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Cage across the Karangarua River - see Trip Report Sierra Range/ Douglas Valley

The CHRISTCHURCH TRAMPING CLUB has members of all ages, and runs tramping
trips  every  weekend,  ranging  from easy  (minimal  experience  required)  to  hard  (high
fitness and experience required). We also organise instructional courses and hold weekly
social meetings. We have a club hut in Arthurs Pass and have gear available for hire to
members.  Membership  rates  per  year  are  $45  member,  $65  couple,  $20  junior  or
associate, plus $15 for members who opt to obtain a paper newsletter. 

For more about how the club operates, see the last two pages. 
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Calendar of trips and Social Events
Trips: Unless otherwise stated, club trips depart either from 'Z' Carlton Corner Service
Station (formerly Shell) at 1 Papanui Road (next to Liquor Land and opposite Derby Street)
or from 'Z' Russley (formerly Caltex) on the corner of Russley Road and Yaldhurst Rd.  If
the departure point is not specified in the trip schedule, you may assume it's 'Z' Carlton.
Day trips usually depart at 8 am on Saturday or Sunday. Weekend trips may leave on
either Friday evening or Saturday morning. 

New or prospective members intending to go on any trip must sign up at club night or
contact the trip leader in advance.

Social: We meet on Wednesdays 7:30 pm at the CMLC (Canterbury Mineral & Lapidary
Club) building at 110 Waltham Road, Waltham. This new building, beside and on the south
side  of  Waltham  School,  is  about  100m  south  of  the  Brougham  St/Waltham  Rd
intersection. Waltham Road is the southern extension of Barbadoes Street. A variety of
social functions are organised, the atmosphere is informal, and tea and biscuits served.  If
you can give a presentation or have ideas, please phone Kate Taylor 0273265497 or email
katet5003@gmail.com. Please note that formalities start at 7:50 pm sharp, and if there is
a guest speaker, he/she will start at 8 pm sharp.

Our Club Hut: In the Arthur’s Pass township, with all the comforts of home including real
showers and inside flushing loos (BYO toilet paper!), but with the mountains at the back
door. A great place for a few days away; take your usual gear and a pillowcase. Please
book and pay before leaving town; the club bank account number is 38-9017-0279838-00
(Kiwibank/Christchurch Tramping Club). Include your name and the words hut fees in the
particulars/code/reference fields. Phone Donald Carnielo 338-9865 for booking and key
code; or if he’s away, Chris McGimpsey 027 6573070; or if they’re both away, Rex Vink
3525329. Hut fees are $15 member, $15 member's partner,  $25 non-member, $5 kids
under  12.  If  you  find  any  problems  or  maintenance  required,  please  contact  the  hut
convenor, Donald Carnielo.

Equipment Hire:  The Club has a range of
equipment  for  hire.  The  Gear  Custodian  is
Barney  Stephenson,  ph.  027  358  3281  .
Note:  club  gear  assigned  to  you  is  your
responsibility;  please take care of it.  Please
put tents inside your pack. Tents attached to
the  outside  of  your  pack  can  be  easily
punctured when bush bashing or even lost.
This  may result  in  serious  damage to  your
bank account! Please air and dry tents after
taking  them on  a  trip  even  if  they  are  not
used,  and  report  any  damage  to  the  gear
custodian.

Rates for Gear Hire:

Tent $3/person/night

Ice axes, crampons $4 per item per
weekend

Harnesses, snow shovel $4 per weekend

Large/small weekend 
packs

$2 per weekend

Helmets Free

Personal locator beacons No  longer
available.
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Saturday 2 April 
Departure point: Z Papanui

Leader: Michael Newlove 021-1685716
newmike@slingshot.co.nz

Mt Thomas: This trip in the foothills will start at the Wooded Gully
picnic  area  and  follow the  Wooded  Gully  Track  through  native
beech forest, to the saddle, then the Ridge Track along the top, to
the summit of Mt Thomas ( 1023m ). Sweeping panoramic views
of the Canterbury Plains, Banks Peninsula and the Southern Alps.
Return to the picnic area via the Summit Track. Round trip about
10kms, 600m height gain.

Grade:Easy/
Moderate

Closes: 1 April 2022

Map:  BW23 Cust

Approx: $15

Weekend 2-3 April 
Departure point: Z (formerly Caltex) Russley

Leader: Symon Holmes 021 257 2720
symon_gnome@yahoo.co.nz

Mt Brown Hut:  Starting from the Geologist Creek bridge on the
shores of Lake Kaniere the route follows a small stream before
climbing steeply up a ridge to the bushline. It then follows a poled
route along the tops to the Mt Brown Hut. Return via the same
way. Mt Brown Hut is a four bunk hut. Both the hut and the track
are maintained by volunteers from Permolat 

Grade: Moderate at
a slow 
place

Closes: 1 April 2022

Map:  BV19 Lake
Kaniere

Approx: $75 + $5 
koha for hut

Sunday 3 April 
Departure point: Z (formerly Caltex) Russley

Leader: David Sutton 021-1808081
Davidlsutton@yahoo.co.uk

Mt Philistine:  Follow the Otira Valley track, cross the bridge the
ascend  via  Warnocks  Spur  and  the  bluffs.  Follow  a  series  of
basins to the top. I plan to check out the route to Rolleston River
while I’m up there.

Grade: Moderate

Closes: 2 April 2022

Map:BV20 Otira 

Approx: $30

Weekend 9-10 April 
Departure point: Z (formerly Caltex) Russley

Leader: William King 021874626
wchking@yahoo.co.nz

Fredo and Dobo Valley:  Drive down to  Mt Cook Friday night.
Arrange  accommodation  either  at  Unwin,  Glentanner  or  camp
ground. Saturday morning head into the Ohau Range via Fred’s
Stream, the ridge line is at 2270m. I have been over here before,
so we can try a new route under Mt Cran to try and avoid the
monkey scrub for the lower slopes of the Dobson Valley. But be
prepared to possibly be shredded by scrub. Camp in the upper
Dobson Valley approx 2km up from Hut. Sunday is a stroll over
Jamieson Saddle 2183m and back down Birch Stream. There is
also a potential camp site for Saturday night at 1882m beside a
large tarn we can also investigate. 

Grade:Moderate/
Hard

Closes: 25 Mar 
2022

Map:  BY15 Birch
Hill

Approx: TBC
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Weekend 9-10 April 
Departure point: Z Papanui

Leader: Dean Herring 021950768
dean.herring@gmail.com

Kowhai Hut Kaikoura:  This is possibly the easist track you are
ever  likely  to  do  and  ideal  for  the  less  fit  wanting  to  do  an
overnight tramp. 3 hours of track travel and only a 200m gain from
road end to hut up the Kowhai river. I’m making this another kid
and novice friendly walk so feel free to bring children from age 10
up. You are responsible for the children you bring. The first half of
the track is up the river gravel among open scrubby bush with
several minor river crossings that may not even wet your socks.
Once  we  get  to  the  standard  6  bed  hut  there  is  a  short  river
crossing which is quite easy. The upper valley is attractive and,
unlike the lower reaches, contains fine stands of native bush and
even a few grassy riverside terraces near the hut. Although only a
short tramp from the road end, the sense of isolation is one of the
hut’s  pervading characteristics.  Combined with the views of the
high  craggy  mountains  that  dominate  the  valley  at  every
viewpoint, it makes for an appealing destination.

Grade: Easy 

Closes: 6 April 2022

Map: BT27 
Kaikoura 

Approx: $45ish

Weekend 9-10 April 
Departure point: Z (formerly Caltex) Russley

Leader: David Sutton 021-1808081
Davidlsutton@yahoo.co.uk

Mt Guinevere:  Leisurely start from Christchurch on Saturday at
11am. From Klondyke Corner walk in to Crow Hut and spend the
night. Climb the ridge behind Crow Hut, sidle to the tarn below Pt
1872. Continue S/E to the basin below Guinevere then gain the
ridge  and  follow  it  to  Guinevere.  Return  the  same  way.  If  the
weather is better Saturday we’ll start early and climb Guinevere
the same day, staying at the hut before walking out Sunday.

Grade: Moderate

Closes: 8 April 2022

Map: BV20 Otira 

Approx: $30

Wednesday 13 April Social

Social Night: Social Night

Long Weekend 14-17 April 
Departure  point:  Ixom  135  Waterloo  Rd
Hornby at 3 pm

Leader: Alan Ross 021 962884
alan_sue@xtra.co.nz

Easter up the East Matukituki: In the shadow of Mt Aspiring this
valley has fantastic vistas according to the internet photos. I have
never  been  here.  No  huts  in  the  whole  valley.  Thursday  night
leaving Chch at 3pm staying in Wanaka that night. Day 1, DOC
tells me will take 10 Hours. Road end at Cameron Flat all the way
to Ruth Flat. Day 2, day trip on to Rabbit pass and look down the
Waterfall Face. Day 3, Ruth Flat to Aspiring Flats Day 4 Aspiring
Flats to the road end and drive home. Note expect to get home
late due to the heavy Easter traffic. Please only sign up if you are
confident you can do a proper moderate pace for 10 hours with a
rough travel 700m climb and steep decent on day 1.

Grade:Moderate/
Hard

Closes: 12 April  
2022

Map: CA11 
Aspiring 
Flats 

Approx: $100 +
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Long Weekend 15-18 April 
Departure point: TBA

Leader: Geoffrey Sugden 021409359
geoffsugden@gmail.com

100 and 1000 Acre Plateaux:  Day 1: Escape from Christchurch
and have a cruisy drive to the Matiri Valley Road end where we’ll
park the cars and enjoy a leisurely stroll to the 8 bunk Lake Matiri
Hut where we’ll  spend the first  night battling the sandflys while
admiring the view over Lake Matiri. Day 2: Ascend to 1000 acre
plateau,  this  is  a  somewhat demanding climb,  we will  however
take it slow and have plenty of rests with a plan to stop for lunch at
Poor Pete’s Hut. From there we’ll continue over to the plateau to
the 4 bunk Larrikin Creek Hut where we’ll set up camp in one of
the many good tent spots and possibly go for a dip in a natural
infinity pool. Day 3: Comes with options, for those that just want to
relax if  the weather is good then the pools are a nice place to
hang out for the day. I’ll be leading a group to climb the Needle
and  if  there  are  others  who  are  keen  I’d  love  to  tick  off  the
Haystack  as  well.  This  will  depend  on  ability  levels  within  the
group as  both  the  Needle  and especially  the  Haystack  can be
demanding day trips, if you’re keen to do one of these with me but
not sure of ability give me a call / email and I can advise. Day 4: A
long day from campsites near Larrikin Creek Hut all the way back
to the cars along the route that we came in and a drive back to
Christchurch. 

Grade: Moderate at
an easy 
pace

Closes: 13 April 
2022

Map: BR23 
Murchison 

Approx: $140

Multi day trip 15-25 April 
Departure point: 140 Roydvale Avenue

Leader: Chris McGimpsey 027 657 3070
tortistours@gmail.com

Richmond Range #2: This will be the trip leaders second attempt
to complete the Richmond Range section of the Te Araroa from St
Arnaud to the Hacket Picnic area. This entails up to 6 x days of
tramping (with a tent) over 93 kms with lots of daily height gain
along with a section of alpine traverse around Mt Rintoul and the
Red Hills. More details of the route can be found on the Te Araroa
website. As with the previous attempt if the weather is not suitable
there will be a Plan B & C to fill the 10 x days. If the trip runs to
schedule the spare days will be filled in with side trips in the St
Arnaud area or on the way back to CHCH. 

Grade:Moderate/
Hard

Closes: 9 April 2022

Map:  BR25 
Tophouse

Approx: TBC

Saturday 16 April 
Departure point: Z Papanui

Leader: Michael Newlove 021-1685716
newmike@slingshot.co.nz

Bealey Spur/Hut/Point 1545: Start by the baches at Bealey Spur
next  to  the  main  road  and  climb  up  through  sheltering  beech
forest. On the way to the charming old musterer’s hut at 1240m,
the ridge opens up in places to reveal immense views over the
Waimakariri River and to the mountains beyond. On to Point 1545
for  a  lunch  stop  and  return  the  same way.  Return  trip  around
16kms, 750m height gain.

Grade:Easy/
Moderate +

Closes: 15 April 
2022

Map:  BV20 Otira

Approx: $25
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Long Weekend 23-25 April 
Departure point: Z (formerly Caltex) Russley

Leader: Dean Herring 021950768
dean.herring@gmail.com

Casey - Lake Minchin - Binser Saddle. Anzac Weekend:  This
tramp  enables  the  less  experienced  tramper  to  achieve  the
Moderate Casey Binser saddle route by putting a very easy day
visiting the remote Lake Minchin in the middle of the two moderate
days. Day 1. 8ish Hours, 17ks height gain 309 metres. From the
Andrews Shelter we climb for about a 200 metre height gain. We
then meander along keeping much to the same contour reaching
and following Hallelujah Flat before reaching Casey saddle then
descend  down a  ridge  to  emerge  from the  bush  onto  a  large
grassy flat near Casey Stream and not far from the hut. Day 2.
6ish easy hours. Is a day trip up to Lake Minchin for lunch, leaving
most of our gear in the hut or tents. We cross the Casey River and
following river flats for about 2 hours before crossing the Poulter
river and then another hour  or  so of pleasant walking on easy
gradients through beech forest to Lake Minchin. After lunch we
head back to Casey hut by the way we came. Day 3. 8ish hours,
Height 600m gain 23kms. Casey hut to Andrews shelter via Binser
saddle. We follow the follow the old vehicle track down the Poulter
valley  to  Pete  Stream.  From  Pete  Stream  we  begin  to  climb
beginning  at  an  easy  gradient  but  getting  steeper  further  on
through  open  mountain  beech  gaining  600  metres.  We  stroll
across  the  saddle  before  dropping  back  down  to  river  level
enjoying stunning views up the Waimakariri River and another 30
minutes back to the cars. Here are some stats from a 2 day Casey
Binser saddle trip done 9-10 Jan 2021 that give a detailed height,
distance, speed, rest and walking times thanks to John Kerkhofs.
Have a look at tramp archives to see photos. Day One • Distance
Walked: 17.4 km • Min Elevation: 540 m • Max Elevation: 849 m •
Elevation gain: 1195 m • Elevation loss: 1136 m • Average speed:
2.53 km/h • Average moving speed: 3.5 km/h • Total moving time:
4h 57m • Total stopped time: 1h 53m Day 3 • Distance Walked:
20.9  km  •  Min  Elevation:  506  m  •  Max  Elevation:  1105  m  •
Elevation gain: 928 m • Elevation loss: 970 m • Average speed:
3.27 km/h • Average moving speed: 4.1 km/h • Total moving time:
5h 08m • Total stopped time: 1h 14m 

Grade: Moderate, 
at easy 
moderate 
pace 

Closes: 20 April 
2022

Map: BV21 Cass 

Approx: $50 plus 
hut fees
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Saturday 30 April 
Departure point: Z Papanui

Leader: Michael Newlove 021-1685716
newmike@slingshot.co.nz

Peak Hill:  The  trip  starts  on  Algidus  Road  and  follows  a  well
graded track/poled route along a fence line, over a couple of stiles
and  up  to  a  small  saddle.  From there,  we  continue  on  to  the
summit  at  1240m.  Centrally  located  on  the  south  western
shoreline of Lake Coleridge, Peak Hill offers unsurpassed views
over Lake Coleridge, Rakaia Valley, Southern Alps and Eastern
foothills. The summit slopes are also home to a wide variety of
alpine plants, protected in the Peak Hill Conservation Area. Height
gain 650m, return the same way.

Grade:Easy/
Moderate

Closes: 29 April 
2022

Map:  BW20 
Lake 
Coleridge

Approx: $25

Sunday 1 May 
Departure point: Z Papanui

Leader: Michal Klajban 020 4196 3548
michal.klajban@gmail.com

Travers Peak (1724m) to Trovatore (1737m):  Starting at Deer
Valley Campsite,  going up to Travers Peak (1724m) via Foleys
Track. Dropping around 200m down to tarns NE from the top and
climb up to Trovatore (1737m). Descending from pt1755 via scree
to Maruia River. We should get some fantastic views over Maruia
Basin and Lewis Pass area. The trip will involve a vertical climb of
about 1300m and around 14 km of horizontal travel. The terrain is
reasonably good, maybe a little bit steep at places but nothing too
bad.  Reasonable  pace.  You  should  be  comfortable  with  scree
running.

Grade: Moderate to
ModHard

Closes: 30 April 
2022

Map: BT23 Lewis
Pass 

Approx: $45

Multi day trip 5-18 June 2023
Departure point: Either Calenzana in the North
or Conca in the South

Leader: Bill Johnson 02040820100
mail.billjohnson@gmail.com

Corsica  GR20  -  June  2023:  The  GR20  is  a  mythical  long
distance hiking trail that traverses the island of Corsica diagonally,
from Calenzana in the North to Conca in the South. The 180km
trail  follows  the  granite  backbone  of  mountains  that  divide  the
island in two, many of which soar above 2000m altitude and has
an overall  altitude gain of 12,000m. The GR20 is the best  and
toughest  long distance hike  out  there!  Stunningly  beautiful  and
varied. If you do a stage per day, it takes roughly 16 days, this will
depend, of course, on your fitness and the weather. In the North,
you are constantly doing steep ascents and plunging descents. In
the South, there are different challenges, such as, long technical
exposed ridges. Trip will be approximately 16 days total. Here is a
good video overview of the trip: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3L7bovqnVkI 

A couple of good websites with more info are located here: 

https://www.thehikinglife.com/2017/03/a-quick-dirty-guide-to-
corsicas-gr20/ http://www.le-gr20.fr/en/ 

Grade: Moderate

Closes: 31 May 
2023

Map:  

Approx: TBD
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Trip Reports

28 December 2021 - 4 January 2022

Sierra Range - Douglas Valley

Jeff Hall - Trip leader, Lynette Hartley, Liz and Ian Wightwick 

When we arrived in Hokitika rain was rain was sluicing off the roof of the car. We had
delayed the start of the trip by a day to allow a North Westerly front to pass up the West
Coast. The plan was to spend the night in Ross and start our tramp up the Copland Valley
the following morning. 

The long-range forecast was positive, with a risk of showers associated with anticyclonic
gloom. We woke to clearing skies and a phone call to Haast confirmed that the sun was
shining in South Westland. 

The weight of nine days food, ice axes, crampons and helmets assured that there would
be some tired legs if we were to achieve our goal of “slogging up the Bluewater Creek
route to camp at the head of Scott  Creek, ascend Welcome Pass, traverse the Sierra
Range via the Horace Walker Glacier and return via the Karangarua or Douglas valleys.” 

The river levels had dropped overnight, avoiding the need to use the Rough Creek flood
route.  The start  of  the  Copland Track has recently  been upgraded by  Jobs 4  Nature
workers  and  the  bridged  river  crossing  allowed  us  to  make  comfortable  progress  to
Welcome Flat and the campsite on the old airstrip. As we prepared dinner, clouds cleared
to provide a glimpse of Mt Sefton and the rather imposing route up to Scott Creek. The hut
warden  advised  that  two  parties  had  successfully  followed  the  Blackwater  route  over
Christmas. 

We enjoyed the morning sun as we made our way up the grassy river terraces to the
beginning of the Bluewater route. This route has been cut by volunteers to avoid and Scott
Creek waterfall. A cairn at 580m, marks the need to cross onto the TR and find the track
which has been cut through rata/podocarp hardwood forest. We began to feel the weight
of packs as we reached the tussock and a line of bluffs at 1500m. At this point West Coast
jungle mist rolled in. A tahr looked down at us in interest as we carefully navigated our way
across a couple of steep gullies. The route was a bit vague but once we had found the way
through a rock band, we became confident that we could reach the saddle between point
1784m and 1800m. After a little travel over mixed rock and snow we dropped down to find
a campsite with water near the head of Scott Creek. 

We woke to rain drifting up the Copland Valley. Jeff had checked out the route to the
Tekano  Glacier  straight  after  breakfast  and  we  optimistically  set  out,  hoping  to  climb
through the cloud. However, upon reaching the ridge below Scott Peak it became clear
that conditions were not suitable for our climb to Welcome Pass. We retreated and set up
a new camp and waited for the weather to improve. 

Rested and keen to make progress, we were back on the ridge the following morning. At
2000m we traversed exposed bluffs and it  was good to reach the snow slopes of the
Tekano Glacier. We followed the footsteps of the previous party and avoided a schrund to
lunch at Welcome Pass 2390m. We were able to get views of the glacial lake formed in the
Strauchon and peaks and passes west of the Main Divide.  
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We roped up for glacier travel and began the traverse along the Douglas Neve. At this
point cloud again rolled in and with zero visibility it was very difficult to navigate around
crevasses.  Fortunately,  Liz  had  an  electronic  ‘breadcrumb’  and  was  able  to  call  out
whether we needed to go left or right to follow the line of a party who had been through the
area 5 years ago. I appreciated Jeff’s skill to continue on a tight rope and probe for slots in
the murk. We were all pleased when we safely reach water and a campsite on rocks east
of Lucy Walker Pass. 

Traversing bluffs above Tekano Creek

A strong south westerly had picked up and we used ropes and prusiks to tie down our
tents to as many heavy rocks that we could find. Squalls of rain made cooking unpleasant
but after a hot meal it was good to snuggle into sleeping bags and get of the cold. 

Gusts of wind funnelled up to our rather exposed site and the shaking of tents meant little
sleep. The morning was not much better but rather than risk another wet night on the
glacier we hastily packed and traversed below Blizzard Peak to Wicks Col. By 10.00 am
the cloud had cleared and we got views of the Sierra Range, the Horace Walker Glacier
and our of line footprints down the glacier. 

We traversed below Pioneer Peak and descended easy snow slopes below Point 2192 to
reach rocks and the route down to the valley floor. We stopped for an early lunch, relaxed,
and dried out gear in the sun. 

The 1000m descent was straight forward apart from last 180m of bush bashing. It was
great to step out onto flat ground and stroll down the river terrace to the Horace Walker
Hut. 
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The following day we followed a well-cut track to the climb to 1400m and the traverse
along the Douglas Valley Route. We left packs at the marker post and explored a little
higher to get views of the route we had taken the day before. 

Pleased to be on the Douglas Valley floor near Horace Walker hut

After following sparse markers across tussock slopes, we camped near Conical Hill. The
area had been heavily browsed by tahr. Kea entertained us before we dropped steeply
down to the Regina Valley and Cassel Flat Hut in the morning. 

Although  it  was  hot  and  muggy,  we  made  good  time  down to  the  confluence  of  the
Karangarua and Copland rivers and we could soon hear traffic on SH6. 

We stopped for a drink and a meal at Franz Josef and reflected on a wonderful trip as the
setting sun touched Mt Moltke. 

5-12 February 2022

Just a Moderate Trip in Sunny Fiordland!

Waitangi week 5-11 Feb 2022 

Trip Leader: Jeff Hall, Party members: Steve Bruerton, Liz (scribe) and Ian Wightwick 

Following a serious weather event on 3 Feb it became evident that the Rakaia River (and
its tributaries) would not be crossable for quite some time. And with another front due in
four  days  Plan  A to  the  Bracken  Snowfield  was  dropped.  (note  it  was  planned  as  a
moderate trip- more about that later…) 

Plan B options were quickly discussed with the preferred option to head for the Murchison
Mountains in Fiordland – specifically a through trip including Robin Saddle Hut.  A key
factor  for  this  decision  was  that  the  weather  in  Fiordland  was  looking  surprisingly
promising compared to the rest of the country. When our trip leader Jeff suggested a climb
of Mt Irene which features on the NZ Alpine Club’s top 100 climbs Liz quickly offered to
arrange the water taxi and the permit, to commit the team. 

Back in the 80’s a Uni friend of Liz’s had failed on numerous attempts to summit Mt Irene,
so while we were hopeful on bagging a rarely visited hut, we tempered our expectations
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about success in bagging this peak … 

The team of four (the maximum the Takehe Protection Area permit allows) set off from
Christchurch at 6am, on Saturday 5 Feb. Jeff quickly showed his prowess at navigation by
delivering us directly to the Te Anau pie shop. (the Venison and blue cheese one was so
delicious!) Prior to catching our water taxi, we squeezed in a visit to Dave at Fiordland
Packs to suss out his lightweight 70 L options (worth a visit and Liz ordered one on our
return). 

The sunny and highly scenic trip up the South Fiord of Lake Te Anau to the McKenzie Burn
took one hour. We arrived at the start of the track at 6:15pm (yes, the DOC Biodiversity
team  have  cut  good  tracks  in  this  area  for  their  trapping  programme).  A lazy  trout
meandered away as we cruised up to sheltered beach in the evening sun. It was tempting
to set up camp but Jeff’s enthusiasm to make the most of the good weather saw us walk to
a small  clearing 45 mins upstream. Steve quickly built  a cooking fire to save our fuel
supplies and drive away sandflies... yep, Fiordland’s black flies are super-ferocious... 

Sunday dawned fine and sunny and with 50% of the party morning people, brews were on
at 6am, establishing the trip trend of commencing travel  at  7:30am. This was the first
challenge at keeping the trip to Moderate (defined as less than 10-hour days). Our plan for
that day was to aim for a small, bushed terrace at about the 800m under the bluffs below
Robin Saddle. 

We were delighted at the ease of travel up the McKenzie Burn. Despite numerous traps,
we were  disappointed with  the  poor  level  of  birdlife.  They haven’t  1080’ed yet  and it
shows… Fears of killing off the 500 Takehe have delayed these plans for 4 more years. As
we gained elevation  we passed  a  highly  scenic  unnamed lake,  and  then  sighted  the
Museum Range. This vista stalled us for an early lunch. Mt Coronation (1769m) was in full
view. It’s the second highest peak in the Murchison Mountains, (lower than Mt Irene at
1859m) but according to Danilo Hegg – a much more challenging climb than Irene. After
lunch we descended to Lake Te Au and then across the bridge to the rustic Te Au hut.
There were quite a few hut entries going back to 1980, plus historic relics of days gone by
(e.g. gin traps) as well as evidence of frequent visits by the biodiversity rangers (supplies
well stocked). We left the well-formed track beyond Lake Duncan at a main tributary and
began our bush-bash at 4pm. Steve declared he was now much happier as we progressed
to steeper country, which required much upper body strength and awkward clambering
manoeuvres  to  climb  up  mossy  ledges  via  dead  tree  trunks.  However,  another  team
member verbalised a letter to the Club President complaining that our leader required us
to bush bash so late in the day. We’d completed 8 hours with heavy packs (8 days of food)
when Jeff  sniffed out an exceptional  deer trail  that took us directly to the plateau. His
continued success in finding trails led us to believe he must have been a deer in a former
life. At 5:40pm -just over the 10-hour limit for a moderate trip - a clearing appeared. No one
cared that it  was a mossy bog with pocket hanky sized dry patches for the tents. We
declared  the  day  done  and  Ian  began  cooking  dinner  in  glorious  sunshine  with  few
sandflies. 
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Lake Duncan

Next day Jeff declared that his night on the mossy bog had evoked memories of 1970’s
water-beds. With another great deer trail, we’d popped out above the bush line at 9am, far
quicker than expected. After a diagonal sidle under bluffs, we found the gut to take us to
Robin  Saddle  at  1128m.  The  mist  descended  and  after  frequent  checks  of  the  three
different Nav Apps we reached agreement on our route. The wind was cold, so we quickly
donned parkas, grabbed a snack and set off to the infamous bluff section that has turned
back many people keen to  reach the prized destination of  Robin Saddle Hut.  We got
excited after getting a glimpse of the lake below and a straightforward route to the hut. By
10:30am we were  brewing drinks  and enjoying  the  stunning view of  Mt  Irene’s  steep
eastern flank. The hut book described tales of derring-do. An entry by Henrietta Beireich
caught  our  attention  with  her  2014 solo  traverse  of  Fiordland.  Ian  and Liz  completed
multiple forays over the afternoon in search of Takahe, without success. Jeff and Steve
opted to spend their afternoon exploring the range behind the hut. 

The following day dawned wonderfully sunny with a cold brisk wind. Perfect for keeping
that blimin’ mist at bay. We quickly decided on a short-cut up to the Mt Irene ledges and
stashed our packs under a pile of rocks - leaving a cairn to aid our return. 

With light packs we moved rapidly along the 1280m contour that takes you around the
back of the peak to the gentle-sloping west face route to the summit. Lunchtime had us
admiring the cloudless 360-degree views on this bluebird day.
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Mt Irene with Robin Saddle Hut

We ambled over to the radio transmitter station for a squizz then headed back down.
Shortly before our pack-stash, a refreshing tarn beckoned the 3 swimmers while the fourth
went back to brew afternoon tea. After our break we re-commenced our planned descent
to the Woodrow Burn ledges but after 45 minutes we found ourselves in the most delightful
sunny sheltered basin and it was the quickest decision ever to pitch tents as soon as we
were close to water (5 mins more walk!). After all this was a moderate trip and as such we
can call early stops. Tents were up in a flash, then we lolled in the sun drinking further
brews. 

On a brief foray to get more water Jeff discovered an interesting sink hole that drained the
numerous tarns in the basin. From sun-sleepy prostrate to leaping enthusiasm, Steve was
down  to  his  shorts  only  and  barefoot,  squeezing  through  the  entrance  and  then
disappeared from trace. Those left snoozing became alarmed after 15 mins and went over
to check all  was well.  No reply.  Another 10 mins Steve emerged bubbling with delight
having proceeded through several squeeze-sections to an open cave that held a big pool,
15 – 20m underground. He pleaded with us to come see, to no avail. We had noted his
scratched torso and feet, and this only added horror to those of us with claustrophobia.
“This could be a whole new undiscovered cave system for someone good at holding their
breath to dive below the pool and find the exit”, he exclaimed. Maybe next time there will
be someone with big lungs… 

Next morning, we marvelled aloud about the warm weather with no dew on the tussocks.
This  must  have  incensed  Huey  who  sent  a  quick  downpour  to  shock  us  out  of  our
complacency. We packed up in no time and walked 30 mins in parkas down a great route
Jeff had found the prior evening. We looked over to the bush clad Esk Saddle, feeling
lucky that was not our route down for this trip! It was an easy sidle over the ledges to the

− 13 −



Woodrow Burn where we were greeted with gentle meadow-like travel to the head of the
river where a waterfall plummeted to the valley floor. We’d seen a deep un-named emerald
lake from Mt Irene, that fed the waterfall and decided to drop our packs to explore, as it
was only a few hundred metres climb. A lone male Kea joined us once we’d reached the
lake edge- obviously in need of company- so we chatted. Back down but still too early for
lunch, we proceeded down river with Ian in front. Our request to him was to find the perfect
lunch spot - scenically attractive with water and firewood to boil the billy. The rest of us
dawdled our way downstream mesmerised by the Japanese Zen Garden vista created by
stunted but beautifully shaped beech trees set in quaint clearings. Jeff was so enthralled
he got drawn into another side valley running off the left of the Woodrow. On re-connecting
with us he cried “ I missed the memo that this is no longer a moderate trip!”. “This upper
Woodrow valley is better than the Milford Track!” , he cried. We’d been travelling too fast in
his opinion. Ian did find an idyllic spot and we soon had the billy bubbling. So our lunch
was super-relaxed -“Afterall this is a moderate trip and we can have brews at lunch time”
we told ourselves. 

Views east from Mt Irene, Woodrow Burn centre

After a further couple of hours, a pool beaconed, and the swimmers dived in to cool off
from the afternoon humidity. It was only a short walk to the Woodrow Burn Biv. This was
the  biggest  disappointment  of  the  trip.  The  biv  was  dark,  damp  and  had  mildewed
mattresses. The biodiversity ranger’s reluctance to cut back the surrounding bush had
resulted in a very unappealing abode. We chose to set up camp in drizzle instead. It rained
overnight but was fine next day. 

The last leg took 4 hours to reach the Junction Burn Hut where we lunched inside to avoid
the ravenous sandflies. Jeff, Steve, and Liz opted to explore up the Junction Burn for an
afternoon stroll  and were rewarded with a sighting of a fawn only 10m away. Only the
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movement to get cameras triggered its flight away. 

Next day our water taxi arrived on time, and we were treated to a guided trip across the
lake by a keen young man intent on making our journey to Ta Anau Downs the best it
could  be.  He  also  offered  to  drive  us  into  Te  Anau  if  our  bus  connection  failed  to
materialise! Such are the ways of the best Southland souls. A trip to remember for sure. 

 

 

 

 

 

3-7 March 2022

Five Passes Route

Since 2015, I have taken to doing multi-day, summer tramping trips with Alison Downard,
Susan Pearson and, generally but not always, one or more other companions. Three of
those trips have been overseas (Patagonia, Nepal and Tasmania), but the Covid pandemic
has confined more recent ones to New Zealand’s South Island. 

This season, Alison expressed a want to do the Five-Passes trip, a classic route taking in
parts of Mt Aspiring and Fiordland National Parks, that I had completed in 2013 and Susan
had done a few years before that. At short notice, Susan spotted a weather window for the
area and so a trip was quickly arranged. We reasoned that four would be the optimum
party size and invited Andy Pratt to join us. 

Pre-trip accommodation was booked at the village of Glenorchy, along with a jet-boat ride
up Dart River to the start of Beans Burn and arrangements for a tourist company to shift
our car from Glenorchy to the trip endpoint at Routeburn Shelter. Our general intention
was to start along the normal, anti-clockwise Five-Passes circuit; but if the weather were
favourable,  Susan  and  I  wanted  to  deviate  from  Park  Pass  (the  fourth  of  the  five
conventional passes) to Lake Nerine, substitute North Col for Sugarloaf Pass as the fifth
pass and exit via Route Burn North Branch. 

On the morning of Wednesday 2 March, Susan picked up Andy from Sumner and then
drove to my place (in Bryndwr) where she left her car and we took Wendy’s new, larger
and more comfortable Toyota RAV4 hybrid named “Jolene” by Wendy on account of her
(the car’s) quasi-auburnicity. We picked up Alison from around the corner and were on our
way south at 9 am. 

Andy drove to ~200 kilometres to Fairlie, were we stopped for lunch; then Susan took over
for the 300 kilometres to Queenstown. Finally, Andy drove the remaining 46 kilometres to
Glenorchy, which we reached at 4:50 pm. We checked into our rooms at Glenorchy Hotel
and then adjourned to the garden bar for drinks, followed by dinner, in the warm, late-
afternoon and evening sun. 

About 8 pm, Andy and I took a postprandial stroll along Mull St, past the war memorial, to
the mouth of Rees River and the shore of Lake Wakatipu. Late sunlight was painting the
local  mountains;  the  glacier  decorated  massif  of  Mt  Earnslaw  to  the  north,  and  the
Richardson Mountains to the south and east. 

At a distance along the north arm of Lake Wakatipu, were the Eyre Mountains. And closer
at hand were the still waters of the lake, with the local jetty and a small cluster of mallards. 
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By 8:30 pm, we were back to the hotel for an early night in recognition of the exertions
ahead of us over the next few days. 

Day 1: Thursday 3 March 2022 -- Glenorchy to Beans Burn rock bivouac: 36 km by
jetboat plus 14.7 km and 750 m total ascent over 8 hours 50 minutes by foot 

We got up at 6:30 am and, since there were no cafés open, had a breakfast of zucchini
cake (baked by Wendy) and hotel-provided tea and instant coffee. I picked up the vehicle-
transfer,  combination-locked,  car-key  safe  and  locked  Jolene’s  electronic  key  into  it,
checking that its radio signal was blocked to prevent any random passer-by driving off with
her. The safe was then locked to Jolene’s tow bar for the transfer company to pick up. 

We walked across the road to the Dart River Jetboat office at 8:45 am, checked in, paid
our  fees of  $100 per  person,  and were  bused the  short  distance (no  more  than 300
metres) to Glenorchy Marina. The main reason for the boat heading up Dart River was to
transport half-a-dozen-or-so “funyaks” (inflatable kayaks) to a beach downstream of Beans
Burn. The four of us were incidental income augmentation, and the only two other people
on board were the driver and his helper. 

We left the marina at 9:15 am, motored three kilometres across Lake Wakatipu and then
turned up a braid of Dart River just off Kinloch. The speed of the trip was (according to my
GPS),  a  consistent  60 kilometres per  hours,  winding back and forth  through the  river
braids, some of them very shallow. $100 per person might seem expensive, but the ride
gave us a day’s  head start  avoiding a tedious track.  And it  was also exhilarating fun,
possibly worth the cost in its own right. 

In  35 minutes,  we travelled 31 kilometres to  the point  where  the  funyaks were  to  be
dropped. We disembarked while the freight was unloaded, Andy’s and my offers to help
being declined, probably due to health and safety rules. 

With the funyaks on the beach, we reboarded and were taken, just for the fun of it, another
four kilometres upriver to a point where the driver was not prepared to take passengers
any further, again, I think, due to H&S. So back downstream we went for 1.5 kilometres to
a convenient drop-off point a fair way upstream from the Beans Burn confluence. 

Just  before  10  am we  started  off  on  foot,  down  the  true  right  of  Dart  River  for  1.7
kilometres to Beans Burn, which we reached after half an hour. We stopped to fill up water
receptacles, then spent five minutes (my fault) finding the start of Beans Burn Track. After
climbing fifty metres to a river terrace, we made good progress along an easy track with a
few ups and downs, for nearly two kilometres to the footbridge by which we crossed to the
true right. 

At 11:40 am we stopped for twenty minutes for a morning break, then continued to some
grassy riverside flats that gave us a great view of glacier-decorated Niobe Peak. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  we  were  back  in  the  bush  with  occasional  glimpses  of  the
surrounding mountains and in the company of various native birds: titipounamu/riflemen
and ngirungiru/tomtits, both too small and flitting to even attempt photographs under shade
with an unsophisticated camera; along with kakaruwai/South Island robins that were more
than happy to pose for photographs. 

At 1 pm, we stopped for a half-hour lunch break by a stream tumbling down from Mt
Chaos.  Over the next  six  kilometres and four  hours,  we generally  stopped for  a drink
wherever we crossed a substantial stream. 

At 3:50 pm, about two-thirds of our way up the Beans Burn, I heard a loud crack and crash
behind me, and turned to see Andy floundering around on the ground amongst tall crown
ferns off to one side of the track. One of his carbon-fibre poles had broken, tipping him off
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the track. I called out to the others to wait while we spent about ten minutes with the pole
fashioning a temporary fix that was to last for a couple of days. 

We reached the south end of the long river flat that contains our day’s objective, the Beans
Burn rock  bivouac,  still  nearly  two kilometres  distant,  at  5:50 pm.  We had walked 13
kilometres  over  nearly  eight  hours  and,  although  it  was  never  particularly  steep  or
persistent, had accumulated more 700 metres of climbing with heavy early-trip packs on
uneven ground. We were tired and there were murmurings about pitching camp at any
nearby and sufficiently attractive site. But ahead of us, I could see the high rocks of biv
and asserted that we should persists. Initially, we traipsed along the shingle bed of river,
but then from about 800 metres away, Alison and I took a shortcut across the flat through
deep tussock. That was a minor mistake in terms of ease of travel and I would advise
others to follow the riverbed all the way to the biv. 

We arrived at the rock biv at 6:50 pm, brewed hot drinks and inspected sleeping options.
Susan and Alison claimed the shallower, top cave, lined with dry fern and tussock straw
and bordered by a low dry-stone wall. I took the deeper bottom cave and Andy pitched his
tent on the grass between the biv and the river. 

We cooked and ate dinner (rehydrated, home-made spaghetti Bolognese for Susan, Andy
and me, with Alison looking after herself), then headed to our respective sleeping spots.
Lying in my sleeping bag, I  could hear murmurs of Susan and Alison jointly tackling a
cryptic crossword above me. 

Day 2: Friday 4 March 2022 -- Beans Burn rock bivouac to Fohn Lakes: 4.9 km with
770 m total ascent over 4 hours 55 minutes 

My cave was pitch black overnight, and I slept well despite the occasional clinking of rats (I
presume)  inspected cooking  gear  and cutlery that  we had left  stacked outside.  I  was
woken at 7 am by Andy announcing that it was our appointed time of rising. Today was to
be a short one but would involve a substantial climb of ~700 metres over Fohn Saddle to
Fohn Lakes.  When Susan last  did  the Five Passes,  these lakes were enveloped with
cloud, so she did not stay at this spectacular tenting site. This time she was determined
that she would. 

We breakfasted, packed and headed up Beans Burn at 8:30 am. After fording the river and
progressing about halfway to the base of the climb to Fohn Saddle, we came across a
young woman preparing for a day of downstream travel having tented on a sandy beach
on the river’s true left. 

Ninety minutes after leaving the biv, we reached the turn-off point to the saddle, marked by
a cairn. We stopped to collect drinking water for the climb and Alison, who had lost her
sunhat during the previous day, used the break to attempt to rig the hood of her parka to
shade her head and face from the sun without causing overheating while she climbed: it
was an forlorn effort. 

We started the climb at 10:15 am, initially via a steep, dry rivulet and then up a tussock-
clad slope sufficiently precipitous to require us to claw our way up by grasping handfuls of
the tenacious grass. Regular food and water pauses provided opportunities for us to turn
away from the tussock and enjoy the spectacular views up, down and across Beans Burn. 

At the 1300-m contour, we sidled left and picked up a cairned ground-trail leading into the
basin immediately below Fohn Saddle. 

At 12:40 pm, we crossed Fohn Saddle (1506 m), the first  of the five passes, into the
Olivine River watershed. After a short descent, we turned right, climbed fifty-or-so metres
above the saddle (to our highest point of whole the trip) and then sidled north, below Fohn
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(1777 m) towards Fohn Lakes, the uppermost and largest of which soon came into sight. 

We reached the broad, southern gravel beach of the large tarn a bit before 1:30 pm, found
a comfortable spot by some rocks, and ate lunch while contemplating possible tent sites.
As we sat, two figures appeared over a knoll from the direction of the tarn outlet; they were
John  and  Kate  Entwistle,  highly  experienced  trampers  and  climbers  whom  Richard
Kimberley had told Susan we might meet on our journey. John was a qualified mountain
guide  for  many  years  in  New Zealand  and  Europe  and  has  climbed  Aoraki/Mt  Cook
multiple  times.  In  their  mid-seventies,  John and Kate regard the Five Passes as their
favourite multi-day trip; they had completed it in their 50s and 60s, and are intending to do
so again in their 80s. (Now there’s something to aim for.) 

While John and Kate were brewing up tea and settling down for lunch, Andy had a nap and
the other three of us carried out a closer inspection of possible tent sites. The beach was a
barren stony flat with widely dispersed, low-growing plants, including a rare native alpine
forget-me-not (Myosotis lyallii). 

Amongst the more common of the beach plants were little Spaniard grasses whose spiky
leaf tips threatened to puncture ground sheets, tent floors and sleeping mattresses, and
which  were  therefore  worthy  of  avoidance.  Susan  found  a  flat  patch  of  tussock-clad,
Spaniard-free soil at the western end of the beach that she, Alison and I decided (in the
absence of Andy’s input)  was the best site. As John and Kate departed towards Fohn
Saddle to Beans Burn, we set up our tent and tarp, with Andy following once he had
awoken. After the exertion of tarp-pitching and mattress-inflation, I went for bracing swim
while Susan followed Andy’s example by having a little nap. 

Alison’s attempt to use her parka hood to shade her face while climbing to Fohn Saddle
had failed miserably, so, post-swim, she and I designed and constructed an alternative.
Dart River Jet-boats had given each of us a neck muff to hold our Covid masks in place
during our ride up Dart River. By cutting hers over about two third of its length and then
rolling the uncut section into a torus, Alison fashioned a keffiyeh (Lawrence-of-Arabia-style
neck and ear shade). She then cut a cardboard Ryvita box into a peak that we attached,
using duct tape, to the torus. It looked quite elegant and worked well, getting her through
the whole of the next day. 

Over the afternoon, we pottered around, making and imbibing hot drinks, chatting and
lying in the diffuse, warm sunlight. A couple of keas were calling to each other from the
tops and we occasionally saw them flying, but they never approached us closely. Andy
prepared a tasty couscous-based meal with dried tomatoes, salami, olives and copious
spices, which he, Susan and I shared while Alison ate her separate meal. I prepared a
(rather sloppy) chocolate instant pudding for dessert. 

After dinner, I wandered to the top of the knob behind our campsite to get an overview of
the lake and our campsite. The sunset was rather ordinary, but the mountains, both local
and the more distant peaks of the Darrans, were impressive. 

With the setting of the sun, the temperature plummeted (we were at an altitude of nearly
1500 metres), so we headed to our tents/tarp. I heard Susan and Alison doing another
crossword and I then eavesdropped, with occasional interjections, on their discussions of
recently read books. 

Day 3: Saturday 5 March 2022 -- Fohn Lakes to Hidden Falls Creek: 11.2 km with 610
m total ascent over 9 hours 

Despite the altitude, the night at Fohn Lakes was not cold and I believe that we all slept
well (I certainly did). Alison said that the lake was covered with mist overnight. But by 7
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am, when I  arose,  just  a  few wisps of  mist  remained around the  peaks and passing
through Fohn Saddle. 

We headed off at 8:15 am, climbing about 30 metres over the mound that impounds the
big tarn and from where we could see glacier-draped peaks poking above lower bluffy
local ridges. 

We descended to the true-left of the deep gorge by which the outlet stream leaves the big-
tarn, and followed it south to the 1400-metre contour where it takes a sharp westerly turn
and is easily forded. 

About a (horizontal) kilometre downstream of the lake, we came to a gorgeous, deep,
turquoise pool, that would have made an irresistible swimming hole on a hot sunny day –
but not in the cool shade of an autumnal morning. 

Below  the  pool,  the  gorge  deepened  and  we  gained  a  view  of  the  Olivine  Ledge
sandwiched, roughly, between the 1100 and 1200 metres contours, 400 metres above the
Olivine River. 

Above the true right of the gorge, we followed a well-formed ground tail, beside which I
spotted some small, golden toadstools (possibly Lichenomphalia chromacea) and, a little
further down, a large mountain daisy (Celmisia semicordata) with fluffy seed heads. 

During the last, steep, 100-metre section of the descent to the Olivine Ledge, we met a
quartet of young men heading in the opposite direction after having overnighted near Fiery
Col. They had a big day ahead of them, needing to reach Routeburn Shelter before 1 pm
on the next day in order to catch a flight from Queenstown later that afternoon. Without the
advantage of a jet boat ride down the Dart River, we judged their chances to be slim. 

At  9:30 am, having descended 350 metres from the lake over  two kilometres  and 80
minutes, we reached the Olivine Ledge and turned south-west. We drifted a bit  further
west and downstream than we should have (again my fault) and crossed the stream by
scrambling down and up the ~15-metre-deep sides of the gorge. My photographs and
GPS log from 2013 suggest that crossing above the 1100-metre contour would have been
easier. 

Susan and I both remembered the Olivine Ledge as being a boggy, deep-tussock route,
harder than one might judge from a distance. But on this trip it seemed straightforward –
perhaps because it was later in the season and drier this time. 

It took us an hour and 45 minutes to cover 2.1 kilometres from the gorgy stream crossing
to Fiery Creek, where we stopped to refuel and collect drinking water for the climb to Fiery
Col, and where I spread out my tarp to dry off the dew that it had accumulated overnight. 

At 12:10 pm we started the climb. An hour later, and a hundred metres below the col, we
came to a site, nicely sheltered from the wind by a huge boulder, where we stopped for a
25-minute lunch break. Ten minutes of post-lunch climbing got us to Fiery Col (1546 m),
the second of the five passes. Fiery Col coincides with the Livingstone Fault, which, in
turn, constitutes a strikingly dramatic geological boundary between blue-grey, mica-infused
Caples Group semi schist to the east and bright orange-red Dun Mountain Ultramafics to
the west. The latter, presumably, is responsible for the adjectival “Fiery” in the names of
the col and nearby peak and creek. 

We spent only enough time on the col to take some photos: ahead of us to the south, in
the direction of Cow Saddle; and back to the north, along the downstream direction of
Olivine River. 

From Fiery Col we descended for 170 metres, over lumpy scree and past a remnant snow
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patch, into a high basin overlooking a deep and rather nasty-looking gorge stretching to
the south-west. Near the apex of that gorge, we picked up a cairned route that guided us
through the labyrinth of channels and bluffs on the descent towards Cow Saddle. 

We arrived at the grassy flats of the upper Olivine River at 3:20 pm, having descended 500
metres from Fiery Col over 1.3 kilometres in exactly an hour. 

At Olivine River, we took a quarter-hour break to rehydrate and discuss options for the
remainder of  the day.  On my previous Five-Passes trip,  we overnighted at  a  fabulous
camp site on the true left of Hidden Falls Stream about four kilometres past Cow Saddle.
Susan’s team had stopped a couple of kilometres short of that. We decided that we would
use the closer of the options if it seemed suitably comfortable when we got there. 

We left Olivine River at 3:35 pm and climbed a barely noticeable twenty metres to Cow
Saddle (1025 m), the third of the five passes, where we paused briefly for a photo. Then
over the saddle we went, into the headwaters of Hidden Falls Creek and over a couple of
big shingle fans spilling down from the Bryneira Range on our right. From near the top of
the second fan, we could see Susan’s flats.  They looked attractive,  EXCEPT that the
adjacent section of river seemed (from a distance) to be dry! Opposite us there was plenty
of water in the bed, but the shingle washed down the fans was, apparently, sufficiently
porous for the river suddenly to go subterranean. 

Back on the riverbed we confirmed that, indeed, to all effects and purposes, there was no
water downstream ofthe fans. Then just before 5 pm and 250 metres short of Susan’s site,
we came across a lone, isolated pool of clear water. 

On  the  riverbank  above  the  pool  was  a  small,  stony,  weed-strewn  bench  that  would
provide a minimalist  spot  for  tenting.  I  wondered (hopefully)  if  there might  be a small
stream in the bush behind the preferable site, so wandered downstream to find out while
the others set up for a hot drink using water from the pool. There was no stream, so I
walked back to find that the others had decided (at Andy’s suggestion) to eat dinner at the
pool, then cart water down to the preferred site for use during the night and in the morning.

This evening it was Susan’s turn to prepare dinner for herself, Andy and me. Alison and
Andy headed over to the preferred site to erect the two tents while I had a hot drink and
Susan started to prepare a Thai-curry-with-noodles concoction, sternly warning me not to
knock it over. Once I’d finished my cuppa, I followed Alison and Andy and set up my tarp,
realising as I did so that the ground was infested with biddy-bids, a much bigger problem
with a groundsheet and tarp than with a floored tent. 

When I returned to the cooking site, Susan (slightly sheepishly) admitted that she had spilt
a substantial  portion of our dinner and that,  consequently, it  wouldn’t be as tasty as it
normal. It was still more than adequately flavoursome, hot and filling. 

After dinner we trudged down to our camp site and, by 8 pm, were in or under our tents or
tarp. Susan and Alison were too distant for me to overhear their evening conversation, so I
entertained myself by picking biddy-bid seeds out of my socks and solving a Code-Cracker
word puzzle and an easy Sudoku before going to sleep. 

Day 4: Sunday 6 March 2022 -- Hidden Falls Creek to Theatre Flat: 11.2 km with 750
m total ascent over 7 hours and 45 minutes 

Another great night’s sleep in comfortable temperatures. There was a light, brief shower at
2:30 am, and then more light rain from about 6:30 am, not heavy enough to disrupt our
morning activities. We got up at 7 am, ate breakfast under the watch of a male ngirungiru/
South Island tomtit, packed our damp tents and headed off along the waterless riverbed at
8:20 am. 
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About a kilometre downstream, Hidden Falls Creek suddenly reappeared, in full flow, over
just a few metres. Another kilometre on, and just less than an hour after breaking camp,
we came to the site where my tramping colleagues and I  had overnighted nine years
earlier. I would judge this site to be substantially superior to the one we used, chiefly on
the basis of the presence of water and absence of biddy-bids. 

By now, the rain had largely subsided, and the clouds had lifted sufficiently for us to see
Park Pass, a couple of kilometres away and about 600 metres above us. 

On my 2013 trip, the start of the route up to Park Pass had proven slightly elusive; but now
the track is better formed and follows seamlessly on from the ground trail along the true
left of Hidden Falls Creek. At 10:05 am, we reached the stream coming down from Park
Pass and stopped for a fifteen-minute snack break and to fill  our water bottles for the
climb. 

We turned up the Park Pass track just as a party of four GODZone Pursuit participants
arrived, with substantially larger packs than ours, having made their way up Hidden Falls
Creek from the Hollyford Valley. After a chat, we invited them to go ahead of us, which they
did. But we soon caught and overtook them when they stopped for a breathless rest. 

Having climbed steeply for 350 metres from the river, we were overtaken by a young, fast-
moving  group  of  GODZone  Pure  participants,  who  quickly  disappeared  into  the  bush
above us. 

We reached the bush line below Park Pass right on midday and could see the GODZone
Pure team a hundred or so metres above us. The rain had stopped, but the north-westerly
wind was cold and of blow-you-over intensity. We donned wind-proof jackets in the shelter
of the beech and headed into the gale. Part way up the exposed bit of climb, Susan’s pack
cover was torn from her and disappeared into the distance. None of the rest of us noticed,
bring preoccupied with staying upright under the battering of wind gust and flapping coat
hoods while preventing any other bits of paraphernalia (such as hats and glasses) from
being blown away. 

We reached the windblown tarn at the top of the pass (the fourth of the five) at 12:20 pm,
having climbed 600 metres from Hidden Falls Creek over 1.5 kilometres in an hour and
fifty minutes. We were surprised to find a small orange tent pitched above the tarn and a
blue fly nestled into the lee of the pass but still being battered by the wind. Near the latter
was a woman to whom we chatted over the gale. She was a GODZone marshal who had
been helicoptered to the pass a couple of days earlier and would walk out once the last
participants had passed. Apparently, it was her turn to be on lookout and another marshal
was sheltering in the orange tent. They expected to be there for, perhaps, a couple more
days. 

As noted earlier, Susan and I had wanted to head along the tops from Park Pass via Lake
Nerine, North Col and the Route Burn North Branch. From our knowledge of the weather
forecast we knew that our chances were slim, but it was now apparent that they were zero.
We also found out later that some of the GODZone participants had to be airlifted out due
to sickness and/or adverse weather. 

We descended on the Rock Burn side of Park Pass into warmer and calmer weather,
reaching the rock biv, on the 1000-metre contour, at 12:45 pm. In the shelter of that biv, we
ate lunch over 30 minutes, during which another group of GODZone Pure participants
hustled past, followed by the slower Pursuit participants whom we had overtaken on our
way up to the pass. 

We left the rock biv at 1:15 pm, following a good ground trail on the true left of Rock Burn,

− 21 −



through deep tussock and over an eroded terminal moraine (where we were overtaken by
another group of GODZone participants) onto a long, grassy river flat. 

The final  climb of  day was of  about  80 metres,  over  a bush-clad saddle between the
southwestern flank of Minos Peak and the roche moutonnée that constitutes Pt 908 m. We
emerged from the bush at  3:45 pm and then had an easy fifteen-minute walk across
Theatre Flat to the eastern end of a beech copse perched on a pile of huge boulders. A
narrow passage through the bush took us to a small,  sheltered clearing --  a delightful
tenting site, with resident ngirungiru, where my 2013 tramping group had overnighted.  

The day to this point had been mostly rain free with only occasional light showers, along
with short sunny periods. The weather seemed on the improve as we crossed Theatre
Flat,  but when I  went to dry my tarp, the rain arrived, initially light but sustained, and
gradually  getting  heavier.  I  pitched  the  still-wet  tarp  and  boiled  water  for  hot  drinks,
changed into dry, warm, sandfly-proof clothing and settled under the tarp to solve a hard
Sudoku without annotations, as I duly announced to the others in their tents. 

For dinner this evening, Susan, Andy and I shared a tasty spaghetti, tomato, olive and
salami meal prepared by Andy, while Alison again looked after herself. For dessert, I made
a butterscotch  instant  pudding,  this  one much firmer  than the chocolate pudding of  a
couple of nights earlier. 

Day 5: Monday 7 March 2022 -- Theatre Flat to Routeburn Shelter: 12.3 km with 660
m total ascent over 6 hours and 35 minutes 

It  rained  persistently,  though  not  particularly  heavily,  all  night.  I  remained  mostly  dry,
despite being subject to a type of second-order rain whereby heavy raindrops striking the
outer surface of the impermeable tarp cause a light spray of tiny drops from condensation
on the inner surface. The spray was not heavy enough to make my gear noticeably wet,
but I could feel it on my face during the night. In the dark, I worried that there might be a
leak  in  the  tarp  and  only  realised  what  was  really  happening  when  I  turned  on  my
headlight. 

The weather forecast from a few days earlier has suggested that any rain would clear
during the morning, so we lay in, hoping forlornly for improvement, till 8 am. I managed to
boil water, prepare and eat my breakfast, change my clothes and pack my gear without
leaving the shelter of my tarp. There remained just the process of dismantling the wet tarp
and stuffing it into the back of my pack before we headed off at 9 am. 

The Rockburn Track from Theatre Flat to Sugarloaf Track is in excellent condition with no
real climbs, so we made faster and more-sustained progress than we had managed at any
earlier point on the trip. In less than quarter of an hour we reached a swing bridge that took
us across Rock Burn  from the  true  left  to  the  true  right.  While  crossing  I  noted,  with
reference to a fairly recent CTC accident, the absence of any significant protection from
slipping into the river about eight metres below. 

About  a  kilometre  downstream from the  bridge,  we  crossed  a  side  stream devoid  of
steppingstones and, for the first time on the trip, I got the inside of my boots wet. From
then on, I eschewed rock hopping, which, in any case, was probably slightly risky on wet
rocks. 

At 10:45 am, we came to an appealingly flat and well-used camp site, sheltered in the
bush with a stone fireplace and resident Kakaruwai/South Island robin who was clearly
comfortable with human company. 

At 11:20 am we started the climb to Sugarloaf Pass by way of a steep track on the true left
of a stream cascading down the eastern flank of Momus. 
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As we crossed another stream tumbling down from Pt 1428 m, we were overtaken by
further GODZone team that stayed on the Rockburn Track descending towards to Dart
River. Just past that point we turned uphill onto Sugarloaf Track, climbing for another 300
metres to Sugarloaf Pass (1154 m), which we crossed at 1:20 pm. 

The breeze on Sugarloaf Pass was light, but it was cold and we were well saturated by the
persistent rain and perspiration from climbing with packs made heavy by wetness. So, we
forewent  lunch  and  continued  150  metres  below  the  pass  to  the  bush  line  on  the
downslope to Route Burn. In the meagre shelter of some scruffy beech trees, we took ten
minutes in the company of a wet kakaruwai for a snack and for Susan to add a layer of
(temporarily) dry and warm clothing. 

While crossing Sugarloaf Pass, Susan’s leg had started to play up, so she and Alison
decided to descend slowly. Andy and I went ahead taking an hour get down the remaining,
sometimes steep and slippery, 500 metres to the four-lane, metalled highway that goes by
the name of  Routeburn Track.  Alison and Susan arrived ten minutes later,  expressing
surprise that they had descended as quickly as they had. Then we toddled off for the
remaining kilometre to Routeburn Shelter, where we arrived a 3:40 pm and watched a
helicopter and SAR crew heading off to recover an incipiently hypothermic tramper from
Harris Saddle. Jolene Toyota (the quasi-auburn RAV4) was waiting for us in the car park
with warm dry clothes and zucchini chocolate cake. 

After token washes using the shelter-toilet handbasins, and changing into dry clothes, we
headed off to Mrs Woolly’s Glenorchy General Store, where we dropped off the car-key
safe and indulged in a round of iced coffees and scones. Then a 115-kilometre drive via
the Crown Range to Wanaka, arriving at Ximena and Andy’s flat at 6:30 pm. Andy turned
on the power so that we could have hot showers in the morning or later evening, and we
walked to the Lake Bar for dinner. Steak and beer never taste as good as they do after a
multi-day tramp! 

On Tuesday 8 March, we left Wanaka and drove for 430 kilometres, stopping for lunch at
the Fairlie Pie Shop and arriving in Christchurch at 3 pm. Back at home, I compared the
GPS times from this trip with those I recorded in 2013, guessing that we were probably
(and understandably, given that we are now four sexagenarians) substantially slower this
time. To my surprise, I found that we actually tramped for three hours less! Those timings
include rest and lunch breaks, which could have been longer in 2013 since that trip was
conducted closer to the summer solstice and therefore had more sunlight hours – but I still
feel pleased with our 2022 effort given than the 2013 group was the younger, on average,
by well more than a decade. 
Uploaded by: Bryce Williamson on Mon Mar 21 2022 
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Five Passes route 

12-13 March 2022

Devilskin Saddle

Saturday morning came and after numbers going up and down around the 10-12 mark, 10
of  us  including a homeless person set  off  to  walk the easy moderate  tramp over  the
Devilskin saddle, full of hopeful expectation of a nice overnight tramp. Dean Herring,Tania
Ramsey, Connie Christensen, Garth Dever, Jenny Harris, Alan Ross, Tyrone De Jacolyn
Seneviratne.,Lynette Hartley, Natalie Care and Bethany Jackson. Beth is a Doctor and
bought panadol.......which was needed. 

This was quite an accurate description as the beginning and end of this circuit is quite
easy while the middle section certainly bordered on moderate and for some a revaluation
of their fitness level being less than they had thought. The weather was good to begin with
and with the promise of getting better. We were quickly across the swing bridge and unlike
many tramps stayed together until  after the Nina hut. We stopped for a lunch break at
scenic stream and lunch break 2 at the Nina Hut. After leaving the Nina and starting the
climb the slope started to sort out the mountain goats from the valley sheep requiring a
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couple of stops to regather. However once we hit  the climb up the Devilskin the track
turned  out  to  be  much  steeper  than  indicated  on  the  topo  map  and  our  separation
increased. Thankfully the mountain goats and others shared out some pack sharing and
shuffling and we all  eventually got to the saddle in time to set up camp with plenty of
daylight to spare. A big thanks to those that went the extra mile and great team work. 

Over tea our tramp leader shared a shortcut back to the start of the track by going over the
Sylvia Tops. Four decided this was for them while 6 of us thought we would stick to the
easier if not longer route down to the Doubtful river. 

Day 2 and we awoke to low cloud that instead of burning off with the sun turned into
drizzle by the time 7 of us set off down the valley while 3 waited for the mist to clear and
head out over the tops. We headed off down the hill through long grass and entered the
bush and drier air after 20 minutes. The bush on this part of track is quite different to what
some of us are used to experiencing at a lower altitude and quite dense with wonderful
hues of green in places. The mist also created an almost mystical feel. There were times
where the young beech trees and ferns certainly hid the track and one had to be careful
looking where they put their feet.  Once we cleared the rough stuff we spread out and
regathered a few times and after finally clearing the bush walked into glorious sunshine at
the Doubtful River and a lunch break. We soon came across the Doubtful Hut which has
been tidied up and now has 3 beds and four tidy mattresses. About an hour later we were
overtaken by those that were going to do the short cut over the tops but were sabotaged
by the rain not clearing. They continued ahead and completed the car shuttle just after the
rest off us had crossed the river. I think all were happy with their trip including those that
were challenged more than others and grateful of the opportunity to enjoy the wide variety
of terrain and fauna. We stopped at the Culverden Pub for drinks and finances around 5. I
enjoyed the tramp even though the first day tested me and will be keen to lead it again in
another 12 months. 
Uploaded by: Dean Herring on Tue Mar 15 2022 

12 March 2022

Sadd, Horrible route from Tonga to Samoa

For some time now, Chris McGimpsey had been attempting this trip, if only to claim that he
has walked from Tonga to Samoa. On one of Chris’s three (I think) unsuccessful attempts,
John West had joined him with a moderate party of CTCers who, after a longish day,
bailed out down the scree from near Mt Sadd into Edwards River. So, for Chris and John,
this was unfinished business. For me, it seemed to be the most challenging of the CTC’s
weekend trips and an opportunity  to  consolidate  some hard-earned fitness gains of  a
recent Five-Passes trip -- not too hard and garnished with the allure of some light rock
scrambling. I’m not sure what motivated Rodney, but he came along as well after Alan
Ross cancelled his West Coast weekend trip. 

John picked me up on his way to Chris’s place from where we headed north,  picking
Rodney up at Amberley. At Culverden, we incidentally met Dean Herring’s much larger
weekend CTC party heading to Nina Valley.  Through Hanmer Springs and over Jacks
Pass, we drove to the turn-off to the Edwards Valley Road. I had obtained the combination
code  for  the  locked  gate  so  that  we  could  drive  another  three  kilometres  to  a  local
highpoint on the road immediately south of Samoa Mound and Edwards Saddle, where we
expected to finish our walk in a few hours. 

We left the car at 10:50 am and descended 175 metres over 2.4 kilometres in half an hour
before crossing the boggy confluence of D.W. Stream and Edwards River at the 700-metre
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contour.  At one point in the bog, I  tripped over the blades of a tussock bush and fell
forwards, thinking little of it at the time. At lunch I discovered that my unsecured Nalgene
water bottle must have pitched out of the crampon-holder of my pack and presumably
remains  lying  amongst  the  deep  tussock  at  that  spot.  Luckily,  I  had  also  brought  a
hydration bladder. 

At  11:30 am, we started our ascent  towards Tonga Hill  by way of  Pt 926 m. Over 50
minutes, we climbed 400 metres to a rocky knob just above 1200 metres, where we had a
twenty-minute  lunch  break  while  scoping  out  our  intended  route  along  the  horseshoe
encompassing the headwaters of Edwards River. Chris and John pointed out some of the
hairier  bits  of  their  previous  trips.  One  large,  lumpy  gendarme,  Pt  1751  m,  looked
particularly gnarly, “But it’s actually pretty straight forward”, said John. 

Half an hour after lunch and another 250 metres up, we took a ten-minute break to enjoy
the view over Peters Pass to Peters Valley and St James Station and to make another
distant assessment of the ground ahead, which looked “pretty straight forward”. 

At 1:50 pm we arrived at Tonga Hill (1672 m), having climbed 885 metres from Edwards
River. The route ahead looked long, but “pretty straight forward” once we got past Pt 1751
m, still about 2.5 kilometres north of us. 

From Tonga Hill, we spent half an hour along an easy section of ridge to a saddle 650
horizontal metres south of Mt Sadd. 

Another half an hour over a moderately scrambly 150-metre climb brought us to Mt Sadd
(1798 m), the highest point of the day. 

At  Mt  Sadd,  we took a fifteen-minute food and hydration break while  picking out  and
naming some of the peaks and other landscape features to our north and west. It was 3
pm, we had been going for a bit over four hours, felt that we were approaching the halfway
point (we had actually covered 7.5 kilometres and had nearly ten to go) and had done
most of the climbing. We still had Pt 1751 m to negotiate, but past that point the route
looked “pretty straight forward”. Maybe another 3.5 or 4 hours of travel and back to the car
no later than 7 pm? 

At 3:25 pm, we arrived at the saddle below Pt 1751 m. This was the furthest point along
the ridge reached in any of Chris’s earlier attempts before bailing down a scree slope to
Edwards River. An obvious circuitous route would have taken us to the right, partway down
that scree, to a point well below the ridge-line, and would have then required an onerous
and time-consuming slog back up the scree beyond the obstacle. The only real alternative
was a narrow scree chute to the left, leading up to and over Pt 1751 m. We opted for the
latter, reckoning it to be easier and faster, but with the risk of not being able to see what lay
on the other side. [At this point I  will  mention that only Rodney had brought a helmet,
which  he  donned  at  the  bottom  at  the  scree  chute.  I  would  strongly  advise  anyone
attempting this trip to carry and use a helmet for protection against rockfall.] 

We reached Pt 1751 m at 3:40 pm, pausing just long enough for me to snap a photograph
looking down Muddy Stream to Mt Maria, which separates the Stanley and Waiau Uwha
Rivers. 

All of our previous distant observations had suggested that the remainder of our trip would
be “pretty straight forward”. Immediately past Pt 1751 m, a couple of minor steps slowed
us slightly;  then 100 metres further on we came to a drop of four or five metres that
overhung in a manner that rendered it impassable without a rope. To our left was a steep
and ugly scree chute, curling to the right in a manner that bespoke of precipitous bluffs into
Muddy Stream. Backtracking just ten metres was another steep, but scree-free channel to
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our right. An initial two-metre vertical squeeze, chocked with, loose, head-sized boulders,
led to a rocky route bending away to the left. The section immediately below the squeeze
looked fine, but what lay around the corner? Chris volunteered to have a look, down-
climbing the initial couple of metres then inching his way out of sight around the corner. 

The other three of us sat at the top waiting for Chris’s report. After about ten minutes, Chris
called up to us that he was down. We decided to descend as a bunch to avoid the risk of
sconing each other with rocks and reckoning that it would take us about ten minutes rather
than the thirty minutes that would probably be required if we were to descend separately.
To minimise the risk of loosening chocked rocks from the top of the squeeze, we passed
our packs down the first two metres. I went first managing to dislodge a large rock that
hurtled down the slope shattering into splinters as it went. Sensibly, Chris was well off to
the left of the rock-fall line. Then down we went like a twelve-legged (six human arms and
six human legs) caterpillar, bums on rocks in the less-steep upper section, then turning
around to down-climb the lower and steeper few metres. 

We re-joined Chris at 4:15 pm, having made only 900 metres (horizontal) progress from Mt
Sadd in an hour. Rather than regaining the ridge-line immediately, we sidled across the
upper reaches of a scree slope for about 350 metres below a bit of a cockscomb. By the
time we had climbed back to the ridge, a southerly change had transformed the sunny
conditions with puffy clouds to a cool mist that prompted all except Rodney to add a layer
of clothing. 

We reached Mt Horrible (1764 m), the second highest point of the day, just before 5:20
pm. We still had seven kilometres still to go, but from here, we thought, the going would be
“pretty straight forward”. In reality, the ridge below Mt Horrible, was, frankly, horrible; and
the mist made it difficult to work out how to thread our way down it; so we dropped off to
the  right,  onto  a  stretch  of  wonderfully  fine  scree that  we descended for  a  couple  of
hundred (vertical) metres at an angled parallel about 40 metres below the ridge. 

An hour got us from Mt Horrible to Pt 1451 m, where we turned left, descended below the
clag and could finally see the low rounded ridge leading to Samoa Mound. 

At this point, the most efficient route would have been a beeline west of Edwards Pass,
directly to the car; but that would have spoilt the trip title. So we added a kilometre to our
journey, reaching Samoa Mound at 7:30 pm and then turning south over Edwards Pass.
We were trepidatious about swampy and/or matagouri-infested territory over the pass, but
the ground was dry and the scrub was open, so our progress was, at last, “pretty straight
forward”. We arrived at the car just after 8 pm, the 17.2 kilometres with 1500 metres of
total ascent having taken nearly nine and a quarter hours. The low cloud rendered the
remnant daylight gloomy, and by the time we had driven to the gate it was dark enough
that  John  needed  his  headlight  to  manipulate  the  combination  lock.  The  dozen-or-so
kilometre drive to Fowlers Hut seemed much longer in the dark. Conveniently, the embers
in the hut’s open fireplace were still glowing when we arrived there, and Rodney soon had
a fire going. Chris took the car the short distance back to Pass Stream to fill  a 20-litre
water container while the rest of us pitched tents and prepared our dinner. 

While sitting around the fire later in the evening, we reviewed our day and discussed plans
for  the  morrow.  Conclusions:  (a)  the  Sadd-Horrible  route  from  Tonga  to  Samoa  is
substantially more testing than we had anticipated, even those of us who had done parts
of it before; (b) reasons for ever going back might include finding a better way over or
around Pt 1751 m (short rope?), and/or to investigate the ridge going north via Pt 1685 to
Mt St George; and (c) enthusiasm for anything more than a gentle walk on the next day
was minimal. 
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I think that we all slept solidly (Chris in his car). We woke to low cloud, which provided
convenient reinforcement for (c) above; and as we packed it started to drizzle. We headed
off just after 9 am, stopping at Culverden for second breakfast. Then, to be able to say we
had walked on both days, we stopped in Weka Pass to “climb” Frog Rock. We dropped
Rodney at his car on our way through Amberley and arrived back in Christchurch in the
early afternoon. 

More about the CTC
CTC Overdue Trips: Members/family/partners or a nominated person concerned about a
trip being overdue should firstly discuss this with a Club Officer when they feel that the trip
is delayed.  Club Officers know where to obtain copies of the Trip Lists  containing the
names and addresses of the party members with their vehicle registration details etc. This
will greatly assist Police Search and Rescue. The Club Officer can then contact the Police
directly. Concerned people should keep trying different numbers until they actually contact
a Club Officer (do not leave messages).

We  recommend  you  start  with  the  Club  Captain,  then  the  Gear  Custodian,  then  the
Presidents, then the Trip Organisers, then people listed under Our Club Hut – if no contact
can  be  made  then  the  Police.  Refer  to  the  list  of  Club  Officers  below,  and  on
www.ctc.org.nz.  Members  (particularly  Trip  Leaders)  please discuss this  arrangement
with your loved ones so they are aware of this procedure. 

Club Officers

President: John West 021 230 2536

Vice President: Chris McGimpsey 027 657 3070

Secretary: Monika Bratownik 021399750

Treasurer: Symon Holmes 021 257 2720

Club Captain: Bryce Williamson 021-0232-2310

New Members 
Rep:

Emma Rogers 022 491 6625

Day Trip 
Organiser:

Michael Hammond
02108414764

Overnight Trip 
Organiser:

Michael Hammond
02108414764

Social 
Convenor:

Kate Taylor
0273265497

Gear Custodian:
Barney 
Stephenson

027 358 3281

Editor: Peter Hinchey 0225948023

Hut Convenor: Donald Carnielo 338-9865

IT Convenor: Nick Edwards 0273656751

Access Officer: Ian Dunn 0212141907

Please have stuff for the next newsletter to the editor
(peterhinchey@gmail.com) by 22 April 2022 – Thanks.
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