Adventuring with
Andrew
A walk in Tararua Forest Park, 4-6 June 2016
Andrew Robinson (Leader), HVTC
Graham White, HVTC
Doc Watson, HVTC
David Hanley, HVTC
John Rhodes, SWTC
At breakfast in Jumbo Hut, left to right: Dave, Sam (not on our trip),
Doc, Andrew, Graham.
John is thinking, ‘Do they realise they’re my caregivers for the next
three days? Why is Andrew’s head in his hands? And am I putting my
own head in a noose?’

Leaving the hut with 8½ hours of daylight ahead, we find a
wintry scene near Jumbo summit

The Broken Axe Pinnacles look forbidding, but we plan to
bypass them. Nobody knows what happened to the Maori
adze that Harry Holmes found there in 1900.

We don’t need to be sorry for the grass—it’s snowgrass!

Graham and Dave consult the map on Angle Knob.
Andrew says this is our morning tea stop. ‘Where’s the
tea?’ thinks John.
Six and a quarter hours of daylight remain.

Antarctica must be like this ...

… minus the snowgrass, perhaps.
Even the stones are looking forward to summer.

The turnoff to
McGregor Biv. is
signposted with rime.

We want to go down the next spur, which comes off Mt
McGregor. Experts tell us it’s too steep at the top, so we‘ll
follow the spur below the biv and cross over. When we set off
just 4½ hours of daylight remain. We’ve used nearly half our
allocation on the easy part of the tramp.

Dave doesn’t enjoy
the Chionochloa
conspicua, a forest
version of the
snowgrass on the
tops.

The stream
at last …

… and time for
another map check,
with a whole three
hours of daylight
before us. Murray
Presland recommends
this route, which (we
later learn) he did 20
years ago, in summer.
It leads to Dorset
Ridge Hut, where
we’ll have a cosy
night.

We reach the crest
of the next spur
with 2¼ hours of
daylight left, and
follow it down using
Andrew’s compass
and GPS.

Mt Girdlestone shows through the trees. We’ll be there tomorrow! Hubert
Girdlestone died in France in August 1918, when a shell splinter pierced his
heart as he slept. He’d climbed Mt Ruapehu 14 times and once climbed all
three peaks of Tongariro National Park in one day.

Our route-finding must
be OK, because the deer
come this way too!
Or did Murray’s boot
scrape that moss in
1996?

Dorset Creek
is only yards
away (this is a
tributary) and we still
have 1800
seconds of
daylight.

A brief
conference
at the
junction,
then we set
off
upstream.

John’s camera is now in his pack, so no photos. It’s getting hard to see, and
Dorset Creek has greasy logs and boulders.
Andrew’s GPS says the track to Dorset Ridge Hut is only 700 metres away,
but we can’t see the logs and boulders well enough to go on.
Our priority becomes a flat place to sleep. Doc, Graham and Andrew make a
ledge for the Olympus, while Dave and John engineer possies among the
boulders. Thank goodness for ice axes!
While we dine on couscous, vegetables and chicken, John asks, ‘Are all Hutt
Valley trips as much fun as this?’
Then he considers the terrain that lies between us and Mitre Flats and
pronounces, ‘We have six hours of walking tomorrow, not counting stops’.
Graham has
carried the
orange plastic for
years, in
anticipation of a
chilly night.

John needs something to do
during the long night hours as he
lies on his rock platform.
Shivering is a good option!
So is gazing up at the stars, like
millions of little refrigerator
lights.

At breakfast,
John announces
his revised travel
time estimate. ‘It
will take seven
hours’, he says.
‘An hour and a
half of that will
be from here to
the hut’.

Daylight lets us
see the logs and
boulders better.

Dorset Creek is
delightful (in
summer).

‘It’s only 700
metres to the
start of the track’,
says Andrew’s GPS.

Occasionally we get
to walk on dry
land.

The track at last!
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