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Grant Harper


Chief Guide --- 
Johnny Mulheron


Secretary --- 
Chris Visser


Treasurer --- 
Simon Johnson


Gear Custodian --- 
David Ball


Assistant Gear Custodian 
Kim Austin
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Geoff Nicholls


Social Convenor --- 
Helen Walter


Publicity Officer --- 
Cuc Nguyen
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Heels is the annual magazine of the Victoria University of Wellington Tramping Club. Heels 1988 was edited by Cuc Nguyen and printed by Multiprint, with bromides by Manor House Press.
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Editorial


At last the end is neigh! Heels '88 is taking shape that one week ago it didn't have. This issue is a large one, surprisingly. I did ask for a wide range of articles from VUWTC trampers and I have been given very diverse ones. The philosophy this year is to involve people in the club, whether they are the ones who normally tramp on private trips or the ones who participate on club trips, and find out some of the adventurous (or not so adventurous) things they might have done - yet still related to tramping. The magazine should reflect the diversity that a campus club enjoys and this issue does!


This year's Baaa issues and Heels magazine have been aimed to be of high quality standard; and thanks to all those photos and interesting articles from various people in the club. Some even came from Italy!


Other activities that Susi and I did this year have been organising t-shirt competition, membership card, posters at Orientation and weekly notices in Salient. It's been an enlightening and rewarding experience. I wish Tracy and Bryn not only luck but also the never-ending help I've been given this year. I couldn't have done it as well if it hadn't been for those people.


The Heels '88 team:



	Geoff Nichols

	Tracy White

	Susi Lang

	Nigel Fitzpatrick

	Grant Haper

	Sarah Hall

	Teresa Polglase

	Bryn McCauley

	Dave Oborn

	John Thornton

	Simon Johnson




[image: Another fun-filled action packed night in the Victoria Range -]
Another fun-filled action packed night in the Victoria Range - 

Peter Leitch
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Prespeak


Another great year. The enthusiasm and commitment has made events like Pinus contorta, Easter Tourney, Bushcraft, Kawekas, the Victoria Range, Mana Island, AIC's, Nelson Lakes,and Gourmet just that more special. It is certainly encouraging to see people willing to take on the responsibility of committee positions and I wish you the best for '89. Thanks to this years lot for a really smooth run.


I don't really want to get into any long wanky speech, so I'll sum up by saying that getting out of the city and into the hills for a weekend or a week does wonders. Try it more often. You work better, you're more relaxed and you learn more about yourself than any time at home could. If the flatmates are pissing you off, get away. If work is dull and irritating, hit the peaks. Get out spontaneously, or look forward to it, but get out. The sanctuary of the bush and the freedom of the tops, struggling into screaming wind and clag, or basking on a herbfield by a lake, all get you back into the right frame of mind to tackle the shit that life in town throws at you. Go for it.


Spotcha in the hills (somewhere),



Harpo.




[image: Girdlestone.]

Girdlestone.

(
From Dorset Ridge Hut)






[image: Harpo you said you wouldn't laugh!]
Harpo you said you wouldn't laugh!
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Chief Guides Report 1988


edited version


... So from my point of view, ie. the tramping safety side of the club , I was generally very pleased. This was pretty much solely attributable to the quality of trip leaders throughout the year - thanks to all those people who led trips. Related to the good safety standard of tramps throughout the year was the high quality of this year's instruction trips. We are always trying to involve new people and leaders and hopefully things like the leaderhip seminar will become an annual event.


The club was very strong this year. There were lots of very keen and experienced people involved and it showed in other fields of club activities. On the only two major searches this year it was VUWTC people who found the missing persons. We set up a club library. The club hut had lots done to it. There was a strong social core cumulating in a great Tramper of the Year.


But it is all too easy to sit back, watch and let others do all the work. Time and again it was the same old faces leading and organising club trips. One big advantage of being a campus tramping club is that we get a whole new bunch of people each year with new views and ideas. It's important for those people to become involved.


1988 was a smooth year. That's thanks to a very good committee. Thanks to all those who organised and led trips throughout the year and to everyone else who helped. There is a good solid experienced core in the club which will run it well into the future. All the best to the 1989 committee!


Johnny Mulheron, Chief Guide
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Familiarity Breeds Appreciation


Whoever said Tararua tramping is boring? I did; many times. Yep, once you've criss-crossed the range half a dozen times (and still not seen any views), you've 'done' the North Island, and sensible people board the Ferry in anticipation of southern challenges unknown.


Those who experienced the Kawekas in May will now know the above to be fiction, but the Tararuas might still seem to some the place 'to go when you can't afford to go anywhere else'; or the 'playground' Range. I finally realised the beauty of this SFP on our doorstep during a trip in mid-May around its southern parks.


Alan Stowell (formerly MUAC, now officially 'retired') provided the company and after being dropped at Kaitoke (the cheapest roadend) we began the haul 'up the Marchant'. To my surprise we had a very enjoyable morning's tramp! Due to clear weather we made a point of stopping often and identifying everything (and anything) using mapwork, looking behind us for differing perspectives, and taking a general interest in the 'lie of the land'.


We reached Alpha for lunch 'full of nature'and quite exuberant! Then it was off across the Southern tops at a leisurely pace, soaking in their character and noticing something different in every peak. This creation 'buzz' soon became too much, and we sank into the tussock at MacGregor feeling very lethargic. Later, upon Hector, we admired the Main Range and all else for some time, picking out previous routes, scenes of humour, pain, disaster... and so on. Kime was home for the night, wiht a group of Venturers (old scouts - can be twice as bad!).


Sunday dawned, and we cruised down Winchcombe-Neill, with that wonderful feeling of isolation. Between the two peaks is a jaunty piece of ridge that makes for a few laughs. We crashed off Neill down the 'off-track' track to Neill Forks, not without some directional mistakes and some more humour. The heavens opened at the Forks, and all hope of shooting up to Maugahuka for the afternoon were dashed. The Hector river began to rise alarmingly, but donned 'me PVC' and went upstream for a 'recce', which was worthwhile with the rain and all that, increasing the atmosphere.


Monday was spent in pit as the rains continued, but VUWTC members are masters of brightening pit-days eh? Tuesday, it was raining, but our three-day provisions werebeing stretched, so off we set. Grunting up to Cone Ridge, we trudged along this special patch of goblin forest, which is much enhanced by the wet. Then more fun down Block XIX befor having our first ever lunch inside Cone hut. The tauherenikau by now was in high flood (yes forgot my camera!), and the afternoon was spent sidling up and around everything. But this 
[
unclear: w] didn't mind as the river was a mighty sight. The trip finished at the YHA hostel, which 
[
unclear: w] 'invaded' because we were so wet.


The thing that I learnt is that Tararua tramping (or anywhere) is what you make it. If you look for something new and exciting around every corner, you will find it. It's not thinking what 'old' things can I expect to see again?


The success of any previously-experienced tramp can almost be guaranteed with this attitude.


For what It's worth.




[image: drawing of 'Athena and Theresa, Rocks ahead hut, 16-5-88, Kawekas']


Mark Copeland
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The Hut...


By comparison with last year's magnificent effort by Geoff Nichols, this year has been quieter, but no less fun, than last year. Usage of Penn Creek Hut has blossomed, in fact a flood of visitors is a better description.


A small problem with that all too common beast trampus graffitus meant the hut looked a bit unhappy (oh no!) at the start of the year, but swift (well, almost swift) action saw a return of the bright cheerful hut we all love. The April work party was the main thrust of activity this year,with a Jumbo (and boy, do I mean 
Huge) new rubbish pit dug, the skylight replaced, graffiti painted over, the door fixed, and a new sign painted (courtesy of Tracy White). Neat dress is again essential at Penn Creek Hut!


We won't mention John Edge's epic where's - my - torch - where's - the - track - where's - the - hut - but - here's - the - river -I - just - sat - in midnight jaunt, or even Dave Oborn's oops - wrong - spur - extra - three - hours trip out over the tops. Barry Dowrick's effort was much appreciated, but watch out when he gets an electric screwdriver in his hand! And yes, it is possible to spit roast a lamb (well - a leg - and we had to take the vacumm wrapping off first...).


One more project is due this year - lining the ceiling, however this at the whim of D.O.C. Several day trips kept the place clean and tidy and generally looking amazing (if I do say so myself). The hut log book comments indicate that our effort is appreciated.


The other event related to the hut this year has been hut fees. D.O.C. made it clear that hut fees were coming, and that if we didn't toe the company line as regards to Penn Creek, then things wouldn't be happy families. It has also been hard getting money out of them this year, although this is understandable. Things look like improving next year, however.


Towards the end of the year, the possibility of acquiring a second hut in the Park - Carkeek Hut - was raised. Although not yet settled, it seems set to become the hot topic of debate for next year.


That's about it for another year of maintenance - next year it's "year of the toilet" - perhaps I might take a holiday next year ... (I mean it's bad enough just standing in dog shit...)


Mike Judd, Hut Custodian




[image: More riff-raff! Mike Sheridan at Penn Creek]
More riff-raff! Mike Sheridan at Penn Creek
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Up and Down the Kawekas


On the morning of Saturday 14th of May, we left Hunter carpark, bound for Makahu saddle in the Kaweka State Forest Park. One flat tyre, one lost and replaced fuel cap, one unceremoniously removed wing mirror, several U-turns and approximately twelve hours later we reached our destination and spent several minutes in utter confusion in the darkness sorting out our groups and accommodation. Our group managed to get to the four-bunk hut first to quickly occupy the previously empty bunks.


The following morning we quickly got into some real tramping by climbing almost 800m up the steep Makahu spur onto the Main Kaweka Range to briefly pause for photos and body sculptures on the trig nearby. We then dropped down the other (western) side of the range to Back Ridge Hut for lunch with Johnny's and Donna's groups in the sunshine. While climbing out of the valley to the track, our bush-bashing took us onto a slip which Helen almost instantly slid back down. Once this obstacle had been conquered using a different route we continued on along Back Ridge to Back Ridge Bivouac, losing Andre's drink bottle somewhere along the way. That night Margaret and Chris attempted to sleep under the fly (they had to tighten the guy ropes every couple of hours because of the high winds) while the rest of us slept blissfully in the biv.


The next morning we dropped about 700m down a long spur to Rocks Ahead Hut and lunch - including some scroggin left there by Johnny's group! Rob from Donna's group arrived just before we left, and we met a group of Auckland University Tramping Club members about five minutes later. We spent the rest of the afternoon slowly climbing about 800m up another long spur to Tira Lodge and were rewarded for our efforts with excellent views in all directions from the top. As we reached Tira Lodge we met a second group of AUTC members who quickly hogged all of the bunks in the separate bunkroom while we booked some of the bunks in the main hut - the AUTC members later regretted their choice since their bunkroom wasn't heated by the stove where we were, and it was a 
Cold night! While Andre and Philip prepared dinner (What's the difference between mushrooms and garlic in the dark, Philip?!), Helen, Chris and Margaret walked back to the bushline to greet Donna's group (who never arrived) while being snowed on from a clear sky at sunset. The rest of the evening was spent talking with the AUTC I group about student polictics and various other interesting (?) topics before hitting pit.


Tuesday morning was clear and cool, and Helen enhanced our enjoyable tramping experiences by reciting several chapters of "the Hitch-Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy". Stopping for our rest/sunbathing at Mangaturutu Hut, we then tramped down another long spur (about 800m drop again) to the Makino River for lunch before bush-bashing down the river to TePuia Lodge. Andre's superior weight and size came in handy for creating a track through the manuka here.


On Wednesday we started our pit day well by staying in pit until 11.00 am when we walked to the Mangatainoka hot springs for a long soak in the fibreglass tub interspersed with quick dips in the deep, cold Mohaka River nearby. On our return, we found that Donna's group had arrived and we spent an enjoyable evening together.


Thursday morning was very windy and overcast with showers, so we tramped to Middle Hill Hut instead of Ballards Hut on the Main Range as we had originally planned. The track started off well with a 500m climb followed by several drops and climbs in and out of steep 100-200m deep valleys before reaching the six-bunk hut for a late lunch. Donna's group arrived at 5.00 pm in the rain and the hut quickly became cramped with people and wet gear everywhere.


On Friday we followed Donna's group to Kaweka Flats bivouac for lunch with them after another drop and climb in and out of a 100m deep valley. The afternoon was spent following a wide benched track that was actually flat (!) to Makahu saddle where we met Simon J's group with scones and endless brews.


We selpt that night in the back of the truck and were woken by Bronwyn's orders for breakfast which we refused to serve. The remaining groups arrived on time (!) and we were driven back home, stopping only at Napier for lunch and Norsewood for woollen clothing.





Thanks for a great tramp!






	We were :

	Margaret Carpenter

	Chris Visser





	

	Philip Lake

	Helen Walter





	

	Andre Visser (no relation to Chrissy)

	





Philip Lake
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Ruahines in Winter ...or How to skate on a frozen tarn ...


A great weekend. Sure it was freezing, windy,rainy, snowy, and cloudy, but it's not often you get to see Geoff Daniels ice skating in leather boots on a frozen tarn (and get photographic evidence!)


Two groups departed separately on Friday night for Kawhatau roadend - some took the scenic route (i.e. long) some went via xy and z, and others, well, just went.


Wow-wee's a cage across a river! Not much fun if there's more than two of you, especially when you know that there's a typical Ruahine grovel up 1000m in front of you.


Well, I suppose speed isn't everything, but the other group wouldn't know what the word meant! (boast boast) However we eventually reached bush-line and shortly after snow! The other group turned off at this stage but we continued up the ridge in sub-zero conditions when there it was - a frozen tarn!! A short time later (well, a moderate time later) we continued with ice tinkling as it formed on the hairs of our legs. Superb navigation by the wonderful trip leader saw the Hut arrived at safely, but boy - a real steep 200m drop through waist high snow covered scrub! - roll on tomorrow morning when it was time to go back!


McKinnon Hut is pleasant - apart from the loose, rattling metal sheet in the chimney. A new speed firelighting record was set - three hours! and it warmed the hut from four to 4.8 degrees Celsius! Roll on bedtime. It was snowing outside.


Next morning it was still snowing - and the trip in reverse was what we looked forward to. Ever tried plugging up 
Steep slopes, covered in waist-high scrub with 20-30cm of slushy, soft snow on it? No? Don't bother trying. Even when we got to the top my feet were still cold.


The weather was not so nice today - warmer. The snow was melting, and so we didn't hang about on the way back to the roadend. First time I've ever had full storm gears on.


It was a good break - just what I needed - and I enjoyed the milkshake in Mangaweka on the way home.






	The group:

	Mike Judd

	Bryn McCauley





	

	Jon Richardson

	Graham Parker





	

	Geoff Daniells

	





Mike Judd
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Bushcraft 1988


A great "structured introduction" to tramping! Well... for me, it was my first Bushcraft Having been a rather dormant member the whole of last year, I have decided to make use of the bit more gear I bought over the summer and get into a few more of the many trips offered this year. Bushcraft was my third weekend in a row out in the hills (a personal record!). The previous two weekends were spent on the Freshers and Pinus Contorta trips.


We headed from the usual Hunter carpark with a bus load and Donna's van full of Vic trampers - that poor van!! While travelling up the coast our evening meal orders were taken by the resident Maitre D', alias John Beaglehole. We stopped at Waikanae and briefly took over the township's Friday nitelife as the forty separate orders were placed at the local Fish n' Chips shop.


Back on the bus, and sooner than expected, we were dropped off on the road; a pile of people and a pile of packs. We were still on the tar seal! Said the bus driver, "Goodbye and good luck!" We were absolutely miles from our campsite for the night. It was a real torch ordeal. The group spread out after a while due to lots of factors : Simon J's singing, fitness, enthusiasm, too full a tummies, hard roads, people's love for their pits... and so on! Donna's van was clocking up the miles doing return trips to transport loads of the near nocturnal-by-now road walkers to their final destination.


They had done a couple of trips and then we were picked up and informed of a twenty minute drive from where we were to the roadend. And we had already been walking for ages! Had it been daylight a few of us including myself would have been seen to have our eyeballs on stalks at the thought of the distance by foot. Zooming along on four wheels was a pleasant change but we hadn't gone long before some of us were witness to epic side-stepping down a very steep bank, metres down sparsely covered loose gravel slopes to a small stream at the bottom of this gully. All Mike Spike was trying to do was to make room for the van coming down the road What a guy!


First Bushcraft lesson: proof of how easy it is for something to go wrong and we hadn't ever officially started tramping. For a while there was confusion followed by a well executed and equally epic rescue by torch light. Soon a shaken up Mike appeared down stream with his rescuers. They were all taken by our local "taxi cum ambulance cum tramping vehicle" to the roadend where we were lucky enough to have a nurse in our midst. Thanks Anna!


Spike escaped with just cuts, bruises and a big fright but had lost his glasses and torch. At 11.30pm our group set up camp finally and after a midnight brew, we crawled into our pits for deep slumbers.


Early next morning a few cool people went back to the scene of the ordeal to find Spike's glasses which they did almost straight away and returned to camp by which time a full scale breakfast was under way.


Then we were off to our next campsite, about half an hour from the roadend on some river flats beside the Waiotauru river. After setting up camp we were at the mercy of our organisers. They divided us up into three groups and had two-hour sessions with each of the 
[
unclear: thre] instructors. Sounds kinda kinky really!! Anyway, at nine o'clock our group started 
[
unclear: with] Jonathan Kennett who was taking the 'class' that covered campsite finding and 
[
unclear: choosin] setting up flies, lighting fires and getting primuses going without managing to blow the 
[
unclear: thing] up! I was, however, disappointed that he didn't demonstrate the art of producing fire 
[
unclear: by] rubbing two sticks together. Maybe next year?


Our next lesson was after luch. So at 1.00pm, we headed off to the river with John 
[
unclear: Beagleho] who was covering river crossing and a brief look at first aid. We must have crossed 
[
unclear: on] particular section of the river so many times that I'm sure we made an underwater 
[
unclear: tren] There was two hours spent in the water; single, pair and group crossings going upstream 
[
unclear: an] downstream...


When our toes were prunes, the learning-to-get-wet lesson ended and we went to the 
[
unclear: Preside] for our final instruction session. Harpo was teaching the navigation side of things - 
[
unclear: compa] and map work. He sent us on a wild goose chase around the surrounding flats area. There 

weren't many wild geese out there so what were we chasing? Little white pieces of paper with cryptic wording on them. I think the main thing we learned in our last class was that you never rely on being able to understand the president's clues.


Saturday night stew up was nothing out of the ordinary. Just the usual scavenging bastards posing as official tasters rating the stews on a 1-10 basis. The more spoonfuls they got the higher the rating or something. They reckoned the rating was to do with how well the stew tasted.


Sunday was the final test day, an exercise to test the skills we had so conscientiously learned the previous day. We only had easter eggs to 'egg' us on up what might have been a beautiful side stream, if we weren't looking for little pieces of red ribbon with even more cryptic names on them. Was that thanks to you Mr Mulheron?


Nearly everyone managed to find most of the check points. But everyone had good fun and that was the main thing. Bushcraft was a very well organised trip and a special thanks goes out to those responsible.


Back at camp our easter bunnies sat on an old boiler and delivered foil wrapped goodies to the assembled mass, and then we headed back to the road. The walk out was a laid back affair, no darkness to hide steep banks that people could go side stepping down. And it was a real nice day.


It seemed that the Sunday drivers syndrome rules heavily in the Otaki Forks region. The gravel road was like a main highway! Fortunately for us lots of people stopped along the way and gave us rides. It was quite amusing sitting with the group by the bus scanning the cars as they came out for stray picked up trampers.


All in all an 
Excellent trip except of course for Spike and his epic leap.






	The group :

	Dave Oborn

	Vanessa





	

	Sarah

	Say Kuan Koh





	

	John Beaglehole

	





Tracy White
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Northwest Nelson August trip


Arriving at the airport on Saturday morning was an event in itself. With an ice axe still at home, a sprained ankle and two colds about to develop we all needed a good holiday away from the stresses of tramping. No such luck. As leading my second trip I had been led to believe that the hard part was the planning and coordination before we even left. The most important part, food, had been planned with a great deal of thought and consultation. We were to have a well balanced diet, with plenty of colour and flavour, as well as the essential element of variety.


The flight to Nelson and the van ride to the road end, Flora saddle, was well planned and went very smoothly. As we arrived the snow was falling in big soft flakes, forming a light blanket which captured the fairy tale beginning to the trip. A casual half hour stroll up the four wheel drive track to Flora hut made the history books by Bronwyn casually commenting that a pram could easily travel up here. There appeared to be tracks in the snow and much to our surprise a young family had taken a stroll with their pram. This confirmed our suspicions that this was going to be an easy trip.


My group decided to spend the first night in Gridiron Rock shelter, one and a half hours from Flora. The area had quite a few rock shelters all built carefully into the side of the over hanging rock. Gridiron has two walls of rock and two of timber, with a fireplace and a swinging couch. The other rock shelters were more primitive with the bunks built against the rock and no walls.


The next morning was an early start. We had a gradual climb on the Tablelands, and area of tops which has the air of an English moor. There was a bit of mist and quite a cold wind blowing, all we needed was night to fall and the Baskaville hounds would appear. In the middle of the Tablelands is Salisbury Lodge, a Lockwood home complete with light switches and a power box, many jokes were made about the lack of light bulbs.


Apparently there are limestone caves well worth spending some time in. However we pushed on and had a gradual descent into the Leslie river and to Leslie Clearing hut for the night.


Dinner tonight was a highlight of the day - a tramping version of beef and ginger. Great meal and very simple. Brown the mince and onion, chuck in fresh ginger, a packet of beef and ginger mix and boil the stuffing out of it. Serve on a bed of rice and then eat from a table and chairs.


This area has quite a bit of interesting history to it. There is an old man called Snow who has lived and worked in the area for twenty years. He lives in a DOC staff hut and in Leslie Clearing. Leslie has great bunks, tables and benches and an anti-snoring device, which have all been made by Snow over the years.


On Monday morning it was an hour down to the next hut on the Karamea bend. The Leslie joins the Karamea, which flows out to the West Coast. We spent the day wandering up the Karamea and joined the "Respectables" for lunch at Crow hut. There is no way to describe the beauty of the country we were passing through. We were walking gently up hill in sunshine, talking to friendly robins, watching the river flow by and beginning to relax. It was very hard to believe that good weather and good tracks could make such a difference to a trip.


From Thor hut the next morning we left the sloths in pit to continue on our merry way in the rain. This was to be the worst day, simply because it rained all day. It was still quite beautiful, especially Moonstone lake. The lake was formed by a huge slip blocking the river, leaving large beech stumps sticking up out of the water, very pitureskew. Late in the afternoon we had to cross the river, a very different experience when, as leader you are responsible for the other people's safety, and the river moving quite swiftly. With a lot of grateful help from Wayne, we all crossed very safely, most of us getting our goolies wet and let's just say the water was rather cool. Arriving at Luna hut was definitely depressing. By comparison to the other huts, it was dark, cold, damp, and generally a standard four bunk foresty hut. In order to cheer us up a fire was lit, scones made and the feeling of a group was first felt. We also decided that because of the way the group was feeling we would not go over the tops, but would continue our valley travel.


On Wednesday morning there was lovely sunshine again and we gradually climbed up through the Lost Valley Creek and then dropped over a saddle down to the headwaters of the Karamea nver. We worked our way up the river finally passing over the highest point of the 

trip, Wangapeka saddle. Helen, Wayne and Philip decided that they were feeling epic and left their packs at the saddle and blatted up on to the tops for a better view. Mark and I continued on to Stone hut where we spent another rowdy night with the other group. Shortly after the "Respectables" arrived, Helen, Wayne and Philip arrived, the guys making various comments about how their packs felt like they had rocks in them. Much to their surprise some rather nice pieces of rock had managed to climb into their packs. Bruce was innocently sitting on a bunk eating one of Wayne's Moro bars. The other group had come off the tops and found the packs on the path and temptation was too great. In revenge later that evening their group meal somehow disappeared. Poor Bronwyn thought she was going mad. She was sure she had taken it out of her pack and it was nowhere to be found. The next morning Helen found the meal in her pack, she claims that it was by accident but we all know better don't we Helen!!!


It was now our turn for a couple of crusie days. We watched the "Respectables" leave, getting their feet wet right outside the hut. We had a two and a half hour day down to King's Creek Hut, another Lockwood-type 30 bunk hut. Lunch in the sun followed by another batch of scones, mac cheese for dinner and jelly, custard, and fruit for pudding. Not a bad day. We had the company of two hunters who were actually quite nice, surprise, surprise. Mind you aren't all hunters real men and real men are always nice.


Friday was a very slow day. With only three hours of walking to do, we left in our time. There were amazing views Mt. Patriarch and the river, which resulted in a couple of picture and scroggin stops. We spent the last night in luxury, a four bunk shelter, shared by ten smelly bodies. Oh what fun!!!


The van picked us up the next morning and returned us to civilization and the humdrum life of Wellington.



Some classic quotes form the trip.


Helen "Bring out the beast in us." They said it couldn't be done. Then a moment later Wayne did it!


Bruce to Helen "Oh, you are so forceful"


Brownyn to Bruce "Don't do it, don't do it, don't do it yet, ... Got it"


Bruce "But you couldn't see it form the outline of his pants"


Helen "They were mobbing me - to get it off me"


Susan "You want to squeeze my one too?"


Bruce "Be careful of my big toe - because I dropped my pack on it and it is full of rocks"


Brownyn "Put it away Tim we are not ready for it yet"


Sarah to David "As long as you are as big everywhere else I don't mind"


Helen "Is it up there yet??"


Sarah to Brownyn "Use your tongue, use your tongue"


Bruce to Brownyn "You are going to have to learn a lot more new positions"


Brownyn in reply "Why do you think I am elevated?"


Brownyn about Tim "He is a real man, he uses his ice axe for everything"






	The group:

	Sarah Hall

	Wayne Stevens





	

	Helen Walter

	Philip Lake





	

	Mark Manze
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Bushball '88


Bushball?? Never heard of it aye. You mean you missed one of the best social trips this year?? Don't panic, you did miss a great trip but it wasn't VUWTC organised. Bushball '88 was a Canterbury University Tramping Club trip, held on the 18/19 June at Lake Daniels on the western side of Lewis Pass. It's Canterbury's version of Gourmet. If you're into Gourmets, one way to get two in one year is to do as I did and fly south, and get in on an event which was quite something. The year before I here tell of some particularly messy people at Bushball '87 which led to the use of lids on woks this year. I don't know what the fuss was all about. I can't recall anything of this. My only remaining memories are of the walk in (rather pleasant), the trip out, (what a grovel!) and of being force feed shrimp cocktail by Cinderella. Perhaps it was her that flogged my bottles of whiskey? I really can't remember where they went otherwise.


With so many memories of that Bushball what was this year's to be like? God help anybody unfortunate enough hoping to get a night's sleep at that hut. But as with all the other CUTC trips I have been on (all three), the rain, lots of rain, did a lot to discourage many a bod. That weekend we were all informed that it was just a short walk, (a clever ploy to boost numbers on a winter trip). All the gear was to be driven in?? Well almost, halfway anyway. One glance at the vehicle, and at the driver, had you wondering where the hell we were headed. It was an off road recovery service vehicle which looked like something left over from a Madmax movie. Jeff, the driver, looks like someone that would run around blowing up bridges (and does). Oh shit!


As I said it rained lots. A boat would have been more appropriate for getting up the river on this occasion. Yes, the landrover did get stuck! Quite a lot in fact. I was glad not to be on board and avoided the temptation to join the rest of the spectators. I was wet but not quite that wet, not at that stage anyhow!


I'd say this was rather an epic in the history of bushballs. What a way to hold a party. The plan to drive up the river proved a little ambtious. It was necessary for everyone to make two trip loads with the gear, up to the hut which was forever "only another fifteen minutes away" I think anyone would agree that its is kind of strange to see trestle tables, a marque and a generator pass you on the track.


Despite our hardship the marquee was up and lit, the generator on and the whole of the Lake Daniels neighbourhood getting down to the Blues Brothers. Just on dark we wined, dined and danced the night away. Stuffing our faces on the finest cuisine available. Sad ly missing was the raw leg of lamb, as this year the microwave was left behind.


A great time was had by all. Sunday morning (afternoon) revealed the damage (and still more rain). The landrover was loaded with gear, a periscope was fitted and the bushball was nearly over. Or so we thought!! It was hard to belive it wasn't a practical joke, but it wasn't. Now vans do have wheels don't they? When we got out ours didn't. I knew we should have taken it with us. We took everything else. Actually the hire company was awfully good about it, after all the week before they lost two range rovers in a swollen river. So what is five stolen wheels out in Lewis Pass.


Hot pools are always helpful in event of such crisis, so for those stranded our repalcement wheels were more than three hours away. Maruia hot pools and pub were a welcome and warming thought. How unfortunate to have lost your wheels, a landrover, and be stuck in the springs, while my flight left without me. A hell of an excuse for having a day off work huh!!


My thanks to the University of Canterbury Tramping Club for an amazing weekend.


Bryn McCauley
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Hypothermia - When does it become dangerous?


I have posed this question after an experience I had on VUWTC's tramp in the Victoria Range. Our party had begun our tramp at a roadend and tramped up Wheel creek to the hut of the same name. Overnight Nigel Fitzpatrick became quite ill, and in the morning we decided on a pit day. Nigel was tired and only wanted to sleep. He had a terrible cough and he looked worse than usual.


Nigel stayed in pit most of the day, only getting up for a slash or to get firewood. The next morning the weather was overcast and windy. Nigel said he was OK, and none of us really questioned his opinion.


I followed him up the slip and it was noticeable that Nigel was not fully fit. He was slipping often and was slow. While the others went ahead, I went with Nigel who was quiet. We stopped and I told Nigel to have some chocolate and put more clothes on. At this point Nigel said he would go back to the hut by himself and we should go on. "Don't worry about me I'm fine." Clearly he wasn't but we pressed on. Before hitting the tussock, we stopped, and told Nigel to put more clothes on. After debate, he did. I took a lot of his food and other heavy items, and made him eat a lot of food.


While we kept going after this, and happily Nigel improved markedly during the day. On reflection I really think we probably should have turned back. The hut was only half an hour back, whereas we weren't planning to be at a hut for two nights, and with the weather really poxy I think we made the wrong decision. Luck was on our side, but one can't stop but think of the consequences if I haden't noticed Nigel in the condition he was, or if he further deteriorated during the day.


While this doesn't answer the question hopefully it will make everybody think what they would have done, and highlight the risks involved in tramping, and the necessity to be always aware of these risks.
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Uhhh... My head is spinning


"I'd like to move that the Basketball Club receive an interim grant of..."


"Message for you Terry" interrupted the Students Association President as he poked his head in the door.


Terry was in the middle of chairing what looked like becoming the busiest Sports Council meeting of 1988. He handed the message to me. "Ring Richard" it said. As I dashed down to the phone I knew that this was a 
Sar callout. Like everyone else I had heard about the hunter missing in the Tararuas since Sunday afternoon.


"Yep Johnny, we need a team to go into the hills at 9.00pm tonight" answered Richard. It was 8.05pm. "Right Richard, I'll just go and check." I managed to grab Simon Johnson. We left Terry Patterson and Justine Wright, the other tramping club members, to continue the Sports Council meeting. "Great way to get out of a meeting, eh Si?" I said as we were sprinting to the car. "Uhh... my head's spinning" replied Simon. Simon was trying to shake off the effects of four beers on an empty stomach. "I'll drive," I said emphatically as I had visions of us being arrested for drunken driving.


The next hour passed quickly as Simon rushed around in a drunken stupour - panic packing. I watched Simon, secure in the knowledge that the rest of the 
Vuwtc Search and Rescue team, who also happened to be my flatmates, were packing for me at the flat.


After much running around and stress our team arrived at Wellington Central Police Station at 8.55pm equipped to spend four days in the hills. After a "straight out of Z cars" van trip up to Kaitoke roadend we began the swim up to Dobson's hut. Needless to say, it was raining.


The next morning we radioed up to receive our task. We all knew that Mike Sheridan, another 
Vuwtc stalwart was Field Controller and were wondering what horrible task he would dream up for us. "Ah yeah, Kaitoke 5, your task is to close search Marchant Ridge". My hear sank. Of all the countless ridges in the Tararuas we were given the grov of grovs. A close search entails a team spreading out from a track within about three metres of each other. You are looking for a person who has fallen off the track into the undergrowth. It certainly was frustrating bush-bashing right in view of a track. After doing this for three god-damn hours we saw somone coming towards us on the Burn.


"You are not Jim Stevens by any chance?"


"Yep" he replied.


"Oh, we're the search team looking for you."


At that stage Jim sat down. He had been going for two days now without a hot drink or meal. The weather had been abysmal - freezing southerlies and rain. Harpo made a good decision to take Olympus tents. In no time at all we had bundled Jim into one and were filling him full of hot brews and food. Jim recovered his energy very quickly, enough for us to walk to Dobsons. A helicopter made a fleeting visit and Jim was flown to safety.


Jim had made a mistake. Coming up from Smiths Creek he had turned right instead of left at Dobsons. This had taken him further into the hills and he did not realise his mistake until he was pretty much at Alpha hut. Actually this kind of thing is surprisingly easy to do if you are not observing your surroundings. Jim was criticised for not having a compass but the point is you often don't need one to know you are going the wrong way. There are many things you can observe to get your bearings eg. where the sun is, which direction the wind is coming from the general lie of the land etc. If you are observing carefully you will realise when you are deviating from your desired route.


Observation is the key to good navigation.






	The 
Vuwtc search team was:

	
Grant Harper





	

	Jonathan Kennett





	

	Simon Johnson





	

	Johnny Mulheron





	Field Controller:

	Mike Sheridan





Johnny Mulheron
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Victoria Range, June 1988 or a trip to be missed


The plan. Ah yes, ha ha, the plan. My first proposal, in which all the huts of the area would be visited was rejected on the sensible grounds of having no rest days, as well as some long days. Well, only one really longish day, from Waitahu Saddle hut, eight miles down the river valley to the Montgomerie Hut. It looked innocent enough, on the map. But no rest days. So the Mark II plan was devised, featuring two rest days, at the two attainable huts, so there would be four nights in a hut. This itinerary met with approval, and in the fullness of time, five innocents found themselves abandoned at the roadside on Saturday afternoon, in light rain.


The first move was to call at the nearby farmhouse to enquire about barn ownership and occupancy. No hay. And it's been raining for the past week. So we set forth, and evening finds us part way up Waterfall Creek, looking for a nice grassy riverbank to camp on. We camp in the bush, and find that five bods don't in fact fit very well into a four-bod tent.


Sunday, light rain. We have two and a half miles to go, and 200 feet to climb. Seems simple enough. Well, it was very simply a grovel. There is no track, and the bush is the real sub-Alpine rain forest. One gully in glacial gravel was well festooned with bush lawyer, discovered in the usual way. By early afternoon we had just attained the brink of the waterfall (visible from the main road), half way... By dusk, we reached the river junction and camped. A strange area, streams tumbled down the slope, deep green moss everywhere over boulders, logs, stumps, holes. Some of which was made into a mattress.


Monday, light rain. Onwards and upwards to the tarn. Less than half a mile and 900 feet; all morning. The lip of the cirque was well-defended by battlements of granite, shrouded in bush. Then scrub. Lunch at the tarn, the drizzle now snow. But at least we're out of the damn bush. So 
Nnw to the saddle rather than over the clouded ridge. A stirring view, poorly appreciated in the wind and snow. No hope of the hut tonight, alas, so 
Nw again and down to a high valley to camp. Minor delays with bluffs, this time from above, and we set up camp at dusk. It would be very pleasant in summer, but just now, overcast, windy and rain.


Tuesday, light rain. Down into the main valley and then a westwards bend, to ascend the valley to the hut! This seemed rather more promising than giving up and slogging down the river for days to Reefton. Steady progress, lunch at a clearing featuring a deer pen, and onwards, at times even spotting red paint on some trees. Not much sign of a track though. And so, at dusk, we reach the bushline, where the metric map shows a hut on the North side of he stream. "There it is!" and the troops rushed off. But no. Merely a large boulder halfway up the mountainside, with a hat of snow to look like a roof. The troops are gathered back, and though we search diligently in the failing light closer to the stream where any sensible hut would be, we see it not. So we seek a campsite, crossing the stream and then back again to find a spot amongst some boulders at the lip of the cirque.


Wednesday, light rain. The plan called for us to head for the next hut, (having spent two nights in this hut), a reasonable five miles or so away. There seemed little point in staying here. So onwards, 
Se and up 1000ft to the first saddle. Part way up, we spotted the hut, on the other side of the stream, and we had surely passed within 20 yards of it. Snarl. But onwards, lured once again by the thought of a warm dry hut for the night. Down the other side and time for lunch, with hot soup as with Tuesday. From our vantage point at the headwaters of Shaw stream, we could see the route ahead when the occasional drizzle cloud buggered off. 
Sse along the valley shoulder to the tarn, and over the top to the hut below. Ascending the waterfall to the tarn from the valley floor looked too grim. So we set off in good heart, and picked our way through the boulders to the valley's side. Then up a gully to come out on the shoulder, as seen. But no, we're stuck. A cliff. But we just need to go round a bit, then down to the slope, and we're clear. This was not too easy, and involves a nasty piece of clinging to vegetation with no real footholds. But I made it. Craig and Jeremy did not. Both fall about 50 ft, a dreadful sight. Amazingly, Craig is not even scratched, although Jeremy has some bashes to his head and a loose tooth. For once, fervent thanks for the thickness of the vegetation. We camp at the first possible site, excavating a pad with our ice-axes under some stunted beech trees. Tonight's meal is uninspiring - the primus kept going out, and all remaining dry matches were consumed before anyone thinks to light a candle. Sigh. And so to bed, after a meal of snow sandwiches 

with cheese.


Thursday, light rain. Snow has fallen overnight, knee-deep in places. No hot podge for brekkies. After slogging through the low bush for small gain in distance and much snow after half an hour, and thinking its depth higher up, I decide enough of this sidling, down to the valley floor, we go for the low pass. Morale takes a boost, songs are sung, and Julian teaches us a song concerning the one track mind of Barnacle Bill the sailor, to the approval of all. Some hours later we arrive at the bend in Shaw stream, poised to ascend the pass to the south on Friday. Since it's not dusk, but 3.00pm, we get stuck in to our campsite, laying the thickest mattress of branches yet, and prepared to address the issue of firelighting.


My matchboxes are useless, wet hands having ruined the striking surface. On all previous trips I'd taken matches with strikers in a film container, and never used them, so this time I hadn't bothered... Julian had some splendid waxed matches with gunpowder cladding (like sparklers) in a screwtop container, but the striker was outside on the lid and was a useless soggy mess. Rubbing a match on my file merely wore the head down - too coarse. The surface of a burner head was too smooth, and a boulder nearby was no good eithe. Alas, safety matches are not striked anywhere, as on Clint Eastwood's stubble, but require the chemicals of the striker. What of the cigarette lighter? Nope. The striking wheel on the cheapo lighters bought by we righteous non-smokers is rotated by your thumb, which is wet, so no spark, just black mush. Righto. Pour white spirits onto a boulder, and belt it with an ice-axe. Lovely fat sparks. No flame. Right. Right. Grab a torch. Perhaps it can be dismantled and a series of electrical sparks made. Nope. not without ruining the torch. Aha! I have a spare bulb. Bite the glass off, exposing the filament. Souse with white spirits. Apply the electrics. Foomp! The filament explodes wiht a flash. But... no flame.


Dark thoughts of potassium permanganate and glycerine, or just metallic potassium in water, of which there is plenty. But we did not have these items in hand. Yes, we all know about rubbing two sticks together, but these recipes involve 
Dry sticks. Hah. Dry wood might be found along a riverbank or other sheltered place, or we could attack a hardwood tree with ice-aces, but this sort of project would take a long time and much effort. So we dined on macaroni cheese in cold water, which is not particularly palatable.


Friday, blue sky. But the end is in sight. The saddle was three quarters of a mile away, and 1500 ft up, so off we set, spotting more red flashes until we leave Shaw stream to head south and up. A steady slog, with the stream having worn some sluices into the granite. But who cares. Slowly the trees lose stature until we're once more struggling through, over, under and around the unspeakable thicket of scrub. At 1.00pm we attain the saddle and have lunch as the last of the blue sky is replaced by the oh so familiar overcast. Slowly down through the soft snow, zig-zagging in the hope of spotting a track but no such luck. We follow some forlorn footprints around the tarn, and amazingly, it's 4.00pm. The marked track up lake river is down in the main valley, no more than half a mile distant! But, cough, cough, in the jumble of boulders and trees at the tarn's underground outlet, I manage to lead the troops in a complete circle - the sky is overcast. The bush hides the mountains, so it's out with the compass. Once more it's dusk, and in the last light, Craig manages somehow to spot a campsite on the other side of the stream. By now I'm so stiff that I can hardly move and so can only hold the torch while the troops prepare the mattress.


Dinner is amazingly vile. Sweet and sour noodles in cold water. I'm the only one who can stomach any quantity, and that with an effort. And so the last night, yet again in wet sleeping bags, with condensation from our breath filling the tent like a steam bath and setting onto our sleeping bags. In the morning, as usual, I can wring out the foot of my bag, while the top half is semi-dry thanks to a half night's shivering, despite wearing all clothes.


Saturday, light rain. Up before dawn to set forth at first light. At last, the track, a real trad the first we've seen! Andre remains to accompany my slow pace while the others race off to catch the bus before it deserts us. They just made it, crossing the footbridge at the end just as the bus starts to leave. Alas, the track has in places been visited by the river, but we keep going until finally the splendid cry of "Baaa" is heard form Harpo and Hampster who have come back in to get us. Eventually we reach the road, and the wonderful sight of the waiting bus, and the word on my lips was "Deliverance".


The delivered ones: Jeremy Baker, Julian Taylor, Andre Visser, Craig Richardson, Nicky McLean.


By Nicky McLean
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Being a Baby Groover: a response to that Aging Groover, Simon Johnson.


Being a baby groover is:


- Taking your togs on a trip because you heard there might be hot pools.


- Not taking any bog paper because you reckon you can just about hold on from Friday night until Sunday night - or, taking three rolls for a weekend trip - just in case.


- Taking deodorant on a weeklong trip because polypro gets so smelly.


- Not knowing any of the songs sung by older club members.


- Getting into the truck on your first trip and saying "So this is what we're going in?" and hoping that you're not.


- Not even knowing what existentialism and marxism are - let alone being able to discuss them.


- Hearing stories about people that now have houses and three mortgages who you haven't even met.


- Believing your leader when they say it's only five more minutes.


Two Baby Groovers : Theresa Polglase and Sarah Weston.
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Tramper of the Year 1988


I was reminded of the 
Toty rather early this year by Harpo - harassing me about tickets. Seems our show has a reputation and people were asking for seats as early as May!


The format changed slightly to include more cabaret acts and we excelled in only having three out of eight acts of a mimed nature. Our selection included the University Graduation song, a 1913 Opera, the Andrews sisters, some Monty Python and Jimi Hendrix. To me onstage it seemed to race by, indeed watching the video it seems to have moved at pace. I honestly can't remember what happened at times although the recording did highlight a wee favourite saying of mine "that's a hot number".


The contestants had some excellent costumes this year, Chrissy with her scroggin, lasagne and black robin kebab, Helen and justine as vampires, Mark Brown, rambo, prostitute & black pope!, Barry Dowrick, kitchen sink, huge cheese cake, cavemen, Geoff nichols, lovely pink slippers and the suspender belt - black!! There were many more - indeed everyone who competed deserves a prize.


Officially it went like this:


Winner Daywear - Barry Dowrick


" Nitewear - Bruce Craigie


" Freefrom - Chris Visser


" Judges' Special - Justine Wright and Helen Walter


1988 Tramper of the Year - Mark Brown - with a costume selection that was so diverse that one has to wonder just where has that boy been in his lifetime.


The cabaret acts were first class, the waiting staff delivered a solemn rendition of the Graduation song. Jenny and John sang a delightful piece of opera, Mike Fee, Harpo and Iain were hysterical as the Andrews sisters. Iain even lost his wig, but recovered, Mike Sheridan and Richard Haverkamp kept up the tramping theme, Nigel Fitzpatrick was at his best as the stand up comic. Harpo excelled in the albatross sketch ably assisted by Johnny, and Brent was amazing as Jimi Hendrix - complete with chickens.


The finale was a wee bit of indulgence on my part with Mike Sheridan leading the cast in a wild rendition of the "Time Warp" - watch out Tim Curry.


Our audience numbered over 120, we actually sold out of tickets and I think the venue was the best yet. Certainly the sound and lighting worked particularly well. I must say a special thanks to my co-host of the past three years, Jenny Visser, who this year excelled as Elizabeth Taylor - complete with three costume changes - oh the vanity of the woman. Jenny has been the anchor person on stage, great at ad libbing especially when we have the odd pause or two and with me hopping all over the show, we will miss you.


I said on the night that this is my last 
Toty and it really is meant to be. But as before I have had ideas, suggestions etc. Next year will be different and hopefully will be just as successful. I want to thank everyone who was involved this year - it was a fantastic night's entertainment. The cast and crew were true professionals.


So till next year...



T.X.P.


P.S. Rumour has it that we are looking at producing a Tramping Club Revue - in the Theatre -interested? then let me know.
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All you heard about the West Coast is true ...


Most good Kiwis are well aware of the myths about the West Coast. You know, about how wet it is, about how hospitable the people are, about how much beer they drink, etc. Well, on the Victoria Range trip we found out that they were all true.


Take the first night as an example. After a short walk from Warwick Junction, we stopped to arrange to cross and camp on a farmer's land. As we turned and headed for the wet-looking hills, he said, oh-so-casually, "Of course you could stay in the spare house". Our arms didn't need too much twisting, and that night we were only vaguely aware of the rain outside as we cooked on a gas oven and sat around a kent burner.


Saturday morning saw us lose the farmer's shortcut, and have to bushbash over to Manuka Creek, which seemed bad but was cruisy compared to what come later in the trip. At the creek, we found that West Coast watercourses are somewhat on the large side. Justine and I rather shakily confirmed that it couldn't be crossed, and we didn't get onto the easier travel on the true right until we found a fallen tree, which we crossed with varying degrees of dignity. That night we camped at 1000m, at the headwaters of the creek. I wondered why everyone was so helpful putting the tent up, and then found out why when they beat me into pit, leaving me to cook in the rain.


Our start on Monday morning coincided with a cold Southerly and snow. When we hadn't warmed up at all after 30 minutes' walking, the prospects of crossing a 1400m pass in low visibility came a poor second to having a pit day. Still, a pit day in the tent wasn't to be nirvana, and there were five happy faces when we found an old hut that the farmer on Saturday night had told us about. It was a classic log cabin, a bit airy, but with a fireplace and heaps of character. The usual pit day activities of eating and sleeping were enjoyed. We also made enthusiastic use of a songbook and had readings from Porterhouse Blues.


Tuesday saw us back into tramping, clearing the saddle and dropping into a tributary of the Waitahu. There was actually some fine weather, and the travel was quite pleasant. The creek valley was open and grassy, and things remained fairly cruisy when we reached the Waitahu. One section of river bank was an amazing tree-lined, grassy avenue, reminding those of us who had never been to England of an English heath.


Wednesday was nothing short of a grovel. We managed scarcely better than 1 km/hr down the valley. Flood damage, slips and windfall, had made chaos of the bush, and the undergrowth was very thick. That night we re-assessed our route, and what had been joked about on Monday became the obvious option - a pike out to Reefton.


Thursday saw us reach the Montgomerie River after one hour's further grovel, followed by a pleasant walk down a 4WD road. The bush was still really beautiful, and it was rather easier to appreciate it then than when we were battling through the middle of it.


Once out of the bush, it wasn't long before a ute stopped and picked us up. The driver found it a bit hard to believe that people voluntarily went into the hills in July, and had us on about being crazies from Wellington, but was really helpful and dropped us at the motor camp. After hot showers and dinner, we went out to the pub and happened to meet the same guy again. That started an amazing 36 hours of West Coast hospitability.


"Mad Mully" (the driver of the ute) and his mates turned out ot be miners. We were had on a bit about having taken" 5 days from Marawera" (Maruia), and about how badly we had smelt. This was followed by a good singing session until after closing time (ie. when the front door is locked and the back door unlocked). Also, one of the miners offered to show us around the mine that he managed.


The next day we were picked up from the motor camp, taken out to Star mine no. 2, given helmets and lamps, and got an hour's guided tour of "the biggest private mine in Reefton (or was it he Coast?) with a sealed road to the bins". Richard (the manager) let us drill a hole in the coal face, and detonated a charge for us.





After all that, we thought the least we could do was shout a round at the pub. Was that one round? Well, once you start these guys the rounds just keep on coming, and it was five and a half hours later that we stumbled out of the pub, after another friendly fun evening. We found a piano that night, and had an enthusiastic, if not incredibly musical, singing session.


To top it off, Richard picked us up at nine the next morning and took us down to Tobin's bridge to meet the bus. The friendliness and generosity of the guys we met made me realise that West Coast hospitability is not just a myth and the great time we had in Reefton saved us from having to write the tramp off as a merely learning experience!






	The pikers to Reefton :

	Geoff Daniels

	Dave Oborn





	

	Sarah Hall

	Justine Wright





	

	Ian Marshall
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Why Wait Ten Years For A Reunion?


1998, how many of you can imagine what you will be doing ten years hence? How many of you want to? Well in August this year a group current club members decided to celebrate a reunion ten years early. So let me take you on a marvellous journey into the future, where we will experience the joys,sorrows, and embarrassments of rediscovery.


The time was 7.30pm, the place "Marbles", restaurant of Kelburn,(luckily not destroyed in the great Wellington earthquake of 1993) a place renowned for fine food, high prices and monstrous servings. (We had Grant Harper in mind)


The guests all arrived promptly-all, that is except Terrence Patterson. The waiter explained that he had just received a phone call to the effect that Mr Patterson's plane was unfortunately delayed and would be late. Meanwhile the others chatted about what had happened over the years- remarking that no one had changed a bit - and it seemed that they were all living fulfilled and exciting lives that were happy in the extreme.


For instance Justine Wright was engaged in producing international political documentaries, based in Finland with her potty husband, or was that potter? In between films she managed to have two children. She was certainly none the worse for wear - wearing casual but expensive clothes collected on her extensive world travels.


Helen Walter turned out to be a lawyer for the 
Oecd, based in Paris where she kept an expensive appartment, not to mention a young French lover, and she also had one in Italy. Obviously 
Aids has been cured by this time.


Jeremy Robertson, his devastating good looks not dulled by time, had now become a well known sexalogist whose book,"Sex in Space: The Final Frontier",none of us had ever heard of. Jeremy was living in Southern Califiornia and intended to visit Mars very soon to continue his research.


We were delighted to discover that Cuc Nguyen and Geoff Nichols had raised a family of indeterminate number with no names. Geoff was now a house-husband, after he was blacklisted from the professions in 1995, when any involvement in conservation activities became illegal. Cuc, however had gone onto greater things since the unprecedented success of her 1988 "Heels" which won the Pullitzer prize for journalism.


Lisa Whitehouse however had travelled in Germany at the end of 1988 and had not been heard of since. Dressed in a chic and horrendously expensive outfit, she had become the youngest and first female ambassador to Germany. She was obviously enjoying her reunion with Jeremy.


There was a startling transformation in Grant Harper, who we learned was now living in the Castro district of San Francisco - he had come out! All the women agreed in private that it seemed an awful waste.


Terry Patterson fulfilled expectations as he had become a fat cat businessman with an empire of many multi-national corporations such as 
Txp Productions Inc, Muriel Corp, and T of the Y International. Everyone still remembered the notorious 1989 "Tramper of the Year" in which members of the cast and audience were charged with gross indecency and the show was judged to be injurious to the public good.


This brought back many old memories, and someone was heard to ask if anyone still went tramping. Everyone roared with laughter at the thought of tramping! (Though 
Txp said he did own some former National Parks) There were some sombre moments too. The news of Brent Hoare's terrible accident was a shock to some present. Apparently,"Hamster" as he used to be called, fell off the top of the beehive while protesting some unknown issue.


Johnny Mulheron, who had to drop out at the last minute, was said to own a boutique for designer tramping wear for the discerning tramper whois prepared to pay for quality fashion garments for the bush. Funny, he was not remembered for such a bent.





Simon Johnson, former treasurer, was now leader of a cult in America and had his own 
Tv show called "Send me Your Cash". He used the money to rehabilitate student politicians and make them useful to society.


There were many other stories - too many to tell here. So, five hours and many, many bottles of wine later, all departed to their respective far corners of the world.
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Moon Shadow




Lying back here,



Cradled in the branches of a scrub-bush protruding



from a fresh blanket of crusty snow.



Lying out underneath the cloudless dusky sky



watching the stars coming out to join the radiant half-moon



Listening to the kea calling as it flies back up the valley,



Home to its nest among the rocks and snow,



Soothed by the sound of the stream gushing down from the saddle,



Cradled too, by the peaks towering above,



I think of work, life and destiny.



Nothing troubles me.



I am at peace; calm and serene.



Getting up, I chase my moon-shadow back to the hut.
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The Underworld Adventurers


Saturday dawned bright and clear - a perfect day for the start of a week long tramp - this has got to be a good omen! The morning was spent watching the scenery go past and finding spots of sun on the deck - then crawling after them as the ship turns.


After the obligatory long bus trip and the laughing at the first groups to go off into the threatening overcast, it's our turn to be left on the junction of the main road and a gravel road heading for the hills: "You reckon we'll need coats out?" "Nah, no worries"... "Hey - it's raining!" Off we go, keeping Harpo & Cuc's group company for the first bit of the way and then leaving them at the first farmhouse to ask for permission to cross land.


Walking down the road, thinking about places to camp the night, we spot a farmhouse - and an old, unused looking house - hmmm. Stopping to talk to the farmer we discover that nobody around here uses the place names on the map; "Manuka or Ranger Creek" is in fact Goose Creek, and what's more we're pretty crazy to be wanting to go up it in winter. Nice people tho', we are walking off on a suggested shortcut, after discussing the local campsite prospects, when we hear " ... of course you could stay in the old house..." 
Whooomph! Faster than the eye can follow, into the house with loud thanks. The old house turns out to have a gas stove, electricity, mattresses, a Kent fire with pre-chopped wood and even a piano! YeeHaaarrr. A very cozy night was had by all listening to the rain pour down outside, thinking about the other groups, eating scrummy stew and enjoying recitals from Geoff on the piano. The farmer came in later and showed us a big aerial photograph of the whole area including the creek were planning on following, and told us about the big flood they had had a few months before which put the farm under several feet of water.


The next morning saw us up bright and early - the first time on the trip that we were away before 8am I think - and we were off on the shortcut; thats the one that takes you about twice as long as the longcut, you've probably been there before. We followed the creek up for while and then decided it would probably be a good idea to go along the other side for a while, then we looked at the creek; hmm., maybe it gets a little less fearsome further up. After a while we decided to give it a go so off go Geoff and Justine: up to knees, no worries; thighs, yeah; waists, oh well; the movement becomes more downstream than across and back they come, after a ducking. Things don't look too good until we find a log across the creek - thank goodness. Those of us with more imagination and an eye for the raging torrent take a while, alternately cursing the camera and pointedly not looking down, but we're soon across. Further up we find the most amazing waterfall, where the creek has spread out across the 30m wide face in the last flood and plunges steeply down straight through what used to be bush - by the size of the boulders and trees it moved this would be 
the place to avoid in a flood.


Our campsite that night is up above the river near the junction of a small stream and it is a little cool and wet. So much so that we are all in pit very quickly, leaving our dedicated and ultra fantastic Geoff outside cooking tea. Ah well, we manage to revive him in a people sandwhich when we eventually let him back in. Great dinner thanks Geoff!


Monday morning, and guess what - it's raining. Again. But not for long, no indeed, it soon starts snowing. We head off up the creek for an assault on the pass over to the Waitahu River in the teeth of the southerly and the snow, hoping that we would warm up soon. After half an hour it becomes obvious that we are shit out of luck and serious pit bashing talk starts. The farmer mentioned an old hut up here and all hope centres on that, even though he said he hadn't been up here for years and that it would probably be a bit rough. We knew something must be near when we saw a wire strung out across a clearing - presumably to stop choppers landing (either that or a 
verybig clothes line in a bizarre place) and found the hut down by the creek. That made the day for us because the thought of spending a day in a snowstorm in a 4 person tent with 4 other people was looking a bit suspect. This hut has real character. It is built with rough cut slabs of wood and poles with hessian sacking filling in the gaps and has room for one to sleep on a sort of hessian cot. It is a lot cosier with five people sleeping on the floor though. Brews were had, lunch was ate and the day was pleasantly passed in literary pursuits - first we read our own books but then moved on to the much more sociable pastime of having Geoff read aloud from "Porterhouse Blue." Recommended reading. After another taste sensation for dinner we dropped off to the sound of more Porterhouse from Geoff.


Tuesday morning it wasn't snowing so we set off for the pass, following a very direct route to the top (straight up). Part way up we perched on some trees and looked back down the creek for what was to be the last view for a few days. Pity we were holding on too tightly to take pictures. The trip down the other side of the pass and along the creek to the Waitahu was pretty cruisy and it 

even stopped raining for an hour or so, not long enough to get worried about tho and the yellow stuff that came down through the trees washed away pretty quickly. Our first sight of travel down the Waitahu was a tree lined avenue marching down a wide river bed and we were ecstatic. That didn't last long. Campsite that night was in a nice little clearing by the river and yet another culinary delight was consumed before settling back for the now customary reading from Porterhouse Blue. Geoff was saved a cold night again by the gallant action of Justine and Sarah who zipped their scorpions together and shared with Geoff - you could almost see the heat haze! It stopped raining and cleared for about four hours that night.


It was raining again in the morning and we set off down the river marvelling at the wonderfully thick bush, the tastefully placed fallen logs and the quite amazing amount of leg that would regularly dissappear between them. I don't think we saw the ground at all that day - only the logs, trees and undergrowth between them. In the summer, when normal people go down there, the route is down the river not through the bush; not a bad idea. Our original route had been to go up Shaw Stream or up onto the tops from Montgomerie Hut, but by this stage we were only covering about 1km per hour because of the grotty travel and the joke about going out to Reefton had started looking very good indeed. We passed an amazing lake on the way down the river, it had been formed by half the hillside coming across and blocking the river. Lunch was had by the junction of the Waitahu and Shaw Stream (which was about as big as the Waiohine normally is - some creek). We were quite lucky to find a campsite that night - we got what must have been the only possible site for a long way either side - but didn't have to compromise our standards and still got a flat spot overlooking a stream. We have a good real estate agent.


It was raining again on Thursday and it was starting to get us down a little bit. This morning we just bashed on down the river for an hour or so and found another river "Hey - it's the Montgomerie! Yeehaaa", and ten minutes more saw us at the hut for lunch. The road bash out to Reefton was a welcome chance to stretch our legs and we even got some sun and a brief view back to the tops. We were able to take our coats off during the day for the first time since we started - a real red letter day. Out on the tarseal and we were looking for a place to hang our hats. The first farmer wasn't home but this proved to be a blessing because a quarter of an hour down the road a ute stopped, someone leaned out and we heard the magic words "where are you going?" and "like a lift?" We piled into the fantasically warm cab (it had been hailing outside) and started talking. Our saviour was a miner and took us into the motor camp, amid many digs at our being from Wellington and being crazy for tramping in the Vic. Range in winter (and being ultra smelly). A really nice guy, he knew the owner of the camp and we got a cabin and a hot shower each for $5 each. Boy it was hard getting out of that shower! After dinner and having spread our gear out all over the cabin to dry, we headed for town and the friendliest looking pub - where we found our 'Mad Mully' drinking with his friends. We had a good time with them and talked a lot and ended up being invited down a mine the next day to see what it is like. We left, by the back door, 'later'.


Friday dawned smokey but otherwise clear and everything was draped outside to dry in the sun. Bansky's mate arrived in the van at one ish and we were off on our underworld adventure. After being fitted out with helmets and lamps we scrambled down a steep ladder/steps and immediately got disoriented. This was a hydro mine, where the coal gets crushed and pumped up to the surface as a slurry. Richard let off an explosion in a face to show us what it is like and he admitted later that he used about three times what he usually uses - it felt like the whole mine was wobbling because of the air pressure blast that came with the explosion rushing up and down the shafts and drives. Then he showed us around the old workings that are worked out and sealed up, in some of them the water is so acidic it is more like battery acid than water.


On the way back from the mine (they knock off at 3pm) we offered to shout them a round in the pub for being so kind - five hours later we just starting to think about leaving after finding a piano and having an extended singing and dancing (well, some of us were) session with the miners, to the tune of Geoffs inspired ivory tapping (when we could hear it above the singing). A lot of fun was had by all. It was there we met a DOC worker who had seen one of the other Vic. groups and given them a lift on his tractor.


The next morning we were given a lift by Richard along the road to where the bus was to pick us up complete with a tiki tour to the local sights and a stop to look at the burning mine. We were really amazed by the lengths people went to to help us, Reefton sure is a friendly place.





On the way home in the bus we started hearing the horror stories of snow, ice and epic trips and the disbelief of all those who wished they had come out to Reefton too.






	We were:

	Geoff Daniels

	- leader, reader and ivory tickler extraodinaire





	

	Justine Wright

	





	

	Iain Marshall

	





	

	Sarah Hall

	





	

	David Oborn

	





David Oborn
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Psychopathology in Tramping


What better way to cope with emotional problems than to run away into the hills, especially after having talked your worries over until 3.00am. Yes, it was a spur of the moment decision - we were going on a day trip. Neither of us knew exactly where. I was certainly not of sound mind when I told Terry Patterson "Yeah, Holdsworth roadend, up Mitre, over Girdlestone, the three Kings and Holdsworth, then back to the carpark".


Terry must have thought I was mad, for he understood that we were going to do the Baldy route - a trip of about half the length.


By 6.00am we were well on the way. A quick stop at Carterton for the traditional "cold pie and coke" and our bodies were into the right gear for a good thrashing. It was during our lunch break just before North King that I think we both realised how much further we had to go. I can't believe it; for five years now I've been underestimating distances and overestimating ability. There was nothing for it but to knuckle down and push on. It is at times like this that tramping becomes a case of self discipline. Lunch lasted only 20 mins and we stopped every hour for only two minutes or so. Slowly but surely we ground down the miles and by 7.00pm we were approaching the final slopes of Mt Holdsworth. By this stage it was dark and I had skillfully left my torch behind. I thought that I'd tell Terry that I had done this on purpose so I could really forget my city problems but I knew he wouldn't wear it. "You stupid poxy bastard".


It is a horrible recollection to think of us thrashing around in pitch black somewhere near the top of Mt Holdsworth. I must have looked a particular pitiful sight as I had to resort to bludging photons off T.X.P. This led to severe mental strain on my part and I was very happy to get back to the car fourteen hours after we had started.


Thanks to Terry for a great trip.
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Leaping Bridges in a Single Bound


It was a dark and gloomy Sunday morning many moons ago... Well may be for some it wasn't so dark and gloomy but when 'one' had spent the previous night at a fairly debauched chocolate party (and if I mention the names, Donna, Chrissy, Nigel and Paul at this stage I'm sure you'll understand just how degenerate it truly was!) things tend to look extremely gloomy - especially when an excited Jonathan Kennett and friends come bounding up to 'one' at 8.00am and tells 'one' to hurry up and get ready 'cause one is going to throw oneself off a bridge of all things and have a really neat time doing so too!!!


"Aww, come on! You said you would yesterday! Don't wimp out now!"


Gulp - "I did?! Ah...yeh!...sure! Nah! I woludn't wimp out" (even though a picture flashes in the 'ole memory bank of telling people the night before and seeing them shake their heads the night before and seeing them shake their heads sorrowfully as they turn away!)


So into the car 'one' trundled like the good wee lass one is and off we shot - plowing our way through a herd of stampeding marathoners en route - ahw gud one guys!! Basically there isn't much more to say except perhaps that bridge-jumping is really 
Freaky As and a real adrenalin buzz to boot!


A scroggin stop at a hot bread shop along the way is a good idea. It prolongs the inevitable, boosts moral and confidence and provides something colourful for one to bring up later when one is in the middle of a jump - so bear that in mind folks - the stickier and sweeter the morsel the better! A chocolate eclair or four goes down a treat!


But anyway, back to bridge jumping and a few dos and don'ts to consider before you take up the maniac challenge of bounding off the nearest viaduct. Make sure you're securely tied on eh! I mean we were so tightly tied on Houdini himself couldn't have been more secure. Be that as it may I still had the sneaking suspicion that someone had loosened the vital knot without my knowing when I jumped. It took sooo long for the rope to take the slack it just wasnt' funny! I remember having visions while I was jumping of the rest of the guys standing up above yahooing andjumping for joy at the thought of getting rid of that gullible twit so easily!


And that's another point - whatever you do 
Don't - be the last one to jump like I was. Curiously enough 'peoples' just happened to forget to mention to moi-meme that the rope stretches when it's wet after each jump, and lo and behold by the time it got round to my turn to jump the free fall was friggin cosmic!!


So make sure you're doing it with people you can be sure will be safe and make sure you pick a bridge which doesn't have anything dangerous like wires of anything underneath it- or if you do please don't ruin bridgejumping's name; call it something else like... Oh I don't know... suicide perhaps? Watch out for pillars and the such like too eh! Wouldn't you feel a right wally splattered on a shrub underneath a bridge!!


And after that little sermon what did I get out of it all...


Well...um... life is bliss ... and the pain of being yanked by a rope and almost split in half is 
Nothing compared to the relief at finding that there is actually a rope holding you on and you do eventually stop falling before you hit the ground!


The rest of it is just a cruise! Like a giant swing really - you just get to sit back and enjoy the view. Would I do it again?...Yup you bet! After all I missed most of the fun first time round - I was shitting myself so much!


Eat-yer-heart-out Tarzan
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High noon at Te Hekenga


We'd had a hard ride last night from Fort Hunter, but the sleep out under the stars had done us good. The kid, 'Draw, Hoss, and I saddled up and picked our way up the canyon until we reached the last outpost in these parts, a 'lil stockade called Rangiwahia - nothin' out to the east of here, 'cept injuns an' mountains of course. There was wagon train here too, reckoned they could get to Triangle stockade. Bit outta our way, but we rode with them a mite, then struck off in the direction of some mesas to the northeast. Just checkin' to see if it was any good for cattle beasts.


Our first bite for a while was at a waterhole next to an abandoned teepee, we met the injuns who owned it a bit further on. The ridin' heresabout was hard - the country was steep an' the sun blazed down. The guys was takin' it hard. We still had to climb over one mesa to get a view of the way ahead. Te Hekenga the injuns called it, pretty mean gettin off it too, all gorges, shingle and bluffs. We made it O.K. tho' it was no good for cattle beasts. We'd seen a campsite up ahead and made for it. Set up our tents an' the Kid cooked up the beans. Off to the west the sun set over some distant snow-capped mountains. She was gonna be a cold night.


Sure enough it was cold next mornin', so we had our beans while still in our bedrolls - luxury. Half way thru the feed we sensed we was being watched. Feelin' for our weapons we slowly peered outa the tent. Silhouetted on the skyline was the one thing we didn't wanna see - injuns! With growing apprehension we watched them approach. Eventually their chief hailed us, an' a short halting conversation followed....the whole time the Kid fingered his Winchester. The injuns moved after a while, and we saddled up fast. Didn't want no more meetings like that.


The lie of the country took us north, pickin' our way over a sawtooth ridge an' then veering northwest along some high ground to a low mesa several miles off. The area round here was mean, lotsabluffs, shingle bluffs and canyons - not much good for cattle.


We got off the mesa some time after a break for some more beans. The distant snow-capped mountains stood out clearly and we could see a large lake off to the north and more mountains to the southwest - probably better cattle country than this place too.


Droppin' off the mesa into the canyon below we almost managed to get lost in some mean weed but Hoss an' I found a route. We eventually ended up at an abandoned homestead. An derelict sign, 'Kelly Knight', creaked in the breeze. Wierd name but a roof I s'pose. Quickdraw cooked up the beans that night, crackin' jokes the whole time.


The climb outta the canyon the next mornin' was long an' hard. I plodded out ahead tryin' to pick up our ground trail of a few days previous. 'Draw, and the Kid, who was havin' trouble with his mount were next. Hoss bought up the rear. Eventually we picked up an old trail and followed it to an old wagon train campsite - time for a break.


The pace picked up a mite from here on. Rangiwahia stockade was close now an' we kept seein' recent trails an' increasin' numbers of wagon trains. Past the stockade an' down to the canyon. First stop was Kimberly stockade for a bit of the local liquor, then back to Fort Hunter. One thing was for sure, that country was no good for cattle!






	Them good ol' boys:

	Grant 'Bullet' Harper





	

	Terry 'Codcomol Kid' Patterson





	

	Simon'Quikdraw' Johnson





	

	Grant 'Hoss'Singleton





The injuns and wagon trains: Tararua T.C., and other assorted loopies.


Grant Harper
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Sixtyniner at Camp Grov


There's something about meeting at the ferry terminal before heading down south for a trip in the hills. Perhaps it's the simple chaotic organisation of Railways that while defying description seems amazingly to get everyone where they are going. I must admit however that I've always loved the ferry trip and it weems to add something to the excitement of the week away.


After busing through Murchison, we, the (don't laugh) fit group, were deposited beside the Maruia river to commence our traverse of the Victoria Range (ha ha). It was and had been raining and our first and only attempt to cross the Maruia was thwarted by very deep cold, privates-numbing water. After much pissing around, we ended up camping in some farmer's field, having some informative comments from an uninformed local; affectionately known as Mr W.A.N.K. Spanner, such as the "extremely thick sub-alpine scrub" etc.


Next day (Sunday) we walked, some distances I might add, down the road to the abandoned mine, fearing we would be shot at, after the advice of Mr Spanner. We camped that night about 500 ft above the Deepdale on a semi-vertical ledge which resulted inTXP succeeding in getting his borrowed Everest Entrant pit wet and after that it became known as the "planks". Such was its value as a sleeping receptacle. It was precipitious that night.


Monday saw us cross the Deepdale, was cold and swift, and head up to the Victoria Range finding a rather delightful campsite by some tarns. It looked like the kind of place you would spend your summer holidays. Which was just as well cos we spent half our lives there!!


Fortunately we selected campsites that were dry and away from the swamp. It rained that nite as well. Tuesday was pretty grotty so we decided on a pit day. Due to the unfortunate dampening of TXP's sleeping bag, he was forced to, dare I say it, get into Mark's pants. Alovely fur lined number they were to. For warmth reasons of course.


We spent the next two days (Tuesday and Wednesday) involved in the following activities:


1. Sleeping, TXP won by miles.


2. Excreting, John was first, Mark and Johnny second, TXP didn't.


3. Eating – occasionally for it lead to (2.)


4. Pretending to know what the weather was doing.


5. Dreaming up possible routes – all quite ridiculous.


It snowed, a lot, indeed the tent was quite warm due to the igloo effect as the sides became submerged. We never did discover why Johnny rattled so much, but it did have something to do with milk bottles. Also John seemed to have a fixation witht surgical gloves and tickling Johnny's prostate.


By Thursday we had had enough, one can only lay in one place for so long before the body becomes a part of the earth's crust. so we packed up in somewhat cold, frozen weather, even our packs had frozen up. It took sometime but finally we ploughed thru the snow up o the ridge and down to the Deepdale again. There was much snow in the bush to make life very cold and unpleasant. But – at least we were moving. We camped just across the Deepdale – deja vue and all that and headed out the way (exactly) we had come.


After the mine site we wandered down to the farm land where John checked into a farm house to use the phone. Whilst he was gone the farmer arrived and invited us in for coffee and we were treated to a hot shower and much warmth by the fire. After their excellent hospitality they arranged for us to stay at a bus garage out on the highway and even arranged a lift. These kind farmers were Mr and Mrs Johnson so if you pass their farm (last one before you head into the mine) say hello, they are great people.


Next day (Saturday) it was fine – how surprising and after a quick can-can for the bus we were whisked on board for the journey home and all the tales from the other groupies – and there were many.





From what glimpses we saw, the Victorial Range looks realy excellent tramping – but mid-winter weather can be quite nasty. Be prepared – go to Lewis Pass - eh Si's group.


It was a good break for me though and I had a great time, thanks to the organisers – no thanks to the fit group – bunch of deviants...






	The 69'ers:

	John (Surgical Glove) Beaglehole





	

	Mark (Brown arse) Brown





	

	Johnny (Milk bottles) Mulheron





	

	Terry X. (Planks) Patterson





T.X.P.
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The Pouakai Range and Mt Egmont/Taranaki Queen's Birthday


We left Hunter carpark at about 6pm and had a fairly uneventful journey to North Egmont, arriving at midnight. We spent the remainder of darkness in the camphouse which even had electricity and running water.


We awoke on Saturday morning to brilliant sunshine and exellent views of Mt Egmont/Taranaki and the peaks of Tongariro National Park in the distance in a sea of mist. We tramped through bush to the grotty Kaiawai Hut for lunch and then climbed up a long, increasingly steep spur onto the Pouakai Range in mist and strong wind. The deep muddy track was soon replaced by a board walk across the swampy Plateau followed by steps down to the huge Pouakai Hut which was already full - one large group was having a party, a small family, and another VUWTC group. Another VUWTC group arrived about 30 minutes after us, adding to the crowding, wet clothing and enjoyment of games that evening. The wind stopped and the cloud vanished after darkness, giving us exellent veiws of New Plymouth and other towns below us as well as the Pouakai Range in the moonlight and crisp night air.


By the next morning the wind and mist had risen to Saturdays levels again and we left for Holly Hut at about 9.30 am. We reached Holly Hut at eleven for lunch after tramping down a spur of the Pouakai Range followed by a long boardwalk across the amazingly huge Ahukawakawa swamp. After lunch we visited Bell's Falls in the drizzle before relaxing for the remainder of the afternoon in the hut. That night we had plenty of bunks to choose from - a vast improvement on the floor of Pouakai Hut the night before!


On Monday we climbed up out of the ever-present mist to spend the rest of the day in brilliant sunshine with excellent views of Egmont/Taranaki, the tops of the Pouakai Range and Tongariro and Ruapehu over the mist. The scenery along the track back to North Egmont was impressive - massive bluffs, the huge Boomerang slip, some bright orange ochre deposits at one point, and the constant views of the slopes and summit of Mt Egmont/Taranaki. We had a bed in the Visitor Centre and paid our hut fees before driving home at two o'clock.






	We were:

	
Dave Ball

	Sarah Weston





	

	Marie Pool

	Philip Lake





	

	Say Kuan Koh

	





Philip Lake
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Trampers that pass in the night



And speak to each other in passing



Only a torchlight shows and a distant



Voice in the darkness



So on the track of life



We pass and speak to each other



Only a look and a voice



Then darkness again



And a silence.



(Longfellow - sorry)
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Queen's Birthday - climbing Mt Taranaki


When we left Wellington on Friday night, the Queen's Birthday trip to Mt Taranaki showed all the signs of being one for the book. The weather forecast was good, reports of snow conditions on the mountain were excellent and you couldn't dream of a more wonderful group than Geoff, Dirk, Gerard and Bruce.


Friday night was spent at a shelter with two other groups at Dawson Falls roadend after Sarah Hall got lost walking from the van to shelter 20 yards away. At the crack of 9.15am we set off up the mountain, tramping in brilliant sunshine and reached Syme hut soon after sunset. Reports of ice conditions on the mount indicated that we should wait until the following morning before climbing to the Peak of Mt Taranaki.


Not content with the company in the hut, we pitched the pleasuredome on a warm patch of ice and spent the night warding off ice-possums. On Saturday morning we rose an hour before sunrise. The weather was fine with the cloud layer well below us. As we prepared ourselves to climb to the peak another group of three men came from Dawson Falls and carried on up the mountainside.


We climbed the mountain in about two hours using crampons almost all the way as the slopes were covered in windblown ice. The view from the crater was well worth the trip and two hours were spent bumsliding, taking photos and having lunch. The group of three men had reached the crater about 15 mins after us and two of them wandered around the crater while the third rested and took some salt.


At the end of lunch we were called over by two of the other group who couldn't find their third member. A quick look around showed that the only signs of the missing person were bloodstains on the icy slopes below. There is no need to go into details of his demise but it should be noted that this man was expereinced, reasonably well-equipped and as far as we know was not doing anything foolhardy.


The trip down was rather sombre as we followed the path of the body down the mountainside. Leaving those thoughts behind us, we packed our tent and headed on down the scoria slopes to the picturesque setting of Lake Dive hut. Saturday night was spent with even more effort spent warding off real possums and we awoke to another splendid morning scene complete with morning chorus from the flocks of birdlife.


We set off around the mountain back to Dawson Falls, stopping every five minutes to take photos of our stunning surroundings. The remainder of the trip was uneventful and it was a satisfied group that returned to Wellington.


At the end of it all though, there was the disturbing fact that someone had died. There did not appear to be any major contributing factors - the weather was fine, the wind minimal, the climber experienced and he had already reached the top.


Perhaps tiredness or cramp had caused him to lose his footing and hindered his self arrest. There is little point in speculating, but the lesson should be taken that you don't have to make a lot of mistakes to die in the mountains. If you are tired, rest. If conditions are too bad, turn back. If you are unsure of your ability to do a trip, don't go or check with someone more experienced. Getting into the mountains can be a great way to live but they can also be a horrible way to die.






	The group :

	
Geoff Nichols

	Dirk Naish





	

	Gerard O'Neill

	Bruce Craigie





Bruce Craigie
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So long and thanks for all the scroggin (or: Its about bloody time we married them off)


A celebration organised to finish off a few years in various committe positions for me and for god knows how many years in the club for Mike and Jenny, I don't know where I found the time. T.X.P. and I blatted in to Cross Creek friday night, and on a hot, fine Saturday morning with Donna and Rob we took in the generator, ghetto blaster, and other assorted sundries. Back out to chauffer the wedding party. The bride (Jenny) was looking as resplendent and virginal as ever, the groom (Mike) handsome and well partnered by his best man. Who bought those fuckin' children?


Bring in more supplies, the marquee 'snake', and grab firewood. Ceremony at 3.30pm. Bride's late of course. Oh, here she comes. A moving (?) sermon by the minister, revelations from the past, explanations, and finally the ring. What a lovely couple. Off to the honeymoon suite!! Later at reception, gourmet meals! Cheese fondue, soup and croutons, fillet steak, chicken breasts stuffed with apricot and wrapped in bacon, wine, chocolate mousse, pancakes layered with cream and liquer, chocolate fondue.


Speeches from the T.X.toastmaster, bride and groom, and pr..pr..precautions for public safety.


Dance, dance, dance.


Sunday. Susan tidies up and goes back to pit, the toastmaster discovers he's been in the right spot all night, the minister and Tracy finally emerge, and pits get bashed. Back to Featherston. Huge ice-creams. Condoms on exhausts, and old ladies. Steam trains! All aboard and home. Thanks for a great weekend.
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The May Rock Trip or Anarchy In the South Island


The May excursion may have been termed a rock climbing trip but it more often seemed to resemble a loosely coordinated package tour of the South Island. Along the lines of "If today is Tuesday, we must be in Botswana", it was of a similar nature. Although, "if its Tuesday, we must be sleeping on the floor of a cave" certainly lacks the same exotic appeal. Nigel had written to me at the 'White House' near Motueka to say he was coming South on the ferry with some of the VUWTC rock contingent. After several calls to Nigel's flat resulting in no response, I decided to go to Nelson and play it by ear. The morning he was due I had the fortunate idea to ring my parents in Paekakariki - yes Nigel had rung at about 7.30am to say they were now flying down.


By sheer luck Nelson and Wellington airports were closed or marginal most of the day so it was merely a matter of hanging around all day waiting for them to arrive. About midday I bumped into Mike Robertson and Tertia lolling disconsolately in the upstairs lounge. "Gidday, what are you doing here?" "Waiting for Nigel", they volunteered. Well fancy that I thought, what a coincidence. Finally the plane hopefully containing the gang of four arrived, and out stumbled Nige,Bear and Simon. Hurrah! But wait a minute, there were supposed to be four of them. It came to light that Jonathon did not have an ISIC cards and was on the next plane, paying full fare. Another wait and then Jonathon made his entrance looking a little bemused. Nige gave him a bit of a hard time about joining ISIC and then we were off to Nelson for a meal at Maria's. Luckily she is used to all manner of persons arriving at her place so she coped with us all.


We then headed off for the 'White House' at Riverside Community. After a quick word about the state of the world with Ron and Nancy I introduced everyone to the rest of my flatmates, who looked a little stunned but managed to handle the mass crash of bodies on the lounge floor. Next day we departed to do the 'Charleston' on some West Coast cliffs, the only dampener on our departure being the fact that one of our cats had pissed on Nigel's trousers! From then on he had to wear his rock climbing trousers which was a source of amusement wherever we ventured. The convoy cruised down the coast to the grooving out on Led Zepplin 4 and listening to Simon's amusing tales of student politics – the back stabbing, the moves within moves, the subtle ploys and the not so subtleploys. It sounded a great way to prepare for the real world.


Arriving in an unsuspecting Westport we spread out to look for provisions. A frontier town with not a lot going for it job-wise, it was temporarily livened up by Nigel's eye catching apparel. While walking across the road uncontrollable giggling emanated from a resident female who could not quite believe that fashions in the big smoke were that far out! When we reached Charleston it was precipating down in true West Coast style so a tactical retreat to the pub was necessary. "You just missed out on the drought" the juvenile barmaid informed us. It had been three weeks without a drop of rain until we turned up. Murphy's law had prevailed again. The heavens continued to empty large volumes of water upon the pub as the afternoon wore on. After consultation among 'the brothers' (and sister) as to what to do the "cave faction'' won over the "let's camp here" faction. It wasn't a consensus but not bad for a bunch of anarchists. Off we trundled down the picture-skew coast until we got to the to the Fox river where a big cave lurked. It had weveral entrances and was draughty but ir was a lot drier than outside. We got a fire going and began slowly saphyxiating from the smoke that filled our side chamber. At least we would be dry when we died from lack of oxygen. The following day consisted of passing showers strung together with some gaps but not much good for scaling vertical bits of the landscape. Some of the more intrepid members had a spiffing game of cricket with a tennis ball and a lump of drift wood, although showers stopped play. One of my former apple-picking associates lived just up the road but was out when we called for a spot of tennis, so the anarchy express moved on down to Greymouth to visit my sister and her boyfriend and temporaoily take over their town-house.


They were still at work when we arrived so a tour of the local op-shops was conducted. The old dear in the St. Vincent tried to get us to try on an imitation leather jacket. "Just like Doyle on the Professionels," remarked Mike. "Oh I like Bodie the best," she replied with enthusiasm. I didn't have the heart to tell her that it was strongly rumored that Bodie was not actually too keen on women. We dodged our way back through the rain, Mike acquiring a pumpkin that must have fallen off the back of a passing truck with remarkably little damage. My sister was home and didn't seem to mind an invasion of anarchists that made strange "baaing" noises when approached. "Cool and groovy" exclaimed Simon the V.D.O.G. (very distinguished old groover) as he surveyed the townhouse equipped with remote TV, 400 watt stereo and 

microwave oven. It lacked any posters of Che or Bakunin, but he could live with that, he was 
hip.


Next morning we were on the road again - "Wasn't that Jack Kerouac" Simon said as we sped past a vaguely American looking hitch hiker. I swerved but missed him. The convoy split at the Otira Gorge/Hokitika junction. The van headed over Arthurs Pass to Broken River while the car went to Hoki to see Nigel's brother before crawling up the Otira Gorge. Spectacular views are obtained while driving up the gorge in fine weather but outside the car it was raining, hailing and trying to snow. It was dark by the time we were approaching the public shelter. Some fun and games ensued as we negotiated the narrow roads below Broken River ski field looking for the "Oyster". Eventually we found Mike, Bear andTertia around the barbecue fire concoctong toasty pies. Some one else had beaten us to the shelter so we tented next to the fire place. During the night two packs had to be rescued from a marauding Kea which managed to peck a hole in the top of a Torre. Cries of "Kea kebabs" and Pull its wings off" eventually subsided.


Next morning Simon had to depart for Christchurch as he was destined for the Kawekas . An attempt to find some sort of rock nearby for Simon to try his luck at breaking a few bones was in vain. At least Nige and Jonathon had an in-depth discussion on the morality (or was it ethics?) of executing wasps. We saw Simon off on his bus with a solidarity salute - the revolution just would not be the same without him but we would manage somehow. The next move was to find "Castle Hill" where the others should be already. After cruising up and down the main road trying to spot a large pink object and getting nowhere fast, we stopped to eat some lunch next to a lake.


We at last found the right place to enter the area in which Castle Hill is situated. The rock there was certainly strange. Looking across the top of the sculptured shapes reminded one of Dali paintings and Martian landscapes. It was friction country with many smooth curves and blank looking walls. We had a good look around and Mike managed to get Jonathon to do a grade 19 climb after telling him it was only 16. Cunning lad that Mike! We returned to the shelter to find that it had been nabbed again. At this point Phil Marsh and associate appeared on the scene. As he is now living in Christchurch he was trying out the local rock area.


In the morning we said good-bye to Jonathon who was hitching to Christchurch to catch a flight home, then off to Castle Hill we sped. The highlight of the day was a climb which Phil at first attempted but as he was not getting far handed over to Nige to try his luck. Nige got the difficult first move and clipped into the bolt. As with a lot of climbs there balance and friction were crucial factors. The rather delicate moves were not made easy by the wind, which had picked up. Several times Nige was almost blown off by strong gusts. The final moves required one to commit oneself and agter some exploratory moves Nige went for it. He moved quickly and reached the top but then realised to his dismay that he had inadvertantly stepped on the top bolt. The air suddenly took on a bluish tinge!


At last we had the shelter to ourselves that night. The weather was getting too cold and windy so we decided to head for Christchurch the next day. Graham and Janet were shifting flat that day so we thought we would give them a hand. They were a trifle surprised when we turned up, threw their gear into the van and descended on their new residence, but were pleased to have some assistance. Their flatmates were most gracious about Janet and Graham's quaint friends who by this stage were a little rough around the edges, so to speak. Chris Harris was rung and persuaded to take his life in his hands at Castle Rock along with Janet and Graham.


It was a fine morning next day and when we arrived at Castle Rock the sun was shining on the rocks. A pleasant contrast to the last day at Castle Hill. An enjoyable day was passed as everyone got into the climbing and no one got too freaked out. Except maybe the woman high above us who was top roping a fairly spectacular-looking climb and had great difficulty communicating with her partner at the top. There was a lot of yelling going on! After we had called it a day we went to Chris's place and consumed some dead fish and fried potatoe. Then we piled off to get our weekly dose of gratuitous violence watching Arnold (brain death) Swarzenneger in "Predator". Predominatly a splatter movie it improved in the second half with interesting special effects - the not so interesting ones included one of the victims having his spine pulled out from the inside! (yummy yum yum - ed.) 

 Well the anarchy express had ground to a halt and after crashing at Chris's for the night we said our farewells and went our separate ways. It had been a trip during which we were often unsure what we would do next or where we would end up, but that had added to the flavour of the trip and I think we all had a pretty good time.






	The anarchists were:

	Jonathon Kennet





	

	Simon Johnson





	

	Nigel Fitzpatrick





	

	Bear alias Grant Singleton





	

	Mike Robertson





	

	Tertia Thurley
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Freshers : the nightmare


Chirs Visser


"A tale of horror or suspense" or "organising Freshers '88".


Saturday morning before "the Trip" leaves :


5.45 am - the piercing brrring boring of the telephone shatters the peace of the slumbering


Aurora terrace household.


Chris: Hello?


X: Is that Chris?


C: Ugg...


X: I'm supposed to be going on this trip today but I've got a cold which isn't too bad but as it's raining it might get worse so I'm not sure if I should go or not.


C: Well, do you think you should go?


X: I'm not really sure. I haven't got a terribly good sleeping bag so I might get cold and then I'll get sick.


C: Well, ok, perhaps you shouldn't go then.


X: But I feel better after being up for a while now. But Mum says I'd better not go.


C: Well then, there you go, don't go, thanks for ringing bye!



15 Minutes Later


C: Hello?


X2: Hi, I haven't got a raincoat.


C: Yes?


X2: It's raining.


C: Yes. I'll try and track one down for you...



7.00 am


X3: Hello Kate!


K: Yes...


X3:I put my name down to go on the trip this weekend but no one has rung me to tell me whose group I'm in.


K: Oh, what's your name?


X3: Simon Johnson.


K: Really!?


X3: Yes.


K: Haha, well we seem to have two Simon Johnsons in the club then. Sorry about that. Yes, well just turn up. We'll cope.



On The Bus


"Hello, have you paid? Great! That's your group leader over there. Yes, there. The one in the hat. No no no, not the red hat, the green one. Yes, her!"


"Hi, have you paid? You haven't got any what? You haven't got any boots... Well you don't really need them, no really! Sandals, not really... do you have any sneakers?


Your leader is over there. No no no not her, him, over there.


"Gabber gabber mutter mutter arrrgghhh!"


"I don't care where you take your group, anywhere!"


"Boyscouts! Where?!!"


"Well, thanks for coming. It was a great weekend! See you all next year!!"
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Long Sodding Day Trip (L.S.D.)


Late one Friday night young Johnny suggested a day trip to Mitre. Sounded pretty good to me, get out of the city, release from the irrelevancy of academia, great to be in the hills I thought.


We left my house at 6am arriving at the Holdsworth car park at 8am. Still slightly dark – ominous sign in retrospect. The plan was to go up to Mt. Mitre via the Atiwhakatu Stream, then the Barton track up to Mitre Flats hut. Hmmm. it's new and huge and you should go there.


From there it was up Mitre, over Girdlestone, Adkin and I thought we were going to turn off at the three Kings and head back down to Mitre Flats and home. A reasonable day trip by anyone's standard. But I was way wrong. Instead we continued along past the Three Kings, to Broken Axe Pinnacle, McGregor across to Angle Knob, Jumbo and after a glorious afternoon in the sun we struck rolling mist at nightfall on the climb up to Mt Holdsworth.


I think we finally arrived at Powell hut about 7.30pm after yours truly got confused going up Holdsworth. We then discovered that Johnny did not have a torch (groan) and we stumbled our way down to the car park after some confusing moments in the dark. It was the longest track in my memory – or was it just the onset of physical exhaustion.


We finally made it to the car at 10.30pm with just a few aching muscles. The 
day trip was a mere 14 1/2 hours tramping and most enjoyable (well we said so in the car on the way home) Funny that we didn't eat or shower on reaching the city. I think I slept for two days after that.


Good trip was had by us both and just the trick to clear away the academic blues. Try it, you'll like it.


The LSDers were: Johnny Mulheron, Terry Patterson
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The "Saint James Desperadoes"


Victoria Range Mid Term: Sat 25 June – Sat 2 July.


"Well here we are then – not in the Victoria Range"






	Members:

	Kim Austin





	

	Simon Johnson





	

	Dirk Naish





	

	Ian 'Stumpi' Stimpson






Saturday


Rahu Saddle 4pm, raining – what else! Camped on the track, NZFS track puddle providing H
2O. Dirk prepared a scrumptious stew for dinner followed by chocky bikkies. The 'pleasure dome' rebuked the rain while the four of us played the first of many card games.



Sunday


6.30 am dark and wet, dynamic Kim made porridge and brew. Left at 9am taking two hours to the bushline, aiming for Lakehead Hut via the tops. After five minutes on the tops, horizontal rain, high winds and clag resulted in a democratic decision to turn back – first wise move.


A hot milo over lunch revived our senses as we put some Business Management skills into practice (Kim, Si and Ian are studying business, while Dirk intends to waste three years doing geography!) A S.W.O.T. analysis helped solve our problem:


Strength – 4 sensible, experienced, fit trampers


Weakness – virtually no huts/tracks in the Vic. range


Opportunity – St. James walkway, Lake Daniels, huts and tracks.


Threats - wind, rain, cold, grovel – danger.


This bit of Buad theory in practice resulted in 3 nods and grins in reply to Simon's question "are you guys serious?"


After retracing our steps and walking nearly all the way to Springs Junction, a travelling English physical geographer (he talked to Dirk) and his wife gave us a lift in a nice empty Canterbury University van.


They knew Jack McConchie who had recommended this (now aborted) Victoria Range trip. His comment about Jack, "he's a bit of a wild one," "kept putting eggs in my pockets so they messed up my sammies." Game on Jack's behalf considering this guy was the external examiner for his PhD!


A quick phone call to Richard Haverkamp from Springs Junction informed him of our new plans, then our English friends dropped us off at Lewis Pass.


The sign at the beginning of the St. James said 31/2 hours Cannibal Gorge Hut, it was now 4pm. At 7pm we staggered into a luxurious THC 20 bunker pleasure dome (the granddaddy of last night's), after a ten hour day, covering 40kms, crossing 15 streams and a two hour torch bash.


To summarise the next two hours: groan, ache, stretch, dinner, brew, pit – heaven!


"Well here we are then – not in the Victoria Range!"



Monday


"Well here we are then - not in the Victoria Range". Pit day - yahoo! Raining, claggy and cold as we looked out at the window from our pits. Simon reminisced about his 1986 lewis Pass trip where 'Jimi' walked downstream to upper Glenroy hut, losing his group and forcing them to put SAR skills into practice, and where Simon and Rob Speedy spent two days at the maruia Springs Hotel (thanks to Rob's plastic card!).


We all had a good chuckle about escaping the Vic Range and imagined Johnny's reaction to our escapade. The rest of the day passed chopping wood, eating scones, saveloys and sitting around the fire in pit playing cards, reading and drinking hot milo. The evening ended with a cut-throat game of Hearts with the winner using up their meal first - poor Dirk quickly cut his own throat!






Tuesday


"Well here we are then, not in the Victoria Range". Brew at 6.30am thanks to Si, followed by mashed puke and sardines. Today's plan was up over the saddle on the true right of Cannibal Gorge and down Pell Stream to the hut. The saddle is about ten minutes up the valley from Cannibal Gorge hut. Follow the true right of the stream up to the saddle. This route proves that wide open beech forests are a myth. Travel down Pell Stream to the hut involves some serious sidling but nothing overly epic.


The day took seven hours. Once at the hut we settled down in front of a roaring fire eating sinus clearing salami and mac, followed by cheesecake. We all felt sorry for Brent Hoare, Cuc Nguyen, Geoff Daniels, Nikcy McClean, Nigel Fitzpatrick, Mike Edwards and their groupies in the Vic Range - at least now our noses were pointed in the right direction!



Wedsnesday


"Well here we are then - not in the Victoria Range". In expectation of a cruisy four hour day down Pell stream to Lake Daniels, Stumpi and Dirk cooked brekkie on a fire before Si and Kim dragged themselves out of pit and we shut the hut door at 10.20am - good early M/F start!


Lesson number one - never underestimate anything. The stream had turned into an ugly brown river, there is no track down the stream, only a series of blazes and paint which are easier to follow at the lower reaches of the stream. Sidling high (on true left) is good advice, we spent a lot of time grovelling around on steep slopes and slip faces. Fording the side creeks involved team support, with Ian losing the only map of the area in one attempt.


A camera would have been good when Kim and Si were told - their jaws just dropped! This made the trip more exciting since we had two hours travel to go before we got onto another map. The lower end of the Pell Stream route had some benched tracks irregularly. We finally reached the flats at the bottom of the stream, or the now raging river! From a hut on the far side of the water appeared a man who asked Dirk if we wanted a 'cuppa'. Dirk replying "how do we get across?". The solution was simple as we clung to the sides of a tractor, and soon after we were inside the hut standing around a hot fire, drinking a hot brew and eating honey sammies.


The two guys turned out to be goldminers working in the area, and were also trying to get a permit for the Victoria Range, but had had protest from some 'lazy conservationist'. The benched tracks mentioned earlier turned out to be old water races from gold miners around the turn of the century, pretty amazing that they were still clearly visible.


We took our leave about half past four, crossed the Alfred river by a log and waded to Lake Daniels hut. We had been joking as to whether any other groups might be at L.D. hut because it was the closest to Springs Junction. Sure enough, the smell of wood smoke told us the hut wasn't empty, and a quick peak through the window confirmed the presence of another Vic group. Amongst roars of laughter we told ever exaggerating yarns as we drank brews and played cards into the evening. It was good to know that Mike Edwards, Andrew Bennett and Richard Kyle had had the good sense to evacuate the Victoria Range too!



Thursday


"Well here we are then, not in the Victoria Range!". Pit day number two - yahoo! A bit of a slow start to the day, but once the fire was going it was bacon butties and scones. Spike's group showed great tact by hanging around for the scones, the fact that they were being cooked on Spike's plate has nothing to do with it! They said good bye after lunch.


A visit from three D.O.C. rangers provided a new axe, so the afternoon was spent splitting a stack of wood. Snow fell for a while around the hut and hills, really beautiful with the still lake. Many hours were spent around the stoves, yarning and reading. Stumpi cut Si's hair with his Swiss army, the only problem being that Kim's bowl wouldn't sit low enough. A fairly relaxing day, but for some reason we were too tired to play cards.






Friday


"Well here we are then, not in the Victoria Range!". During the night Dirk jumped ship (ie. moved out of the bunkroom) because of Kim's snoring. After an early brekkie of rice and custard, we were plodding the track before eight. Thanks to the rain the lake had risen to cover the track so we splashed away around and then dived off down to Thompson's Flat hut an hour later.


At this point we had re-entered the Victoria Park, even if we were on the wrong side of the road. Today the weather was amazing, blue sky and even warm in the sun - pity that it was five days too late. Take our advice, don't walk straight across the flat, it's like plugging snow in spagnum moss - very tiring, and can be up to thigh deep, thanks to Kim for confirmation.


The next couple of hours were spent walking down the river, relatively easy travel but plenty of crossings. After lunch in the sun on the Forestry road (which has moved farther up the valley than the map shows - to the boundary of the park) and some minor repairs to feet, we left (well actually Kim and Dirk hobbled) for Coal Creek hut. Arriving about seven hours after leaving Lake Daniels. The welcoming committee were out in full force, well at least Mike Edwrads was standing, Andrew and Richard were lying in the sun in pit.


The rest of the afternoon was spent washing hair for the trip home, reading, yarning and drinking brews. There being no axe, but a heap of chopped logs meant we had to keep the fire going, not that anyone was complaining. Simon decided to pull a sicky and shared his breakfast with us. The evening was the usual "sitting around the fire" session until we retired to pit with Andrew and Stumpi sleeping out in the pleasuredome, so you see, we did sleep out every night in the Victoria Range!



Saturday


"Well here we are then, back in the Victoria Range!". A good start to the day after scaring off the half dozen goats across the river. The frozen tent was packed away, only to thaw out in Stumpi's pack. It's only an hour along the Forestry road from Coal Creek hut to the main road. We took it slowly as Simon still wasn't feeling too hot, he'd had fresh air and dry retch for breakfast.


Then began the wait at the road for the bus as each hour passed, we ate the rest of the food and boiled the billy on the primus. Still no bus so we made a fire as a beacon to alert the bus if it should zoom past. Several hours later it arrived, climbing aboard was an experience - we were buzzing out from the other groups - thank goodness we didn't stay in the Victoria Range!


For advice on how to pike properly, contact Kim, Simon, Dirk or Stumpi. Baaa!




[image: photograph of tree]







[image: Peter in the rough in the Kawekas - Johnny Mulheron]
Peter in the rough in the Kawekas - Johnny Mulheron






[image: Cheesecake?? Who said cheesecake? – Peter Leitch]
Cheesecake?? Who said cheesecake? – Peter Leitch












Victoria University of Wellington Library




Heels 1988

The...Express hits Fiordland






The...Express hits Fiordland



Into the fray 27th Decmber 1987. Well here we were, Te Anau. It was mid-afternoon, hot, and Jenny and Iain still hadn't arrived. Marge, Bear and I were about to give up when the car turned up. Iain had found out that Te Anau and Queenstown aren't on the same road, but not for a while! Unpack, repack. 
How many kilos of milk powder?? Down the road to the 'yellow bus' for our last greasies then onto the floatplane. Liftoff at 7pm, and away. The highlights were the views of snow-sprinkled rock walls at our wing tip, and the tops surrounding Lake Manapouri and the Seaforth track. The bubbling, vivacious Marge of the past three days had become rather pale and quiet tho', nothing a quick bank and dive into Long Sound couldn't fix. Alone! (Well, just us four and 2000 sandflies...each.)



Day 1 Low cloud, pushed along by an enthusiastic northwester, greeted us in the morning. Off up the Richard Burn, moss and boulder scrambling past gorges and through the beech forest. By mid-afternoon it was raining and we were still plugging our way way up to the head of the true left branch, more waterfalls and beech forest. There was heaps of deer sign around and this conclusion was backed up when I virtually walked into a hind! We kept on pluggin' on, the group starting to look just a tad buggered and there were no really good campsites in sight when off to our right there it was - a rock biv! Great! It was here that Iain discovered the lever. The rain kept on falling...



Day 2 Still raining. From our biv we 
vertically bashed our way up to the bushline for 2 hours. Oh the joy at reaching horizontal open country! Lunch in the rain amongst the forest patches and granite outcrops. Another near vertical bash saw us on the tops, the Cameron Mountains surrounding us and Lake Monk to the south. This lake was first discovered in 1951 from the air by a guy called Monk (surprise!) and had only been visited occasionally since then.


We had a look at our planned route over some unnamed mountains,... and promptly took the other route, over Rugged Mountain. At this point Jenny decided to demonstrate the principle of gravity to us and slid 15 metres down a rock face. This is just great in the hallowed vaults of Victoria University but not really all that practical 80kms from the nearest roadend. We played along anyway, bandaged her gashed hand and than set out to find the impossible: a flat, dry, sheltered campsite on the southern fiordland tops. We found it. Up went the Olympuses and on went tea. The rain kept falling...



Day 3 Pit day while Jenny's bruises developed to their full blown glory. A day noted for the amount of reading that got done and the amount of rain that fell. Need I say more?



Day 4 Hmm, snow showers. Oh well the weather could only get better. Off down to the head of Lake Monk after talking to the keas. Up to a saddle to the east and up onto the tops. These tops were snow-covered and so steep that they didn't even have much tussock on them. Into the next valley then, and off down to the south end of Lake Monk. Unfortunately the scrub a few hundred metres above Lake Monk did 
not change to beech forest at the lake shore. The ensuing six hours were spent bashing our way round the lake through very slippery old man leatherwood and past bluffs. One fun kilometre. More euphoria at reaching the open country at the head of the left branch of Big River. Down to a bench surrounded by overhanging granite bluffs, celery pine and mountain cedar,where we lashed out by having a whole 500 grams of spaghetti, 
and chocolate bikkies for tea. New Years eve was spent in an Olympus: four of us, a bottle of Baileys, a 350ml of Drambuie, and numerous renditions of 'Auld ang syne'.



Day 5 New Years day dawned cloudless and calm, and if you looked hard enough you could just,if ya squinted, and thought hard, see the sea down the end of the valley. The day's tramping started a tad late as it was decided that drying everything that was damp was a good idea (i.e. everything).


Yet another bash ensued, down to the valley floor, you can get up and down anything with scrub on it! From the floor we spotted the outlet to Lake Monk, a white fan of water spreading over a shoulder of granite, surrounded by even more overhanging hunks of the stuff. From here we pottered on down the valley, bypassing the occasional gorge and checking out waterfalls (none are marked ). For one in particular that flicked the entire river back and forth we coined the name 'Switchback Falls'.


As we moved down further the deer sign became more and more noticeable and the peppertree more prevalent (especially at face height!). After passing a small lake a campsite was finally found in amongst the moss.



Day 6 Another fine day. Is this really Fiordland? More peppertree and deer tracks. Once 

we'd passed the confluence of the two branches of Big River the forest opened up where a massive slip had taken most of the vegetation down to the river. Here we spotted even more deer, a spiker and two hinds, that watched us walking towards them before booting it, and another couple of hinds a tad later. Heaps of people thru here obviously.


Bash, womble, push, step over, slide under, and there before us was the clear, calm waters of Lake Hakapoua. Lunch, sunbathe, and the realisation that the Southern Ocean was only a day away.


The journey down the east shore of the lake meant a negotiation of a 80m high cliff that fell sheer into the water below. Lucky for us Moirs Guide' mentioned a ledge that crossed the face and there it was, about a metre wide, half way up, running under a waterfall. A very useful bit of geology. From here we wandered up to Lake Marshall, and into a very 'sharp' forest (young Dracophyllum and podocarp forest) and almost literally dropped down to Lake Innes. Another wander around a lake, but it was worth it. The campsite was 4-star. We pitched our tents on a sandy beach that gently sloped into crystal calm water. That evening the sunset tinged the high tops with gold, the image reflected in a mirror lake crowded in by sombre forest liberally decked with red explosions of rata blossom. An idyllic spot.



Day 7 The next morning we saw the first signs that people existed, as a Hughes 500 blatted past high over Lake Hakapoua. Off down the Aan River to the coast, thru untouched lowland forest with heaps of Kaka screeching their way back and forth. As we neared the coast the bedrock changed to a mudstone. The combination of this rock and water makes for 'interesting' tramping...the nearer you get the more you're slip slidin' away. All of a sudden there was a swingbridge and the 
Coast!! Blue sky, white sand, and blue sky with Solander and Stewart Islands on the far horizon. Grins and sandflies all round.


From here we followed the Waitutu track 
Straight to Waitutu Hut, where we promptly threw ourselves into the (you guessed it) Waitutu River. Ah, clean, ...sort of. It was here we met our first real live other person who promptly served us paua fried in garlic. Another shitty day in paradise.



Day 8 A late start, soft mattresses are hard to get off. We finally wombled off along the track again 
Straight (and flat) to Wairaurarahiri Hut. Then it 
pissed down, this is more like fiordland.



Day 9 Today we decide to go via the coast and miss more track tedium. This is cool, we'll catch the low tide and get round a couple of difficult bits, fine. An hour or two into this detour we realised that the tide was slightly higher than hoped, the surf was a little more 'enthusiastic' than is really comfortable, and mudstone forms a nice overhanging aspect when worked on by wave action. A combination of these factors meant that whenever people try to get past these cliffs in these conditions they get wet up to the waist, 
And wet from the head down as the wave that got their lower half sopping explodes upwards and outwards to join the other waves.


Ah, says Iain, I know how to get around this, I'll wear my raincoat. Unfortunately returning waves have a habit of reaching the incoming ones and shooting vertically in to the air (i.e. Iain gets wet 
Inside his raincoat and out.). Tramping is such a diverse and fascinating pastime.


On hitting Sandfly point we had lunch and sunbathed - fiordland style, in full storm gears in the wind. Back to the track, and followed an old tramway to Port Craig Hut, an old schoolhouse with a six metre stud and lone Aucklanders tramping in lycra tights. Its got a flush bog too. Our last dinner of the trip consisted of the leftovers - dehy pasta, dehy vege, dehy soup, herbs and spices, and canned fish.



Day 10 Out to 'civilisation'. The first part of the track consisted of a wander out through open beech and rata/rimu forest before dropping down the whata track to the coast. Brilliant white sand, a light surf, forest down to the high water mark, and a lone fishing boat bobbing out in Te Wae Wae Bay in the sun. A few more bays and some negotiation of wierd rock formations between saw us on the gravel road to Tuatapere. The long, hot road bash to follow was a rather depressing way to finish a memorable trip, but it was good to suddenly stumble onto Bear, with the brown Hillman and BEER!! Grins and talking all round, a great wander.


From here we drove six packs and five happy people to Tuatapere for icecreams. Onto the dubious delights of Invergiggle. Motor camp, showers, pub, 'Moas' for steak and chips, and 'He-man' at the movies.


Stewart Island and the Tin Range next, then Mount Cook, the West Coast, life's a bitch....


Thanks heaps for a great trip guys, where to next?





The crew: Grant Harpo' Harper


Margaret 'Marge' Carpenter


Jenny 'Bruises' Visser


Iain 'Waterfalls' McGlinchy


Logistics: Mike Fee and Grant 'Bear' Singleton
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The Bracken Snowfield A trip through John Pascoe country - 31 October - 8 November 1987


At 10.30am, Saturday 31 October, Johnny Mulheron, Jonathon Kennett, Geoff Plimmer and I set out from the Glenfalloch Station in the upper Rakaia valley. Our destination, the Bracken Snowfield, nestling under Mt. Evans.


We slogged over the vast Rakaia gravels in the heat. I was the only one who had brought a sunhat. We passed Thompsons Hut and Banfield Hut on the south bank. At 4.30pm we reached Washbourne Hut, which was condemnable. We camped. Sunday saw us make a nepalese start', no break -fast, just pack up and go, so we could tramp before the heat of the day. Two hours later we reached Reischek Hut, a well sited and cosy hut opposite the Louper Stream, the route to the Whitcombe Pass. We boiled up some rice and raisins. Johnny made a sunhat out of a bit of old cloth and string.


We marched on towards Meins Knob, a hill cutting into the Rakaia opposite the Ramsay Glacier moraine. We sidled beneath Meins Knob, just above the foaming Rakaia, to a footbridge. We crossed and had lunch in a patch of tussock beneath the moraine. Ahead stretched mile after mile of moraine rubble, with the Ramsay Glacier glistening in the head of the valley, Mt Ramsay and Mt Blair on the left and Mt Butler to the right. A westerly breeze blew rockflour in our faces. After three hours of scrambling we camped at the junction of the Ramsay and Clarke Glacier moraines.


Monday, 2 November. We crossed the last of the moraine in an hour and strapped on crampons for half a kilometre of blue ice. To the west, Mt Whitcombe towered above us, its flanks gaining 1100 m of height in less than a kilometre of distance. A 150m snow plug brought us up on to the basin of the upper Ramsay Glacier, with the pyramidal shape of Mt Louper to the east, and the saddle of Erewhon Col ahead. We gained the Col at 3.30pm, in fine weather with a slight breeze. Over the Col, the Bracken Snowfield dipped down to the long, flat Full Moon Saddle. To the west it dipped into the Evans Glacier. To the east lay the Wilkinson Icefall. To the north, the Bracken Snowfield narrowed up to a point like perspective lines where the steep rock ridges of Mt Evans began. Pascoe had well described this peak as a 'turret of rock'. The breeze was blowing a veil of snow off Mt Evans so that its east face appeared shrouded, adding to its magnificence. We were all in awe of the imposing nature and power of these mountains. Sharp contrasts of sculpted peaks, snowfields, and sky, lay around us on all sides.


We pitched our alpine tents in the shelter of a rock ridge by the Col, and put on a brew. We had all been badly sunburnt on our lips and nostrils. We simply hadn't put on enough sunblock to stop the reflection off the snow. Johnny cooked a mean curry salami that had Jonathon and Geoff howling abuse from their tent.


Thursday dawned fine, but high lenticular clouds and the westerly breeze indicated deteriorating weather. We 'had a go' at Mt Whitcombe, but were discouraged by cornices and the lack of time. We tried the Amazons Breasts, just east of Erewhon Col. On the way up 1 half fell into a crevasse before being dragged out by Johnny and Geoff. Johnny made the top and then we saw the clag dribbling up from the Evans Glacier onto the Bracken Snowfield like dry ice.


We raced back to Erewhon Col, packed and headed off at 2.30pm in decreasing visibility. After almost walking down the Wilkinson,we roped up and followed a bearing to the Evans Glacier, which was narrow and steep, but evenly sloped. Two hours later we reached the moraine. The clag had turned to rain and we knew we were in Westland. After Evans Flat we spent the next four and a half hours battling ferocious scrub and scuttling over huge wet slabs of rock. One bluff forced us to drop our packs down and climb down through leatherwood. Jonathan jumped off a rock into a 'puddle' which turned out to be six feet deep. We spent an hour in the dark, looking for a safe crossing of Vane Stream. Finally, at 10.30pm we staggered into Smyth Hut, exhausted, hungry and wet.


Wednesday. More rain. Our legs ached, our nostrils stung. The rivers were up. So we had a pit day. The hut logbook had a Mike Sheridan entry, of course. We read books, played cards, made 

 brews, and snoozed. Geoff and I yarned about our days as young radicals in the Tenants Union and how you have to eventually 'get some clothes, get a haircut, get a job and 
get real!' 'I'll never sell out!', declared Jonathon. 'Just you wait, my bucko' replied Geoff. Geoff told the most disgusting joke I have ever heard on a tramp. The word limit precludes its inclusion.


Thursday dawned clear and we slogged down in four and a half hours to Hunters Hut at the confluence of the Lambert, Adams, and Wanganui rivers. On Friday we had another pit day. We ate the food of a hunter called Alan. Milos were drunk with toasts to'bloody Alan mate, bloody good joker!'


Sadly, Saturday was our last day in the hills. As we walked out over the river flats to Harihari, my feelings were summarised by John Pascoes words:


'You experience a Canterbury river valley, a glacier, a Main Divide crossing, West Coast bush and above all, good companionship in the mountains. You return, hungry, to habitation. Content, you plan the next expedition.'


We hitched to Hokitika, drank beers and played pool and had a meal in the pub's French Restaurant. On Sunday morning in the motorcamp, one piece of soap lasted four showers. Breakfast was whitebait fritters. After one last (illegal) drink, we flew out of Hokitika.


The Group; Johnny Mulheron, Jonathon Kennett, Geoff Plimmer and Simon Johnson.


Simon Johnson.
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Why??? Why??? Why???


You and I, we all know people - the uninitiated plebs - who tend to look at you strangely and wonder 
Why??? you want to spend your weekends 'grovelling around in waist deep mud' or 'crawling up near vertical slopes' or attempting neck deep river crossings' in the wind and the cold. Now and then you also stop to wonder why? you do spend your time with people even crazier than yourself (and that takes some beating!) doing such a grunt, sorry 'blat' around the hills.


What makes it worthwhile?


After plodding' painfully slowly up - up - up and up some more till all your leg muscles (what few you have in 'working order) scream for a break. (Is it any consolation to be told that really there's no such thing as uphill, ti's merely just varying degrees of horizontal? no?) Anyway, finally amongst the shortening, stunted trees, a bunch of flax or tussock, a drift of snow, light ahead... Made it at last.


Then relax ... look... listen... and feel - its all so great! The absolute and total beauty, wholeness, majesty, peacefulness, magnificence and perfectness of everything. The varying shades of sky, deep-blue, opaque, silver-grey, the cotton-wool fluffy white clouds, and the warmth of the sun overhead. The spectacular view of the mountains in every direction. The tremendous array of colour in the alpine plants, grasses dracaphylum, and the ever popular 'friendly' Spaniard. The snow nestled peacefully amongst the tussock and blanketing the tops nearby. The amazing beauty and magic of a great day, great company, great view, and a great place is so totally awe-inspiring and the sense of well-being and peacefulness.


That's what makes it all worthwhile!


Susan Corry
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Tasmania Tempts Two Trans Tasman Trampers



Friday 25 March


An effortless example of the plan as little as possible technique landed me at Sydney's Central railway station where I had booked a (Get this students!) first class conveyance to Melbourne to meet Bruce.
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Saturday 26 March


At the Melbourne terminus a Minor baggage handling dispute (Demarkation?) is resolved without serious injury. Frenzied food purchasing and packing completed, we bid farewell to Bismark and Amadeus (Bruce's cats) and stagger off to the Station hotel where much real ale is declared drinkable (Boutique brewery pubs are very popular here). Unfortunately night has fallen and we miss out on aerial views on the flight to Hobart . A party is in progress at our billet - everyone is getting wasted - I supervise, while Bruce spins out on nicotine.



Sunday 27 March


Coffee and Croissants for breakfast, then aboard the Bushwalkers (Say 'Tramping' here and you will get a blank stare) transport to the mighty Western Arthur range. A long drive on a road liberally strewn with dead natives, through very dry country delivers us to Lake Pedder in Tasmanias famous south west wilderness, with the range in sight!!.


Just a short day this one - only 3 hours until we find a good campsite whereupon Bruce declares "Let a fire be built upon the firmament in this place" and lo' a fire is made. Cigar and Jim Beam ration consumed we settle in for a fine cold starry night.



Monday 28 March


A perfect day for it. Enough high cloud around to take the bite out of the sun. We set off for the 700 metre climb onto Mt Hesperus at the far Western end of the range. The nex't few days will be spent entirely above the bushline as we traverse this long jagged range ennobled by some 36 lakes.


We flash the climb in less than 1 1/4 hours surprising ourselves. Spectacular views out to the Great Southern Ocean with other ranges spread as far as the eye can see. Up by the trig, we are greeted with a spectacular view of 5 jewel like lakes, each dark dark blue with a lighter orange fringe of Algae around the edges. A real antarctic breeze is blowing in from the South, as we start the short walk to Lake Cygnus nestled beneath the rugged Cappela crags. We crest the ridge to a sight that will become familiar to us, of Guiness-hued lake set amidst sage green vegetation with massive grey cliffs shooting up all around.





In this serene silent place, we warm up by mis-throwing my plate/frisbee around for an hour or so on a firm white sandy beach. With the sun goes the warmth, and we dress for dinner. The Bourbon is ritually slaughtered after a structual defect is found in the lid.



Tuesday 29 March


Fine weather for our most Energetic day. We cross the beach to the expected obvious ground trail sidling around Mt Hayes between some large nergs. The travel is rugged but straight forward An easy sidle from Procyon peak brings us down to Square Lake. This lake - not visible until you are just about on top of it - has what is possibly the most spectacular setting of any in the range. Sheer cliffs descend from the summit of Procyon peak straight into the water for about two thirds of the lake's circumference - a quite magical place.


We don't linger long however as there is still a lot of ground to cover. Yet another steep grunt brings us to the panorama we have been waiting for - Lake Oberon with the crux of the range spread out behind - The incredibly shattered skyline formed by Mt's Pegasus, Capricorn etc. We grovel down the steep Scrubby face (having missed the "real" route) to the wide grass plain before the lake. The "trail" is followed to Mt Pegasus via an amazingly "directissimo" route to the rocky summit for an intoxicating view. Lunch is absolutely vital.


We descend via an equally directissimo sidle to the saddle before Mt Capricorn feeling more and more like mountain goats -humbling news greeted us later - a crazy person has run the range in 24 hours!!. A fairly easy, but steep route takes us to the summit of Capricorn through a hole in a rock. Lakes Titania, Uranus and Ariel glitter far below (and I mean below!) us. The descent off Mt Capricorn leaps down guts so steep that the major concern is that your pack keeps threatening to project you into the void as it grounds behind you.


When we make it to the saddle at last, and look back, we are filled with admiration for the first people to have established this route From the top of Mt Capricorn, the rock walls seem to descend straight into Lake Ariel, with only a few tenuous threads of scrub criss-crossing it. It is these we have just traversed.


We continue along the range to our campsite for the night at High Moor, between the twin peaks of Mt Columba, High Moor is the most exposed campsite on the range. The promised stream is dry, so we resort to the time honoured trick of scraping water out of puddles. We dine cocooned in our pits with a glorious view of the sunset and Lake Dione far below. Later on the big starmaker appears to cap off a great day's tramping.






Wednesday 30 March


The day dawns with high cloud but still pleasant. We start with a hiss and a roar on the aptly named "Beggary Bumps" which are promptly re-christened with a similar but subtly different name. Steep (!!) drops which turn into steep sidles then into steep climbs then more steep drops amply justify this new name. We finally descend almost vertically a piece of track aptly titled the "The Tilted Chasm", followed by "Lover's Leap" under Mt Dragon. This used to be a feared part of the range requiring a rope. It doesn't seem all that bad, but we exersize caution and take the horrible sidle 20 metres further south.


The rest of the day is fairly tame and we quickly weave our way through Mt Taurus toward Haven Lake, our campsite for the night. The icey waters of the Lake are briefly disturbed - the interests of hygiene taken care of, we build a cosy fire and finally get the blockage in the damn pipe cleared. More stars than usual come out tonight.



Thursday 31 March


Horrors!, the weather has crapped out. We set off in freezing conditions for a shortish day to Promontory Lake. Route finding is not so easy; now that we have completed the crux of the range it is more open and the route less obvious. From the open tops of the range we descend another of our friendly ultra steep guts to tiny Lake Sirona. Finally, between my feet I can just make out the shoreline with it's characteristic orange fringe. Bruce is at first confused, peering outwards into the mist straining to catch a glimpse, until I direct his gaze down past my feet, and he see's it - directly below!. It is a very beautiful lake with a large rock situated in the middle. In the gloom it appears spooky and ethereal.


We rush on, lose the route in the murk, stumble around for 20 minutes, then press on over Mount Scorpio and down the broad ridge of moraine "K" until we pop out below the clouds and spy the twin lakes of Vesta and Juno nestled among the crags of Mt's Scorpio and Carina. Off to the east and above us is Promontory Lake, our destination. We make camp in a freezing wind. In these conditions you could almost imagine it to be Patagonia, with its rolling tundra, stunted beech trees, icy blue-grey lake and grey rock peaks all round. We retire early in this ruggedly beautiful place to avoid hypothermia.



April Fools Day


Fortunately, the weather dawns fine(ish) for our last full day on the tops. On the map it looks like a long way to Lake Rosanne, the last lake on the range. In fact the travel is comparatively easy. We "cruise" over Mt Centaurus, from where most of the days route is visible through gaps in the cloud. Basically the ridge dog - legs past the shoulder of West Portal (There is a matching East Portal on the Federation range further South east) into the Crags of Andromeda, then zags again down the ridge to Lake Rosanne.





Low cloud envelops us for the approach to West Portal, producing a ghostly setting amidst little rock spires on the quite narrow ridge. We stop for lunch with a view over lake Mercury, which is bounded on 3 sides by the ridge we have just travelled. The local wildlife flees before a stirring rendition of the great old Paul Robeson song - Old Man River. There is something to be said for standing in the middle of no-where screaming your lungs out - quite theraputic actually!


We stumble over the last of the crags, and descend the steep gully south of Lucifer ridge. I hate to think what it must of been like to go through this Scoparia (A local tormentor somewhat akin to leatherwood) before the passing of many feet wore a ravine through it. Little Lake Rosanne finally waves its long wide beach (Frisbees!!) at us. The campsite is just in front of a huge rock rejected by the builders of stonehenge. We meet our only human contact while on the range - a really rugged character on an extended tramp through the entire range. He departs at dusk !!.



Saturday 2 April


Rest day!!! and a deafening dawn chorus, in stark contrast to the ethereal silence of the rest of the range. A common feature of rest days is that bugger all is done. We do not break with this tradition. The major excitement for the day was the two swimms Bruce took to receive the wretched frisbee from the lake. My laughter was soon stilled however when I had to go in.



Sunday 3 April And Monday 4 April


Leaving the range is like farewelling a friend. We circle the lake and descend the open steep slopes to the Arthur plains that run the entire northern side of the range. Ahead of us is a walk up the Arthur plains beside the Western Arthurs. We complete almost half this distance in a sunny 3 hours which highlights the nature of the terrain we have gone over in the past 5 days.


Next day another 3 hours, in cold drizzle, sees us back at our campsite of the first night. Due to human frailty of the planning kind, we are a couple of dinners short and light on brew materials? a frugal dinner is consumed. A stream of overnight campers wends past - lesser mortals who barely scratched the surface of the western arthurs.



Tuesday 5 April


Back to cosmopolitan Hobart today. Away early to sprint back to the roadend, where we shelter from the icy wind behind an impressivly fortified hut. The van arrives and whisks us back to hobart where we retire to a mega flash Gym for saunas, spas and showers – two of each. Next stop is the pub where we continue our investigations into the nature of the excellent locally brewed Cascade Pale Ale. That night at the flat the permanent party continues unabated. Again we Supervise 

The next few days are spent exploring this small but very beautiful state in a "Rent a Wreck" putrid purple 1975 Toyota Corona known as the Purple Pig.


The players in this one act play:


Bruce Wilson


Phil Mackie
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Easter Tourney '88 - One man's view


With my sojourn from VUWTC fast approaching, I felt to have one final 'fling' with the Tararuas as a parting gesture. Remembering easter (usually) to be a good time for tramping, I put my name on the Easter trip not really caring where, or why, the trip was going. It was soon made apparent however that this was to be a 'competitive' tramp, and that my attitude wasn't good enough. So we hastily assembled our 'team' - Mike, Jimi and myself. An untried combination dominated by old codgers!! (often a lethal combination)


Well we made it in Tararua weather to Kaitoke. Up the Tauherenikau I stayed with the more stately amongst us (and explored the Holloway-Dickson sidle track), whilst my illustrious partners charged on to Cone Flats (?) to get the brew on. Eventually we were happily reunited, and spent the evening discussing 
'tactics' after Tourney details had been outlined by the Mad Organisers - 'Judkins' (Malcolm) and Mulheron. Came early morning and off we set, my motivation returning fast, Mike's age creeping up (not true) and Jimi 'liteweight' pack keeping him happy. I would hate to see your 'heavy' pack my friend!).


The first control was discovered quickly by Jimi's sharp eyes, and on we charged. Discouragement reared its head at our second planned control - an horn's searching found it nowhere, Kim and Hamster powered past, and a weekend sunning at Cone seemed possible. But Mike raised his wise old head, urged us forward and responding to his impassioned plea we pushed on.


Our persistence paid off and after collecting the two ribbons we wanted , it was off up to Omega - sorry I meant Bull Head Mound! the expected brew from Harpo didn't eventuate here (he didn't have the power on), but with his encouragement in our ears we set off 'cross country' toward the Tauherenikau, well pleased with our morning's work.


The two controls on this spur were soon found, thanks to inspired compass work on Mike's part, and then it was simply a matter of climbing down to the river itself. The rest of Saturday passed quickly, following a defined pattern. Mike supplied the technical know-how. , Jimi saw ribbons from miles away, and my keenness helped to keep up the motivation. In this way we stumbled from ribbon to ribbon, although two 
were missed due to circumstances beyond our control.


After a great pit-stop with TXP on Cone, we finished the day crashing all over Cone Saddle in the gloom, looking for a 
blue ribbon (horrendous colour!) More water would have been nice on the Saddle but dried throats build character and off we set on Day 2. All the controls around Reeves were findable with a systematic approach, with the exception of Spike's ribbon, where a brew was the prerequisite to finding!


We arrived back at the Flats about 1pm at our usual sprinting pace, tired but happy (that's beautiful!) Flagging the notion of Bull Mound Creek - bashing we settled down to watch the other teams trickle in, in various states of exhaustion, despair, frustration, anger...


The Tourney party was enjoyed by all, with the hangi food superb, and Mike reminding us that you're never too old. We all had stories to tell and excited twittering kept us up half the night (unlike the tents). Monday dawned sunny again, and with regret I wandered down a sparkling Tauherenikau Valley and home.


Bu seriously folks, Easter Tourney in '88 for me was a particularly memorable event in my tramping log. Getting off-track is really where it's at, and Tourney gives the ideal opportunity for this, with a 
purpose in mind. I for one thank Johnny and especially Malcolm for an excellent weekend, my teammates and evervone who went alone (or came in late). I learnt a lot.


The Young Buck
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Kai Oka Kawekas


Five full moons ago there were four atua who went to the Kawekas to strengthen their inner souls. Of these four legends have been told ever since Maui pulled the island up from the sea.


In all such occasions when one seeks inner fulfillment they began at the foot of the great mountain - Kaweka. Up they did strive, through the less mortal souls to reach the pinnacle and see beyond to where they would strive in the coming sunrises. Scarcely pausing for kai they reached Rocks Ahead where nightfall did come.


Sunrise brought kai and ahead they went, up the mountain again, close to the Gods, and down through Tane's rich plumage to Nga whare, where they tended their kumara and tried to catch the elusive Taniwha. Nightfall brought the god of Whaooo and four atua played, and played, and played, until the laughing owl finally laughed his last laugh at atua Pete and Johnny.


Up the Harkness river they travelled, glistening like jade. Over the Tane desert, until they did see Tussock whare. But the Pakeha with their fire sticks were already there. Kia ora, the atua said; G'dday was the reply. The God of Whaooo smiled on atua Pete and Johnny, who took revenge on atua Kim and David and the Pakeha with their fire sticks.


Upwards the sun and upwards the atua. Today they sought the headwaters of the Mangapototo river. Well known with the atua for its magical strengthening powers. Seeking the final fulfillment in their status as atua, they sought the river bash. For two days they struggled against the mighty power of the Mangapototo, ever increasing in its hatred of being continually stood on. Finally the river conceded to the mightier power of Mohaka, but the atua were uplifted by Te Pua, the Goddess of Incredible Relief (and hot springs). Long they did stay before fellow atua Mark and Dave joined them on the quest for Te Puia whare.


With body and soul rested they sought final agreement with the mighty Kaweka mountain, pausing only at Ballards whare. These atua will never be the same. Such uplifting experience is forever to enhance their mana.






	The atua were:

	Johhnny Mulheron





	

	Peter Leitch





	

	Dave Robinson





	

	Kim Austin (atuaess?)
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Carwreckers Hit the Kawekas


After a somewhat punctual journey up from Wellington our truckload of eager mountain men and women finally arrived safely (I don't know how) at our destination - Makahu saddle, Kaweka SFP. En route, Jimi had managed to get a flat tyre, had side-swiped one mirror off the truck and had lost the petrol cap. He must have thought he was driving a tank and it certainly felt like it in the back. And the endless U-turns! No points to Johnny Mulheron for navigational skills.


While the rest of the group was still untangling their packs, pits and underwear, Jimi was off at a run towards Kaweka ridge, closely followed by the rest of the ardent horde that had been stupid enough to write (F) next to their names on the trip list - namely me. My (F) for feeble' had been mistaken for (F) - fit, fast and furious. So off it was into a blustery night. We landed safely at Dominie Biv after being blown, airborne up the ridge on our backsides. A great little dogbox in which to spend Saturday night. Next day it was off over some spectacularly eroded and open tops to Kiwi Mouth hut for lunch. Johnny reckons the erosion is the result of deliberate burn-offs that cleared the bush and allowed the wind and rain and sun to do their darndest. The beauty of this eroded landscape just can't be overstated. You's lot who stayed back really missed out on some sights. After lunch we grovelled up over Manson to Otutu hut to crash. Jimi was in pit faster than a speeding bullet.


A sunny Monday comprised excellent beech forests to Ngaa wapura hut; gurgling, blue duck-infested mountain stream travel up the Harkness valley to Tussock hut and after a brief stop to chat to Don and John - the resident hunters, a short climb through more beech took us over into the magnificent, tussocked Ngaruroro valley of the Kaimanawas. Jealous? Boyd lodge it was for the night! - for Jimi. Boyd lodge it was for two nights for me! While I rested a clapped-out knee, ate lollies, ploughed into "The grapes of Wrath" and dined on fresh trout, Jimi hooned up almost to Waipakihi hut and back via the Mangamingi stream and saddle. He spent a miserable and wet night under a flimsy fly but I would still rather have gone with him than enjoy the hedonistic pleasures at Boyd's - honest! Jimi returned and after one billy-full of curried stew, another billy of apple rice pudding and more fresh trout (eat your hearts out, dehy-addicts). We needed a good sleep.


Despite Johnny "the weatherman"s adamant guarantee of fine weather, we awoke to find that it had crapped out overnight. The lure of the Te Puia hotsprings over the other side of the Kawekas proved too strong and by 8.00 am we had crossed the border and polished off a brew with another hunter at Tussock hut. By 7.30 pm the lure of the hot pools had worn off. After grovelling all day down a cold and swelling Mangatainoka river even the occasional whiff of sulphur – the promise of a hot pool just around the corner - could not excite new energy into my heavy boots. I realised later that the occasional whiffs of sulphur were a by-product of Jimi's reaction to the previous night's curry. We decided to chuck it in and fly camp, only to find while collecting water that we had reached the confluence of the mighty Mohaka river - only a stone throw form the hot pools. To wake up in the morning and find out how close we had been would have surely resulted in some adverse psychological condition. God knows it's no fun tramping when you're in the throes of manic depression. He had been merciful.


To the hot pools! Was our cry. We arrived at an occupied hot pool to find two lochness monsters (Johnny Mulheron and Peter Leitch) thrashing around the fair Kim Austin – a sight for sore eyes. Jimi didn't even bother to remove his socks before diving in, so zealous were his efforts to save the damsel in distress form the wicked clutches of those two lusty monsters... Nevertheless, we all slept happily ever after a long game of black bitch, played to decide who would scrub out the billies and sweep the hut. Next day, Jimi and I decided to continue the remainder of the trip with Johnny's group (a bad move). Up to Makino hut and over those magnificent tops to Ballard hut – a slowish day summed up well by Pete during a mini-grunt. "I'm not stuffed, I just can't be bothered." Our last day and away by 6.00 am after a crowded night to score some terrific photos of Ruapehu and Ngauruhoe rising up like nascent islands out of a primordial mist.





Please, someone shoot the poet. Ahhh! Down to Makahu saddle and the truck and back to civilisation. N.B. - by civilisation I don't mean back to the ordered towns and cities that we had left a week earlier; by civilisation I mean getting away from all those mutant VUWTC trampers!


The Kawekas: great views, great huts and (some) great weather.


P.S. 10 points to Andre for his helicopter chuck out of the back of the truck on the way home.
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Mark Brown
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