jacqui Cornelissen 

October 20-22 Macetown Antony Pettinger 

October 21 Silverstream History Ian Sime 

October 28 Silver Peaks For Masochists V Richard Pettinger 

November 3-4 Jane Peak (with Mavora options) Antony Pettinger 

November 4 Lake Mahinerangi - Post Office Creek Greg Powell 

November 11 Otago Peninsula (optional brunch first) Deb Carr 

November 17-18 Danseys Pass - Mt Domett Antony Pettinger 

November 18 Spiers Road - Ben Rudd Picnic - Davies Track Richard Pettinger 

November 25 Lake Whare - Swampy Summit Robyn Bridges 

December 1-2 Bowels Of The Earth Grant Burnard 

December 2 Sutton Salt Lake   Andrew MacKay 

December 9 Maungatua Traverse Terry Duffield 

December 15-16 Naseby and Environs Allan Perry 

December 16 Peninsula Cycle Trip Bruce Newton 

December 27-4 
Blue Mountains Christmas Camp (based at 
Beaumont) 

Ian Sime 
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OTMC BULLETIN COVERS (FEBRUARY TO MAY) 
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OTMC BULLETIN COVERS (JUNE TO OCTOBER) 
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OTMC BULLETIN COVERS (NOVEMBER & DECEMBER) 

 


