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Part 2 
 

Izzie, Evan and Eoin are coming down. John 
is pleased to see them return so soon—
surely this means the climb is easy? 
 
They tell us nearly all the climb is on rock, 
and kindly take our crampons back to the 
hut. 

We can see down Bedford Stream to the peaks on 
the other side of the Dart. What we can’t see is 
where we’re supposed to be going. 

Heather looks for the route while 
John waits ... 

… and admires Mt Tutuko in the 
Darrans. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

The rock glistens wonderfully. He’s 
been trying to tell Heather that it’s a 
metapelite, Textural Zone II to III 
with a late-stage crenulation. She’s 
entirely unimpressed.  

At last Heather returns and 
we’re on the move again. 

At the second rock band, John seriously begins to wonder if this tramp is a 
good idea. The thought of his La-Z-Boy in Greytown is powerfully attractive. 
He’s glad that his will (the document; not his resolve, which is weakening 
fast) is up to date.  
 
Heather is below because she pushed him up this bit. She will later claim, ‘I 
didn't push Dad, I just supported him so he couldn't fall backwards’. 
 
Heather has her NZ Outdoor Instructors’ Association Rock II ticket. John 
holds an Advanced Wussiness Qualification with Gravitation Endorsement. 
Which will carry the day? 

We get through that bit only because of 
John’s poor eyesight. All the way he’s been 

watching the altimeter, which now reads 
2795 metres. So when his companion says, 
‘Dad, we don’t have to do this!’ he replies, 

‘We’ve only got 35 metres to go so we might 
as well finish the bloody thing off’. 

 
Actually it’s 235 metres, but we’re on less 

scary ground by the time John realises that 
he read 2830 m as 2630 m on the map . 

Heather gasps when her old man 
slips on this snow patch with 
much airiness below. She’s used 
to being with companions of her 
own ability ... 

… who don’t keep stopping to 
take photos. 

Most of the last 200 metres is OK. Or perhaps it’s really 
difficult and John is becoming a more accomplished 
mountaineer? Just below the top, Heather steps aside to let 
him claim the summit. He’d enjoy being here if only he wasn’t 
worrying about the perilous descent. 

We look down the Earnslaw Burn all the way to Glenorchy, where people are going about their business with no 
worrying at all. John wanted to ‘phone Brian Wilkins, but his notebook with Brian’s number is back at the hut. Instead 
we ring Heather’s sister Marion, who climbed this hill in the 1990s and isn’t the slightest bit impressed that we’ve 
done it too. 
 

Heather knows what to do 
with ropes, slings and 
complicated hardware. All 
John has to do is obey 
instructions. It’s like 
tramping with a dog on a 
lead (and being the dog, 
thinks John). 
 
 
 

Tutoko looks more 
attractive in the 
afternoon light.  

So does Mt. Aspiring. 
Contrary to 
expectation, John is 
beginning to like this a 
tiny bit. 
 
Reminder: ‘WE’RE 
NOT HERE TO 
ENJOY ORSELVES!’ 

Back at Esquilant Bivouac,  
Eoin has climbed Leary Peak 

by way of an afternoon stroll. 
Izzie and Eoin have departed. 

 
 A brew (of course), then 

dinner and evening 
snapshots . 

In the morning, Heather carefully composes this 
photo to match the picture within itself. 

At right is the original, 
taken by Barry Durrant 

in 2005. It’s of Brian 
Wilkins outside the first 
Esquilant Bivouac, which 

he helped to build in 
1951. Brian and Barry, 

with Colin Cook and 
Warwick Hill, climbed 

Earnslaw by a new route 
from the Dart when 
Brian—a Himalayan 

mountaineer from way 
back—was 79. That sure 

inspired John! 

Back to the col and down over the glacier. That’s Evan 
in front. We learn that he’s a cyclist, who last year 
biked from Auckland to Wellington and Dunedin in a 
fortnight, taking in three rugby tests between NZ and 
Wales. 

Crampons off, and down to the world of ... 

… South Island edelweiss ... 

… Celmisia ... 

… and morning smoko at Half Way Tarn. 

The valley is close, the 
Spaniards are huge ... 

… and the beech forest a delight. 

MISSION ACCOMPLISHED! 

We cross the bridge over 25 Mile 
Creek, then trudge to the road. 


