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I’m not even off the 
Waiohine bridge before a 
photo demands to be 
taken.





Cone, after a mild night in the tussock



Wally Neill and Alex 
Winchcombe had no 
orange triangles to 

follow when they 
pioneered the route 

from Cone to Hector 
at King’s Birthday 

weekend 1929.



Neill was a great 
Tararua enthusiast. In 
January 1931 he and 
two others achieved the 
first passage of the 
Tararua Peaks (the 
pointy bits) with full 
packs, using a 90 foot 
rope.



The Cone-Neill-Winchcombe-Hector ridge 
extends across the right half of the photo. 

Hector is in the middle and Alpha at left. 



Wally and Alex would have got through here no trouble.



Morning coffee
on Neill (named 

after Wally)



On a warm day in 
the Tararuas
there’s always 
company! This is my 
best blowfly photo 
ever.



Beyond here, Neill and Winchcombe got through the frozen 
leatherwood by walking over the top until they fell through, then 
by pushing and crawling forward. They reached Field Hut after a 
15 hour day and 38 hours without sleep, then slept for twelve 
hours, pinned their ripped trousers together and walked to Otaki.

The southern  Main Range stretches across most of this picture.



What killed these beech 
trees?

Winchcombe lies ahead. 
I’ll have lunch and brew 
#2 there.



I’m lunched and brewed. The peak ahead is nameless 
pt. 1398. Hector (in cloud) and the Beehives are just 

to the left of it.



Right beside Winchcombe is one of the Tararua 
tops’ many ‘ridge rents’. Two different species 

of snow tussock clothe its opposing faces.



While taking the photo below I 
bump my open pack, which rolls 
down the gully towards the 
Hector River. Fortunately it 
sheds  bits of gear as it goes, 
making it lighter. It comes to 
rest after 50 metres or so.

I find everything except my 
water bottle, which is almost 
empty anyway.

Now, up into the cloud!



The memorial cross on Hector 
was the brainchild of my 

friend Dave Woodcock, who 
suggested it to the TTC in 

1946.

Nearby is a normally 
dependable tarn, which the 

deer have muddied so much it’s 
unusable. Anyway, there’s still 

gas in the tank so instead of 
going to Kime Hut I’ll head for 

Alpha. It’s only 4.15 pm.

I ring Ann for the third time 
today, narrowing the search 
area in case something bad 

happens … 



Most of the edelweiss are past 
their best, but this patch on 
Hector is still in good shape.

Another little tarn - just a 
puddle - between Hector and 
the first Beehive supplies my 
third brew of the journey.

I’m feeling just a little pleased 
with myself. Then a runner 
comes the other way. He’s 
come from Kaitoke and aims to 
be at Putara by noon 
tomorrow. If that’s not enough 
to cut me down to size, when I 
tell him I’ve just done the 
Neill-Winchcombe he says, 
‘That’s a nice little ridge’.

Pacer poles pumping, the 
runner bounds up Hector as if 
on level ground. 



I used to think marker poles on 
the tops were for wimps and 

sissies. But 18 months ago I was 
here in the middle of the night in 

snow, and they were a great 
comfort.



Beyond Atkinson the mist starts to clear ...



… letting me look back to  where I’ve been. That’s Atkinson 
in the centre. Esmond Atkinson was a botanical artist. I have 
a book of his watercolours. 



It’s 6.30 pm on Aston. 
Surely it won’t take another 
two hours to reach the hut?

Bernard Aston, a 
government chemist and 
friend of Atkinson’s, was a 
tramper and botanist in his 
spare time. After Christmas 
1907 he came this way with 
two others. They carried ‘5 
lb. boiled beef, 3 lb. ham, 5 
lb. ship-biscuits, a small loaf, 
2 lb. oatmeal, 2 lb. sugar, ¾ 
lb. butter, a little tea, 
chocolate, and raisins, 
collecting-boxes, drying-
papers, a blanket each, and a 
tent’. 



Quoin Ridge, in the middle distance, is the way 
Aston’s party reached the tops in 1907. It was the 

most commonly used route until 1912.



Looking back from Alpha, the Beehives and Hector are 
clear but superimposed on one another. Beehives Spur 

stands against the cloud. I’ve never been there.



There in the blue distance is Neill, where I had 
morning smoko. Alpha Hut is only five minutes 

away. It’s been a rewarding twelve hour day.



It was too dark for a photo at 8 
pm. This is next morning. This hut 
is the third on Mt Alpha.



… and boredom …

Alpha and its immediate 
surroundings have seen 
adventure …



… and deaths.

Harold Freeman 1922
Esmond Kime 1922
Arthur Fredric 1938
Graham Aitken 1946
Pavel Pazniak 2016
Mykhalo Stepura 2016

Of the 108 known deaths so far in the Tararuas, 13 
have happened on or near the Hector Track or 

Southern Crossing.



Many more have occurred in Greytown.



I normally have a brew with 
breakfast. Today I have  
three.



… Alpha is the hardest to 
photograph.

Of all the huts in the 
Tararuas ….



I hunt for the site of the first Alpha Hut, built in 1915, demolished in 
1952 and remembered today only by the oldest trampers. Perhaps I’m 
standing on its site as I photograph these trees. Part of the old track runs 
nearby, but is it above or below the hut site?



Not many of these genuine 
Forest Service signs are left 
in the Tararuas.



It’s too late for most alpine flowers, but gentians have a long season.



The wind can be strong on 
Bull Mound, making for slow 
growth. In the 1930s 
botanist Victor Zotov found 
that two inch thick branches 
of stunted silver beech on 
nearby Omega had 300 annual 
growth rings, some only one 
or two cells wide.



The tops are in murk. I was lucky to see as much as I did yesterday!



I must have photographed this tarn on half a dozen trips, and I’m still trying for a good shot.



Bush interiors are another subject where success is elusive.



My photo of the 
Tauwharenikau River 
is bad and I’m leaving 
it out. But this detail 
works … kind of. 
Water is so difficult 
to capture I usually 
don’t try.

I captured some in my 
billy and boiled it, 
though.



Some kind of conversation is going 
on here - perhaps about passing 

trampers?



The track I walked 
down to get here was 
first blazed in 1946 
by Dave Woodcock 
(of Hector Cross 
fame), the day after 
the opening of Cone 
Hut. He went for a 
walk on his own 
because everyone 
else was too hung 
over.



The biggest moss in the 
world, Dawsonia superba. 

These stems are about 10 
centimetres tall; it can get 

twice as big.



Hinau litter, near the foot of 
the long descent from Cone 
Ridge.



I’ve been reading lately about 
Eric Hill, Bert O’Keefe, Bill 
Sutch and Morva Williams, 
who emerged from the 
Tararuas here on 30 April 
1933 after 17 days in the 
Tararuas with almost nothing 
to eat. Everyone but 
O’Keefe’s Mum had given 
them up for dead.

This trip has been a morale-
booster. And I’ll soon be in 
my La-Z-Boy drinking tea!


