
John’s Queen’s Birthday trip 2014 

Dave Woodcock did a Southern Crossing of the Tararuas in the 

1990s , on the 50th anniversary of his first Southern. It be-

came my ambition to do the same, and I set out from Kaitoke on 

Saturday 31 May. My anniversary trip should have been last Au-

gust, but I didn’t have my stainless steel knee then! 

Up through the 1938 burn 

on Mt Marchant, where, af-

ter the fire,  trampers 

first used discs as route 

markers. 

 

 

 

 

Perhaps this is one of 

them? 

I reach Omega as the sun 

sets, and the Beehives and Mt 

Hector look cold. Nine and a 

half hours to Alpha Hut. Real 

trampers (I used to be one) 

do it in 5 to 7 hours. 



On Sunday morning, Mt Alpha gives a view north into 

the central Tararuas, while patterns form on frozen 

puddles. 

I look back at Alpha; 

then move on past As-

ton to the Dress Cir-

cle. Hubert Girdle-

stone, who came this 

way with Cyril Woods 

and George Moir at 

Easter 1915, wrote 

that the ridge ’veers 

around sharply to the 

north, forming an easy

-sloping semi-circular 

curve, which has the 

appearance of a large 

dress-circle’.  

 

Morning coffee 

(courtesy of NZDF) in 

a sheltered hollow. 

There’s a cold easterly 

wind. 



From my hollow (left to right) Hector, 

the Beehives and Atkinson look close. 

No-one knows why Mt Hector is so 

called, but many think they know. 

Wrote Hubert Girdlestone: ‘ … by and 

by a round knob loomed up through 

the mist like a gigantic beehive’. The 

name stuck. Esmond Atkinson came 

this way with  Field, Aston and Penn in 

1912.  

Ice-laden tussocks and spaniards 

on a southerly face 

 

A tempting spur leads down from 

the southern Beehive to the Tau-

herenikau River. Will I go there one 

day? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The steep flank of the range be-

tween the Beehives and Hector 



Mt Hector at 1 pm. I’ve been 

gazing at this hill in frustra-

tion from Greytown for the 

last 18 months!  We can see 

it from our kitchen bench. 

 

In 1946, trampers were try-

ing to think of a suitable 

memorial for those who had 

not returned from the war. 

The cross was the idea of 

returned serviceman Dave 

Woodcock, who wrote to me 

years later: ‘My thoughts 

were (1) Those who had lost 

their lives had made the 

highest form of sacrifice; 

(2) Hector was the highest 

peak to be seen from Wel-

lington; (3) A cross in a for-

eign war cemetery was our 

last mental picture of our 

fallen friends’.  

 

Dave’s suggestion to the 

TTC Committee (in the 

Turnbull Library) carries the 

signatures of 20 ex-

servicemen and women, like 

a Who’s Who of 1940s 

tramping. 

Nearby Field Peak (once called ‘Weary Willie’) offers one of the finest 

views in the Tararuas. It’s named after Willie Field, MP for Otaki, who 

did much to promote Tararua tramping in the early 20th century. 



New Kime Hut, completed in January, is a vast 

improvement on its two predecessors. I have 

lunch in a sunny corner inside. Afterwards, 

the wind has dropped to nothing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The view along the Main Range From the track 

below Bridge Peak 



It’s a glorious winter evening for 

the walk down over Dennan and 

Table Top. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To the south, the Kaikouras are 

standing out now. Perhaps I 

should have stayed at Kime? 

 

 

Views of Mt Taranaki and the Otaki River are a reward 

for two day’s tramping. As daylight fades I reach Field 

Hut, bursting with family groups. Well after dark two 

fathers and sons arrive, and on finding there’s no room 

the 11-year-old wants to go on to Kime or Maungahuka. If 

NZ can produce kids like that I don’t care where I sleep, 

and I spread my sleeping bag under the beech trees. 

 

 

Monday morning: a quiet walk down to Otaki Forks and 

back to Greytown mid-afternoon by thumb and five rides. 


