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FOREWORD

This edition of "Wanderlust"
is bigger than usual but so is the
occasion, as this month is the
Fortieth
Anniversary
of
the
A.T.C. At this time many of our
readers will look back and re
member the happy associations
they have had with our club.
Here, then, is a "pot pourri" of
tramping club miscellany to help

COV E R

you while away an hour or two
by the fire, whether it be at home
or in some bush or mountain
hut.
The editor would like to thank
all those people who have con
tributed articles, photographs,
drawings, inforrnation and en
couraging words, without which
"Wanderlust" would never be
produced.
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L eft: "Double Roping" - A.T.C. Rock Climbing Instruction, 1964.
Top R i ght: Camp fire in the Ureweras.
Bottom

Right: Ngauruhoe in eruption.
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Every year thousands of New
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some adventure lies in the bush,
mountains, rivers and snow fields.
Forty years ago a small group
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Others
joined them to enjoy the sheer
pleasure of just walking together,
climbing together and skiing.
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vests dyed navy blue. Most of
them had old khaki puttees
wrapped round their ankles ;
perhaps they'd just left the
army.

FI RST I M P R E SS I O NS

(From a letter written home
to England)
E A RLY ONE MO RNI NG ...

before the sun was rising, three
sleepy people dragged themselves
from their cosy sacks in Memorial
hut and staggered into their
climbing gear. At 5.00 a.m. it was
iOnly pride (a useful sin at times)
>that kept them to their resolution
of climbing on to the Pinnacle
Ridge to watch the sun rise. Try
ing hard not to disturb the
dreams of the other inmates of
the hut, the three collected their
gear, burnt the toast and dropped
a chain of karabinas on to the
floor. Clang !
5.30 a.m. and out of the hut
stepped the two boys and a girl
into a crisp white world that for
the while was all theirs. The snow
crunched underfoot on the way
to the base of the Pinnacle ridge
opposite the Ski Patrol hut. A
few minutes pause to don cramp
ons, rope up - and reflect. A
single star stood out in the sky

and everywhere seemed to be
tinged with pink and blue. A
heavy cloud bank hid the valley
below from view and the C.T.C.
hut appeared like a bach on the
very edge of the sea. Up\_l\'ards
towards the Great Pinnacle, sil
houetted so clearly against the
morning sky, the climbers moved,
lungs charged with fresh air and
crampons biting into the hard
snow.
At 8.00 a.m. there was just room
for three seats on the very top of
the Great Pinnacle as the sun
rose from the skies above onto
the world below. To the south,
the Kaimanawas had not then
wiped away their shroud of mist
but, to the north, Ngaurohoe
puffed 'good-morning' to the blue
Tama
Lakes
she
sheltered.
Strange, is it not, how normally
we sleep through times when the
world around us puts on her most
beautiful face?
S.B.W.

"My preliminary search for a
rambling or mountaineering club
in Auckland proved unfruitful,
but last week I discovered an or
ganisation that calls itself the
Auckland Tramping Club. (Look"
up "tramp" in the dictionary and
you will see it means "Idle
scamp"
or
"vagabond" ;
"to
tramp" means to walk heavily a good definition when you see
the size of the feet these kiwi
"trampers" have !). Anyway this
sounded hopeful and the helpful
person I spoke to on the 'phone
told me that there would be an
easy trip the following Sunday.
Yes, my lace-up shoes would be
fine, she said, and not to forget
to bring a few sandwiches for
Junch. Our walk was to be in the
Waitakeres which, the map told
me, are some nice looking moun
tains North West of the City.
Lovely, I thought; they should
be quite easy going after Snow
donia or the Scottish hills and
it will be marvellous to look
down on to green fields and run
ning brooks after all that travel
ling out from home.
"Nervously I met my fellow
"vagabonds" in the impressive
Club bus on the Sunday morn
ing. Odd, though, none of them
were sensibly clad in warm
trousers like me but wore shorts
instead and funny thick woolly

"Once we'd left the City, the
bus j ourney was delightful, past
avenues of palm tree things and
giant ferns (pungas, I think
they're called), with views of the
silver sea beyond. Someone shook
his head at my slacks and said
they'd get very wet ; peculiar
chap - there wasn't a cloud in
the sky ! Most of the men looked
as though they were going to be
away for months, having enor
mous framed packs with them.
Hope I'm on the right trip, I
thought. My mac and sandwiches
fitted into an embarrassingly
small bag. One chap had a terri
fying machete-type thing with
him but he looked harmless
enough and stayed at the other
end of the bus. Everyone else was
very friendly, anyway, and talk
P.d and laughed about other trips,
just like they do at home.
"To my surprise our walk
started downhill along the Don
ald McClean track with no signs
at all of my self-promised moun
tain peaks and panoramic views.
Instead bodies seemed to be
hurtling downhill at tremendous
speed through a dripping jungle,
with nasty spiky plants that rip
ped your hands to shreds if you
clutched hold of them. The path
finished at a stream - the be
ginning of the Whatipu Gorge
and our "easy trip". Most people
plunged straight across up to
their knees in water but I picked
my way carefully across the
boulders, determined to keep my
feet dry. In vain I looked for the
track down the gorge - there
wasn't the vestige of a path to
be seen ! Two exhausting hours
later, drenched from head to
foot, with muddy seat and shoes
full of stones, I was asked by
some kind soul if I was enjoy
ing the "nice easy stream bash" ! !
(A normal mode of travel through
the steaming jungles of New Zea
land, apparently, but these people
were no "idle scamps" !). Now I
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understood the shorts and put
tees and the secret of the large
packs was about to be revealed.
Lunch-time and out came my
sodden sandwiches ; lunch-time
and from out of the packs came
loaves and tins, pots of honey,
fermented raisins, ancient apri
cots, large
blackened
billies,
mugs and tea. In no time wood
was chopped with the fearsome
machete, a fire was lit and tea
was made ; a mid-day ceremony
which I was soon to associate
with all A.T.C. trips. Someone
asked me how this compared with
home. I looked at my torn
trousers, filthy legs, bleeding
arms, pulled a collection of
"jungle flora" from out of my
hair and giggled feebly; it didn't!
At least everyone assured me
that there were no harmful ani
mals in this fearsome bush but
that was hard to believe ; what
about those muddy prints of
wild pigs and what were those
opossum animals everyone talk
ed about? Sur'�ly. too, this was
ideal country for long poisonous
snakes?
During lunch-time I J0arnt a
true kiwi expression "She'll be
right". This optimistic outlook
certainly helped to get me down
the rest of that gorge, circum
navigating waterfalls, sliding on
mossy boulders and shooting
down muddy banks. What did
getting wet matter now? It was
fun and so much easier to swim
across the deep pools than to
crawl round the edge of them.
"Finally the gorge met the sea
at Whatipu and the wild beauty
of the We�t Coast, with the great
white surf crashing down on to
the sand madP an instant and
lasting impression on my mind.
For those who want the outdoor
life, New Zealand has much to
offer and she was offering a
share of her hills and bush and
sea to me, a mere foreigner to
the land."
- "Pommie Initiated"
THE

WA I TAK E R E

RANG E S

Owing t o their proximity to
Auckland, the Waitakere Ranges,
stretching from the shores of the

Manukau Harbour almost to
Muriwai, have formed the main
Sunday tramping area for mem
bers of the Auckland Tramping
Club for the past forty years.
Not every Club member, how
ever, will be conversant with the
historical, legendary, and indus
trial interest connected with
this area and so this article has
been compiled from excerpts
from a book written by Mr. Jack
Diamond,
himself
an
A.T.C.
member .
The Waitakere Ranges were a
small part of the extensive tribal
lands of the Kawerau tribe who,
although later conquered in the
lower Kaipara by the Ngati
Whatua, retained possession of
their land on the west coast right
up to the time of the European
settlement. It is natural that a
place covered with huge Kauri
and other fore st trees would at
tract the attention of the timber
millers and to the Waitakere
Ranges they came to work over
·some of the finest bush in the
country. In odd patches in the
Centennial Park are to be found
specimens of the Kauri that
flourished in the ranges but per
haps not for a thousand years
will the like of the mighty mon
archs of the Pararaha, Huia or
Nihotupu rear their heads, as
they did at the beginning of
European settlement.
To mention just one, a saw
mill was built at the junction
of the Piha and Glen Esk streams
in 1910. The difficulty of getting
timber from one valley up over
the dividing range and lowering
it down into the next was suc
cessfully overcome by placing
haulers at strategic points, the
logs and timber being hauled up
inclines rising in places as steep
ly as one foot in every two ! From
the mill the sawn timber was
hauled up to the top of the ridge
to the south and lowered down
into the valley again at Kare
kare, from whence it was taken
to Whatipu along a tramline.
To obtain sufficient water to
drive the logs down the Piha,
Anawhata and Glen Esk valleys,
impounding dams were built
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journey down to National Park
by train, work was resumed on
the site and the foundations were
laid. It is well worth noting that
the 450 concrete blocks which
were then laid were made from
the hand-broken stone and were
a great success. It is interesting
too, that, during the winter sea
son, several A.T.C. skiing parties
stayed in the Tool Shed. By this
time the cost of building mate
rials had increased and the esti
mate rose to £800. The need for
concentrated
hard work was
realised and time was saved by
building most of the furniture
and fitments in Auckland. During
Labour weekend, 1949, another
Tool Shed party finished the con
creting and carried in 7000 ft. of
timber to the site, in readiness
for the giant working holiday at
Christmas.
Of all the working bees, that
held over Christmas 1949-50 was,
perhaps, the most spectacular.
Over a period of three weeks a
habitable building rose from al
most nothing. Appetites grew
too, and the cooks did a marvel
lous job satisfying the "inner
men", despite the cramped con
ditions in the tool shed.
The
. meat was kept in a hole in the
snow about an hour's climb
above the hut site and someone
had to fetch the day's supply
each morning ! The large stack
of timber soon began to dwindle
and then all hands (plus several
non-member carpenters) set to to
lay the floor. By January 15th,
the main structure was complete,
the exterior painted and the cold
water system and drainage had
been put in. Small wonder that
December 31st was declared a
day off and the New Year was
seen in round a campfire with
members of the Alpine Sports
and Manawatu Clubs.
During Easter, 1950, the Mem
orial Hut had 46 occupants. On
the Friday and Saturday the last
minute jobs were completed and
Owen Hooker's fine map of
National Park and his replicas
of other club badges adorned the
common room walls. Outside a
fireplace was built and a long
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table set for afternoon tea - a
royal feast, indeed. The ground
in front of the hut was made into
a platform for the official party,
whilst the fine Memorial plaque
(another Owen Hooker master
piece) was covered with the New
Zealand flag. The following ac
count of the opening of the hut
is taken from an article written
15 years ago by Johnny John
ston:'Shortly after 3 o'clock the offi
cial party took their places on
the platform. The sun had now
come out, and there was very
little wind. The visitors and our
club members were grouped on
the rocks in front of the hut. The
ceremony throughout was very
simple but the mountain setting
made it very impressive. We
opened with the National An
them, then George Barr, as Presi
dent, welcomed the visitors and
thanked them for coming. He ex
plained that there were really
two ceremonies - the unveiling
of the plaque and the opening
of the hut which had been built
as a memorial to the five men
who gave their lives in the last
war. Owen, as an ex-serviceman,
unveiled the plaque, after which
all stood in silence for a min
ute. Then Herbert Rockell re
cited the lines from Laurence
Binyon's poem "For the fallen".
"They shall grow not old, as
we that are left grow old,
Age shall not weary them, nor
the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun,
and in the morning,
We will remember them."
George then walked to the
door, turned the key - and
Memorial Hut was declared open.
(It is with considerable regret
that the Editor has not paid tri
bute individually to those men
and women whose enthusiasm
and hard work made the Mem
orial Hut a reality. They are too
numerous to mention here but
may we present day members of
the A.T.C. take this opportunity
of saying how much we appreci
ate the fine hut they built.)
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pants." And that was correct, as
he later told us. In this predica
ment he was unable to run;
though he shouted we did not
hear him. So in the cold wet
rain he had to walk into Glen
Eden and wait an hour for the
next bus. Penalty for politeness!
The older member was indig
nant with me, the leader, be
cause· the creek was steep and
slippery. "But," I said. "You
could have kept to the road with
the others." (I had divided the
party). "I would have," he said.
"But when I saw that you were
going to do the stream, I knew
it must be easy or you wouldn't
go." And I'd always thought I
was a "Fair Average" tramper,
if not in the tough class!
A HUT I S B U I LT

The story of Memorial Hut,
Ruapehu, compiled from reports
in previous "Wanderlusts" and
after a chat to G:org� Barr, who
played a larg.) part in building
the hut.
When the activities in connec
tion with the Club's 21st Birth
day celebrations were being dis
cussed, the suggestion was made
that a hut should be built in
m-=mory of those A.T.C. members
who gave their lives in the Sec
ond World War. The idea was to
huild the hut in the Tongariro
National Park as the boys who
gave their lives were all keen

lovers of the mountains. A tar
g-: t of £500 was decided upon, to
be made up of voluntary dona
tions and interest free loans, all
of which, it transpired, were
paid back within four years.
Initial building plans were de
layed, however, owing to increas
ed volcanic activity on Ruapehu.
In April 1947, the Park Board
approved the application for a
hut site at a time when there
were but three club huts on that
side of the mountain. Work be
gan in earnest during the Easter
of 1947 when the site was cleared
of boulders. During the following
Labour weekend, a tool shed was
erected on the site. This was
equipped with six bunks and a
water supply and thus was suit
able to house workers 'on the
rpot'. The soeed and efficiency
with which it was erected illus
trat::?d
the
building
strength
amongst A.T.C. members at that
time which. augured well for the
bigger job. The stalwarts who
campen found themselves virtu
ally airborne by the strong gales
Pt night, but the little shed held
fast.
During Easter 1948, another
working bee was held on the
site. Economy was the password
and large quantities of rock were
broken down to be used in con
crete, and ho1lowstone bricks
were made by hand.
A year later, after a t�dious

NEW ADDRESS!
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across the streams at suitable
places and the remains of some
of these dams can still be seen
today. To allow the impounded
water to escape quickly, in the
face of a dam a gate was con
structed, which was released by
a device known as the 'trip'
mechanism. This gate was com
posed of sufficient upright tim
ber to cover an opening of
about ten feet square and was
wired to the transome that ran
across the top of the gate. At
the base the timbers stood on the
sill and fitted against a beam
lying across it. This beam was in
two pieces which butted together
in the centre where a block of
wood was fitted into a socket in
the floor of the dam to keep
them from coming apart. Known
as the 'trip', this block was held
in place to an upright of the gate
by an iron hook to which was
fastened a wire leading up to
the top of the dam. The gaps be
tween the timbers of the dam
were then caulked and mad�
watertight, and so the dam began
to fill. When it was time for a
drive of logs, all that was neces
sary to allow the impounded
water to escape through the gate
was to raise the hook by pulling
on the wire attached to it; thus
the weight of water forced the
trip out of its socket and the two
beams flew back and freed the
uprights of the gate. The result
ing flood smashed its way down
stream and literally drove the
logs before it. The roar of the
water, combined with the noise
of the logs pounding together,
sounded like thunder and could
be heard all over the Ranges !
Unfortunately sometimes a log
would become jammed across the
stream and the others would pile
up in such a tangled mess behind
it that months of work were
necessary to straighten them out
for another drive. Signs of these
'log jams' are still evident today.
In those pioneering days, some
of the settlers utilised the bush
on their property by using the
rheap, though very time-consum
ing, art of pit-sawing. Pit sawyers
worked in pairs. An oblong
trench about six feet wide was
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dug in the ground. Over this pit
the log was rolled and securely
fastened to prevent movement.
With one man on top of the log
to pull the saw up, the process
of cutting the log into slabs was
commenced. It is doubtful which
was the harder j ob - pulling the
saw up and following the guide
line. or standing underneath and
pulling not only the saw down
but a shower of sawdust as well !
These men could cut scantling
and board as even in thickness as
any mechanical saw and many
houses still standing today have
weather boarding of pit-sawn
timber.
While the geologists consider
that important minerals do not
occur in the Ranges in payable
quantities,
there
have
been
found, over the years, traces
which, at that time, caused quite
a stir in the community. Early
in 1842 it was reported that coal
was being found at Cornwallis
and at other places along the
Manukau shoreline but, unfor
tunately, it was discovered that
the deposits were lignite with
poor burning qualities. Other
ventures which died early deaths
were the quarrying of building
stone and the manufacture of
fire bricks. In the 1880's an at
tempt was made to utilise the
iron-sands of the West coast
when it was found that furnaces
charged with the Whatipu sand
yielded about about 46% of iron.
Unfortunately, the only man cap
able of working the furnaces saw
fit to shoot one of the bricklayers
with the result that he found
himself in Mount Eden prison
and the iron company went into
liquidation. Other efforts were
put into searching for gold and
manganese
but the
quantity
found was too small to make the
exploitation of the area a success
commercially.
Whatipu was the scene of a
tragic shipwreck in 1863. H.M.S.
'Orpheus' of 1706 tons was prac
tically a new vessel and had a
steam engine capable of driving
her at twelve knots. She was at
tempting to enter the Manukau
harbour when she struck the
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northern edge of the middle bank
in the early afternoon. At 2 p.m.
the cutter, with records and
valuable papers on board, was
sent ashore and later another
boat was dispatched, both reach
ing the beach at Whatipu near
what is known today as 'Cutter
Rock'. It is said that this boat
carried bullion which is reputed
to be buried in the sand near this
rock.
Meanwhile
the
terrific
pounding by the breakers, which
continually
swept
over
the
'Orpheus' was taking toll, so that
at dawn all that remained were
a few ribs and the stump of a
mast showing above the wat:-r.
Of the 259 officers and men on
board, 189 were drowned, this
being the largest number of lives
lost in any shipping disaster in
New Zealand.
The Waitakeres with their
deep ravines and gloomy forest
floor and peaks round which the
wreathing mists and clouds swirl
and twist, were p�onled bv the
Maori with my�t?rious forest
dwellers called Turehu. These
Turehu were supernatural b�ings
who excelled in the arts of magic
and wizardry. They ventured out
only at night, or on davs of heavy
fog, to collect their food from the
forests, sea and lakes, as the rays
of the sun werP capable of
rlestroying them. In very early
tim�s there lived a Turehu tribe
that was descenderl from a fairy
chieftain called Tiriwa and it
was from him that the very
ancient name of the Waitakere
Range, Te Wao-Nui-0-Tiriwa Tiriwa's great forest, was de
rived.
Legend has it that, years ago,
the Waitakere district was the
home of a dragon called the
Mokoroa. The Mokoroa is de
scribed as having fierce j aws,
spiny back, a powerful tail and
a prodigious appetite ! He plun
dered the eel weirs and baskets
in the Waitak�re stream and,
when the catch was insufficient
to satisfy his enormous appetite,
there were always stray travel
lers on the tracks or the beach
for he was not adverse to eating
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a human now and again ! The in
habitants of the Ranges grew
tired of Mokoroa's depredations
and decided that he would have
to be destroyed. A warrior named
Tai-Aoroa and his companion set
out for the waterhole where
Mokoroa lived, spread a net over
it and hid until evening. Then
Mokoroa emerged and became
enmeshed in the net. Tai-Aoroa
crept up and dispatched the en
tangled monster with a thrust of
his spear but, in his dying throes,
Mokoroa swung his powerful
tail and broke Tai-Aoroa's leg.
Tai-Aoroa lived on for many
years as a lame man, ever
ready to tell of the battle and
to display the teeth he recovered
from the j aws of Mokoroa. The
tale of this brave act is still re
membered by the name 'Moko
roa' attached to the stream
where the monster had its home.
B U SH B A L L '65

Decorations of gold and silver
and green,
The dancers' faces showed up in
the gleam ;
Stew cooked in a billy but
'everso' clean,
Trifle (delicious) and lashings of
cream.
Fresh buttered rolls by the
million were there,
About sixty turned up to sample
the fare.
Beat that was loud, and the
stomping of feetIn your boots or your socks or
your stocking feet.
Dress was informal ; Dave wore
his hat,
The punch disappeared - we all
saw to that.
The heat of the fire, and the self
made heat,
Made the wearing of jumpers a
magnificent feat.
The wiles of fair maidens could
not produce,
A dance with the misogynists but instead abuse.
But all in fun and gayness and
laughter,
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f pirits

but it made no difference.
Finally everyone crept off to bed,
rather disappointed in the night's
events. Ghosts surely could be
more co-operative.
But next morning showed us
why those poor spirits had been
so seriously handicapped. The
table was nailed to the floor with
a good quantity of four inch
nails.
An active type was demolish
ing an old stump in front of
"Ngaro-te-Kotare" when overseas
visitors arrived. He had j ust told
them that it was a Rata stump
and given a few details of the
gangster methods of the Rata,
when a real botanist type arriv
ed. "Hullo, hullo," he said. "Get
ting rid of the old Rimu - that's
good !"
It would be round about 1936
that six or seven of us, after
leaving Tekapo, were being fer
ried, if that is the word, by horse
and dray across the Macauley
River, preparatory to the long
hard grind up the Godley Valley.
The time during the long train,
boat and bus j ourney to the
South had been beguiled by the
"Knock-Knock" game (My child
ren - this was a long, long, time
ago).
Perched uncomfortably on a
plank-seat in the dray, one mem
ber inevitably called out, "Knock
Knock!" and given the correct
answer "Who's there?", carried
on - "Bumble-bee."
"Bumbl2-bee w!10?"
"Bumble-bee sore before we've
crossed this river!"
On a Urewera trip our friend
Sam the Roadman at Papatotara
Saddle let us leave our spare
gear at his hut while we did a
two day trip into Rua's Pa at
Maungapohatu. The trip was un
forgettable - but that is another
story. Two of us came back
ahead of the party next day as
had to get dinner. Sam came
weaving down the road to meet
us - it was New Year's Eve and
he was a Scotsman. "Lassies," he
said. "I've cooked dinner for you,
�o you can take it easy." And so
he had - it was a huge pie,
cooked in a camp oven, with
potatoes and vegetables and all,

in it. When the last weary
straggler had returned, we serv
ed dinner on a trestle table out
side in the twilight. There were
fourteen of us. Cooks eat last
and it was dark by the time we
were ready so we brought out a
lamp - fortunately - for by its
Jight we saw what was in the bot
tom of the pie. The meat, or
!'Orne part of it, had been got at
by blowflies, and the grubs were
thick in the bottom of that pie
and they were large ones. So the
hungry cooks had no dinner and
had to be content with stewed
fruit.
No, we didn't tell the others,
not that night, in fact it was
some time before we broke it to
them. But no one suffered any
ill effects. Question for debate,
"Are tramper's tummies lined
with zinc, like Mary's William
goat?"
On this winter Sunday tramp
we were wet, cold and very dirty
when we came out on the road
to walk to the Glen Eden bus.
But we were lucky. The empty
bus was parked outside the driv
er's home quite close to us and
he allowed us in to change be
fore he started so down we got
behind the seats and wriggled
into dry clothes. When we had
start�d and had time to look
round, we missed one of the men.
Someone remembered that in
order to change completely he
had gone round the back of the
bus. "I bet." said someone. "He
was half in, half out of his

1
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(Contributed by Doris Warren
(Herrick), Dick Jones and
Johnny Johnston)
Heavy packs and aching backs
and tracks that wind forever,
Rain and rain and mud again all these we shared together;
But the memory that's the clear
est in the years that follow
after
Is the fun we had, the comrade
ship, the easy, happy laughter.
A Club party of four had
reached
Arthur's
Pass
after
tramping from Hokitika on the
Three Pass trip. As they }?.ad
been delayed and were running
a day late, rations had been. low
for some days and had consisted
of dried peas, rice and cocoa.
This was the last day of the
trip and in the late af�ernoon
the precious last food which was
four weetbix (one each) with the
remains
of the
honey,
was
spread out on a tin plate on the
ground. Up staggered the last of
the party and, as she dropped off
her 30lb. pack, she lifted up with
it and nothing could stop her
right foot in its �uddy b�ot from
landing square m the middle of
the weetbix. The air was blue as the proverb has it "A hungry
man is an angry man". But the
weetbix was scraped off the in
truding boot and eaten. It had to
be - there was nothing else.
We were a large party and
were getting over the fence in
the correct way, by the big post,
but this was too slow for the
hefty leader. I was standing ne.ar
him when with a fistful of shirt
and shorts he lifted me up and
dumped me unceremoniously on
the other side of thP. fence.
"Hey " said someone. "Be more
polit� she's new." "That's O.K.,"
said he. "She's paid her Sub, I
saw it go through."
"Ngaro-te-Kotare" - Night and
all is quiet save for a heavy
footed rat playing high j inks on
the top bunks.
Marge gives the "All <?Ut"
command and the weary girls,
torches in hand, search for the
off ending rodent. That is, all save

one who feigning deep sleep,
cuddles deeper into the warm
bunk. A fruitless search and
lights out again. All is quiet and
the mean one turns over in her
bunk - but feels a queer weight
on her hair and realises the
wanted rat is snugly nestled
there.
She bleats out her hair-raising
alarm and stalwart Marge is out
again on inspection.
"No need for alarm," quoth
she. "It's a very healthy-looking
bush rat !"
There are those who believe in
the supernatural and some of the
real braves of the A.T.C. had
their moments.
At Middle Camp, Huia, twenty
serious-minded folk late in the
evening tried to call in the
spirits. Well, we sat and sat, as
still and serious as could be, our
hands spread on the table with
little fingers just touching our
neighbour's. Time !aced by .a!ld
still we wrestled with the spirits
but without success. The table (a
long wooden one) should by now
have been floating or at least
tipping a bit. I was sent outside
as an undesirable type to tempt
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Joking and teasing and balloons
on the rafter.
Beer bottle rubbed shoulders
with beer can and said,
"The competition here is above
our head."
"Quiet there you horrible lot,
Stop that snoring down there you
clot.
Turn out the light and get to
bed,
Sleep you'll need for the clean-up
ahead."
Tired trampers greeted the morn,
But nobody stopped to watch for
the dawn.
B.A.K.
A N O L D NEW ZE A LAND
L E G E ND

Once upon a time there was a
tramper called Bernard. He was
j ust an ordinary tramper who
enjoyed the bush and outdoor
life and often he would pack
food and gear into his pack anrl
head into the wilds. This, dear
readers, was many, many, years
ago, and New Zealand was then
vastly different from the present
day country. One dal Bernard
decided to go tramping, so he
packed his pack with .food (un
polished rice and apncots) and
clothes (genuine animal skin
for this was long, long ago a!1d
textiles had not then been in
vented) and set off. He covered
a lot of ground in some wild
country where man seldom pene
trated.
All of a sudden he realised that
two sharp, white objects were
sticking out of his chest. In a
flash he knew what had happen
ed. A Sabre Toothed Tiger had
crept up behind him �nd ha.d
buried its teeth deep mto his
back so that they had completely
penetrated his body. The tiger
had not bargained on Bernard
being such a tough tramper and
was unable to remove its teeth.
"Blow this " said Bernard, "I'm
not trampin g around towing this
animal behind me for the rest
of this tramp." At this point he
realised that he would have to

kill the tiger. But how was a
problem, for this was long, long
ago, and knives had no� been
invented.
Then
a
brainwave
struck Bernard. He '":renched
loose one of the tiger s sabre
teeth and plunged it into the
tiger's heart, and the animal
dropp_ed to the ground, dead.
"Well, now," �bought Bernard,
as he levered himself free from
the remaining tooth, "these sabre
teeth will make fine tent pegs
and the tiger's skin will make
a fabulous, j azzy sleeping bag
that will last for years until they
invent down sleeping bags." And
so the Sabre Tooth Tiger was
put to good use as a sleeping bag
and tent pegs.
When Bernard showed these
articles to his friends, he knew
that he had started a craze. His
friends offered him helpings of
rice and apricots and rhubarb
if he would only get them tent
pegs or genuine Tiger skin
sleeping bags. Well, with offers
likP this, how could Bernard re
sist?
For many years Bernard de
voted his time to hunting Sabre
Tooth Tigers to meet the needs
of his tramping pals, because all
his tramping pals were spivs who
couldn't be bothered catching
tigers themse�ves. Over a �er�od
of time he killed every ex1stmg
Sabre Toothed Tiger and that is
why today, dear reader, you can
tramp for ever and never come
across one.
(Rhinoceros)
A.T.C. T R I P TO T H E G A R D E N
OF

EDEN

- CH R I STMAS
1953-54

Pa rty: Matt Fowlds, Leader.
Patricia Campbell, Maisie Prim
rose, Keith Williamson, Ian San
ders, late Wally Coles, Earle
Wells,
Graham
Parr,
George
Hawkins, Kyn Hansard.

Public transport was left at
Erewhon Homestead, where we
spent the night in a station build
ing. Mr. Urquhart gave us advice
on the rivers, the Clyde branch
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of the Rangitata is one of the
fastest in our alps and would
have to be crossed. The home
stead, with its colourful garden,
is in an area known as the
jumped up downs (small rounded
hills).
We crossed the Lawrence river
easily and then made our way
over to the Clyde, which most
of the party crossed at a good
ford, though Kyn and Earle (our
Gold Medal winner for yachting
at Tokyo) were bowled several
times. We went through the
river gorge area known as the
sewer to the Agness bivvy, pass
ing three Wellingtonians on the
way. As one of them was sick,
I invited the other two to join us
and they agreed to meet us at
the bivvy.
Maisie and I waited for them
there, whilst the others proceed
ed to the Garden of Eden, via
Perth Col, to start digging a
snow cave. The rest of us went
up the next day to help finish
the cave which was big enough
for all of us, although Earle,
Maisie and I were the only ones
who slept in it.
We were to share an airdrop
with three C.M.C. boys who were
coming up later, after we had
left. In three or four lovely days,
the aircraft never came within
earshot, in spite of a wonder
fully marked dropping zone in
the snow. Friends on the Ere
whon Col received half and
then wrote a message on the
snow saying where I was thirty miles away! On the sec
ond run the pilot from Timaru
went home in disgust with the
other half of the stores. We then
had to tighten our belts gradu
ally and ration what little stores
we had. A number of the peaks
in the area were climbed, includ
ing a range of four virgin peaks
by George Thompson (W.T.M.C.)
and myself. Pat and Keith climb
ed two of them.
After some discussion, we de
cided to burn our boats and make
for the West Coast, via the Perth
and Whataroa Rivers. First we

returned to the Perth Col and,
in getting through the ice-fall,
Earle fell, breaking his ice axe
shaft and spearing his upper
arm badly. He had his arm in a
sling for the rest of the trip. We
passed a glacial lake and came
across our first Alpine Flowers
on the West Coast side.
The weather turned bad, the
rivers rose and we had to do
some bridging; we were forced
into the rough bush and bould
ers by the swollen Perth river.
A creek was crossed by a single
wire on a cage made of kara
binas and sticks. Once I had got
across by pulling myself by hand
on the wire, I could pull the
others gradually, with help. We
were the biggest party to do this
trip. We crossed the Whataroa
by swing bridge and slept in
wet camps. At one stage we spent
eight hours going round in a
circle, owing to complications in
the terrain. We roped across one
or two tributaries and finally
reached Whataroa to dry out out
side and get wet inside! Earle
was treated at a Maternity hos
pital, being the only hospital
available!
A wonderful trip, even if we
did go hungry. Our food shortage
caused a fear of airdrops in the
mountain world for some years.
The C.M.C. party - also hungry
- suffered from frostbite in our
cave when the front fell off, it
having three entrances. Wally
Coles was later killed aerial top
dressing; a laughing, happy soul.
Matt Fowlds.
S.A.R. 'D I S' O RGANI SAT I O N
REPORT
A U G U ST 1st, 1965

After an hour of patient wait
ing at Little Queen St. we heard
the rumble of the Shankerus Red
Terror van as it bumped round
the corner and we sighed with
relief. "Where is the Club Bus?"
. . . "Why are you so late?" . . .
These were the questions that
were fired at Derek and John as
they stepped out of the Volks
wagen. In due course we would
have to rely on private transport

and a rubber boat to a huge slab
of concr2te lying in the water.
As soon as we landed we went to
have a look at the old sulphur
factory, which still stands in the
bay. The machinery inside the
factory had corroded so much
that the metal just flaked off
when we touched it. The sulphur
had not been worked since Sep
tember, 1914, when several men
lost their lives in a big eruption.
From the Sulphur Factory we
walked up a gradual slope near
ly a quarter of a mile wide until
we reached the edge of one of
the craters. On one side of the
crater there was a very large
vent, from which steam was
coming with a terrific roar. After
we had taken all the photos we
wanted, we continued slightly to
our left up on to a small ridge.
On the other side we found our
selves looking into a large, flat
valley which used to be the
crater lake. This lake was fed by
many
boiling
geysers
and
springs. The waters were intense
ly acid and used to deposit sul
ohur of lime, the vapour form
ing deposits of pure sulphur.
Climbing down into the valley,
we continued along to our left,
having quite a lot of fun trying
to skate on the soft grey mud
which was about two inches deep!
At the end of the valley we came
to what looked like the main
crater, which is about 15 yards
in diameter. The crater looked
bottomless because of the numer
ous steam jets and fumeroles
around the sides. Making our
way carefully around the edge,
we started off back down to the
old Sulphur Factory, picking our
way around the various mud
pools and small geysers which
pop up where you least expect
them to.
After lunch some of us set out
to climb up a ridge which con
tinues right round the island,
pausing on the way to look at
the gannets. Two of us started
off along a track which took us
around to some old huts which
are in quite good order. These
huts are surrounded by pohutu
kawa trees and to the right of
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the huts we noticed some ferns
growing along the side of a dry
stream bed. The atmosphere
around here was eerie. The
pohutukawa trees are quite large
and made it dark and gloomy
and, therefore, I was quite glad
when we reached the open again.
We arrived back just in time for
the last boatload after a most
memorable day.
J.S.

Come tramping he said,
Come tramping he cried,
So tramping I went
So tramping I tried.
We climbed in the bus
And set off with glee;
But w2 bumped and we jolted
And 'felt all at sea'.
We arrived at the ranges
The rain pouring down
But gamely set forth
Hardly wearing a frown.
Soon we were lost in the mist
all around
My pack bent my back
And my boots stuck to the
ground.
Our cold lunch was eaten in
six inches of mud
Which was not particularly
funny
But believe it or not - they
are a queer lot For they laughed as though
it were sunny.
All the next week I ached
through and through
And thought of that tramp
When in bed with the 'flu.
Come tramping he said
Come tramping he cried.
So tramping I went
So tramping I tried.
Contributed by a
Never Tramper.
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thousand feet, and the whole top
was enveloped in ash and dust,
through which rocks of huge
dimensions were hurled to a tre
mendous height to fall in all
directions on the mountain sides.
Electric disturbances could be
seen like lightning in the cloud
of ash; and the roar and rumble
almost deafened us for a moment.
It made us think twice before
proceeding further, but reasoning
that now it would be several
hours before another outburst,
we went on to the Tongariro
Saddle and planned to take all
precautions whenever possible,
so we climbed to reach the top
on the eastern side.
It was a hot, slow, wearisome
climb on the loose scoria scree,
ever watching the top for any
sign of activity, but our hard
work was at last rewarded by
looking into Ngauruhoe's crater.
A vast change had taken place,
as the one-time high cliffs on the
Chateau side had almost disap
peared, and the whole of the
crater was full of rocks and
rubble, intensely heated, giving
them a steel-blue colour.
The whole crater appeared to
be active, but predominately on
the north-west side.
From our position the old vent,
or hole as we used to term it,
appeared to be filled with rocks,
with blue smoke and heat waves
rising from the western side. It
felt as though we were approach
ing some huge furnace.
Two of us who were ahead had
circled round the rim of the
crater on the Chateau side, and
had gained the same impression,
except that there were two vents
on the western side.
After making full use of our
camera, we decided to skirt the
rim on the Tongariro side to the
north-west
vent;
but,
sliding
lower a few feet to reach the
lower lip of the crater, our idea
was swiftly abandoned when we
heard a rumble and the noise of
falling rocks. We didn't wait to
inquire what the noise was, but
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made a straight line down the
mountainside. One could safely
say it was a record descent !
On nearing the Mangatepopo
Hut, Ngauruhoe once again let
forth her two minor explosions;
and, as darkness fell, we watched
a sight that we shall never for
get. The whole cone was of a
fiery red, and with red-hot bould
ers flung high into the air and
then rolling down the mountain
side, it appeared as if the whole
mountain was alive with fire. In
deed, it was like a gigantic fire
works display, but we were thank
ful to be observing nature's vio
lence from a distance.
T.S.
WHITE I S L A ND 1954

One Friday evening a com
bined party comprising about
sixty A.T.C. and C.T.C. members
set off for White Island. The
first stop was the Hamilton Pie
Cart, and, from there on, it was
non-stop to the camping ground
in Tauranga. We arrived at about
1.30 a.m., crawled into our sleep
ing bags and in about half an
hour everyone was asleep.
On Saturday morning some of
us woke up at five to five, the
launch being due to leave at five,
and we had visions of waving the
boat good-bye; but, as everyone
else woke up late too, we had
nothing to worry about. The
launch left at 5.45 and took four
and a half hours to get to the
island - four and a half hours
too long for several people who
were seasick! It was a lovely day
and showed the island off to ad
vantage. There is a continuous
column of steam rising from the
island, and, as we came closer,
we could see that the island had
practically no vegetation except
for some pohutukawa trees grow
ing along the high cliffs. The
only sign of life we could see
were the hundreds of gannets
which covered the small promon
tories. Most of us had our cam
eras out and woe betide anyone
who got in the way ! We dropped
anchor in the only accessible
landing place, Crater Bay, and
ran a ferry service with a dinghy

to get us to Warkworth - our
Search & Rescue area. So we got
into various cars and were soon
off up North.
At Orewa we phoned the
Warkworth
police
to
advise
them that we would be late only to find that they had never
heard of the proposed S.A.R.
However, once at the Dome Val
ley we found that there was in
deed a S .A.R. operation under
way, and we soon found the
Base, thanks to the perseverance
and patience of our drivers.
We were split up into small
parties at the Base and after a
bite to eat we set off up a ridge
in search of six "lost" girls.
The party I was with did not
have a radio transmitter, so we
tagged along with a party who
did have one. We were together
until after lunch, and once we
split up we found out how useful
it is to have a radio.' When all
the girls had been "rescued" we
were still out looking for them ! !
We found a felled tree which
gave us some protection from
the biting wind and ate a hearty
meal. Our leader - a most hon
ourable bludger of the first de
gree - bludged half a mug of
tea from an unsuspecting, new
female member. Well it was my
turn next. After using a well
tried method I procured the sum
total of two biscuits for lunch.
Scungy lot ! ! I must take more
bludging lessons from our lead
er!
Then we were off down Clay
Road. It was here the two teams
split up. We were to bushcrash
down into a stream on the West,
whilst the other party was to
cover the area to the North and
follow a track, later on in the
afternoon, down to the stream
where we would be waiting at
some forks. Well we got to the
right forks but the other party
got to the wrong forks ! Talk
about sense of direction!
After paddling in the stream
for the best part of an hour we
made a brew and awaited the

other party's arrival. Of course
they never turned up. After half
an hour we set off back to Base
as it was getting late in the
afternoon.
We slugged up a ridge and
then followed a semblance of a
track to Clay Road. It was grow
ing dark when we reached the
ridge overlooking the Base, and
we were just in time to see two
trampers chasing goats on their
way to search for us !
These two bods we recognised
as our Club President and one
of my climbing mates from the
A.S.C.
Together we felt our way down
the final ridge to the Base in
time for a welcome brew.
AFTERMATH:
An hour later we were on our
way back to Auckland after an
interesting day. As usual one
A.T.C . member let off a green
flare as a final gesture.
"Fred" Maine
To the Editor,
"Wanderlust"

July 18th, 1965

re Search and Rescue

1. By the time you go to press
a Regional S.A.R. Practice will
have been held on Sunday, the
lst August, 1965, which should
have fostered further interest
in S.A.R. matters, after the two
moderately successful practices
conducted with Waihi S.A.R. in
the Waitakeres and at Waihi.
2. After complete revisions re·
cently by the writer, the number
of Club members on the S .A.R.
list is but 56, including only two
women. In particular, more girls
are wanted
especially ones
able to write shorthand.
3. The following lessons have
been re-learned as the result of
the two practices held to date:
(i) Base Personnel:(a) Amongst easily overlooked
essentials needed at Base for
efficient running of a search
are: 3 clip boards for messages,
numbered pins for maps, draw-
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ing boards, torches and Coleman
lamps, slashers, shovels, axes,
tents, billies, primuses, First Aid
kit, stretcher. The Club's Equip
ment Officer should ensure that
much of this equipment is in the
bus before practices.
(b) The briefing leader should
check that each party has First
Aid kits, ball point pen, message
pad, compasses, maps, torch, etc.,
and that the leader's watch is
synchronised with watches used
at Base.
(c) Ensure that A.R.E.C . check
batteries and radios before start
ing.
(d) Start the Search or Practice
at the earliest possible hour of
the day. Party, leaders should be
appointed and allotted personnel
the night before and parties
should be fed and standing-to at
daybreak. This makes a long day
but prevents the loss of many
valuable hours. For this reason
practices should be weekend
affairs.
(e) Stress should be made to
the leaders of brevity and clarity
of messages and complete avoid
ance of frivolity. Map references
are the most satisfactory way of
indicating position.
(f) Check that the dates of
maps to be issued to Party Lead
ers are the same.
(g) Keep a constant check on
which party is which to guard
against possible confusion.
(h) It is a good idea to train
two fit, strong parties; one to
dispatch on preliminary check of
area beforehand and two to be
retained at Base to help with
chores until such time as some
field party needs assistance. This
is sometimes impracticable in
practices when it is desirable for
as many people as possible to
gain experience in the fi �ld.
(i) If all messages are signed
" Controller" at practices, little
confusion will result to field
parties as to the origin of mes
sages. It is better to avoid the
use of surnames.
(j)
Where
a reconnaisance
party is used, should it leave
some form of identification for
field
parties
following
their
route later?
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(ii) F i el d Personnel :(a) It is each party leader's re
sponsibility to ensure that his
party is fit and suitably equipped
for the j ob in hand.
(b) Party leaders should check
that they have radio contact with
Base before entering the bush.
If no contact is established, they
should withdraw and obtain a
new set. (A possible exception
would be if they have been
ordered to j oin another party
when a set could then be sent
in to them from Base. If the sec
ond party has no radio contact,
two or three men could return
to Base for a set and then re
j oin the combined parties).
(iii) Genera l :(a) It is quite evident that
many more Club and Regional
practices are necessary in order
to train adequately all personnel
listed. Personnel listed should
endeavour to attend at least one
Club practice a year and any
Regional practices held. The lack
of facility for combined prac
tices with other Clubs afforded
by the Auckland organisers of
S.A.R. is greatly to be deplored
and gives persons listed in this
Club at least a supicion that
things are not right at the top.
It is difficult to prevent enthusi
asm from waning in the absence
of adequate practice.
(b) A much more powerful and
handy radio set needs to be de
vised and distributed for our use.
Auckland S.A.R. organisers must
be held at fault in not making
adequate representations to the
Government for such sets.
(c) Club personnel should study
S.A.R. manuals assiduously.
(d) A general First Aid Course
for Club members should again
be organised.
Ian Sanders,
(Club S.A.R. Officer)
[Mr.
letter
Sanders'
was
studied by a special committee of
four and a synopsis of its main
comments are as follows:CT)
Frequency
and
type
of
practi c es. The committee agreed

that the practices are grossly in
adequate. During the past four
years there has been one emer-

climb he had found. Now I had
always considered rock climbing
to be among the most foolish of
pastimes, and watched him show
us how it was done with disap
proving interest. Glowing with
enthusiasm he returned and eyed
us. "You look nice and active,
Audrey. You can have the first
try."
Speechless with horror I
stared at him. Panic. But I could
not be shamed in front of those
N.Zers.
He tied the rope around my
fluttering tummy and vanished
happily up the ghastly wall.
"Come on, what are you waiting
for?" Impossible to admit that I
was merely waiting for my
traitorous knees to stop clacking
like castanets. Tongue hanging
out, I hurled myself at the loath
some enemy. Delighted comment
from above detailed my pro
gress. "She's climbing like a
cat ! She's putting her feet where
I can only put my hands!"
Frantic with fear, I reached
the first lap, eyes glued to the
rocks because I knew quite well
that when you looked down you
got vertigo and simply dropped
off. My reading was exten$ive.
However at the third lap I ven
tured to glance down - just for
curiosity. - Strange, no fear; no
vertigo . . . only a ring of ad
miring faces far below. It slowly
dawned upon me that I was actu
ally enjoying this absurd exer
cise. U
p and up, effort, concen-

tration, reward ! I stood at the
top - a newly fledged and exult
ant rock climber, thus accident
ally arrived at the threshold of
all those trips and adventures
and all that beauty that was to
form so important a part of my
life in the years to follow.
Audrey Argall
A.T.C. V E N T U R E S A B O V E THE
F A U LT LIN E
ASC E N T
WHI L ST

OF
IN

N GA U R U HO E
E R U PTION

The spice of adventure is what
lures us into tackling some ob
stacle, come what may; and
climbing Ngauruhoe whilst i n
eruption was n o slight adventure
- in fact, some people would
say it was a suicidal one. How
ever, after observing and being
informed that
her outbursts
seemed to occur every six hours,
the danger was greatly elimin
ated.
It was after two minor explo
sions that four of us left the
Mangatepopo Hut to examine
Ngauruhoe's crater, geologically
and curiously.
As if to warn us what to expect,
we were hardly on our way when
the mountain let forth nature's
pent-up forces. Letting one's
imagination run, it would appear
that she was bellowing forth her
challenge. A huge mushroom
cloud curled skywards several
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With a book of instructions and
food for the day,
Climbed two thousand feet more
up the snow.
"Ah," said our tramper, "now for
some fun,"
And strapped on his skiis, double
quick;
But, all of a sudden, Hughie
switched off the sun
And turned on the mist, mighty
thick.
In an instant the Fog Dogs came
out from their lair,
Some boots on some skiis they
had spied;
In terror the tramper, with speed
mighty rare,
'Bombed' the Downhill to save
his own hide.
A little while later a dazed man
was he
With feelings far from fine ;
A 'banana boat', and the end of
his spree Taumarunui on the Main Trunk
Line !
S.B.W.
I NT R O D U C T I ON T O
T RAMP I NG

"Would you like to go to the
National Park for Xmas? " New
ly arrived in New Zealand, this
conveyed nothing to me - it
might have been Albert Park,
any place labelled Park, but
everything was new. "You'll need
boots. Prof. Holl will arrange
that." "Boots ! Strange ! What
for?"
Pathetic was our equipment in
the light of modern specialisa
tion. Two heavy rugs, a boating
sweater, pleated corduroy skirt,
pink tam 'o shanter, and I felt
ready for anything; . although I
added a cumbersome mac just in
case - though it hardly occurred
to me that it would rain or blow.
This was a N.Z. summer, wasn't
it? One girl in riding breeches,
deadly tight at the knees, we
considered very daring and ad
vanced.
Drizzle at the witching hour
of 4 a.m. National Park Station
and a million blowflies hurling
themselves venomously at the
dirty windows. A hearty break
fast at the somewhat primitive

boarding house; we staggered
under heavy rucsacs (Prof. Holl
had provided those) and the ad
venture started: the party, com
plete strangers, a mixed grill of
lawyers, Diocesan teachers and a
sprinkling of Profs. held to
gether by the tremendous charm
and infectious enthusiasm of
Horace Holl. (Professor Holl, a
well-known mathematician and a
magnificent climber, did great
work pioneering tramping and
climbing at National Park among
Aucklanders. Each holiday he
took a party to the Park and in
troduced them to its beauty. He
was drowned while crossing the
Maungaturuturu River, on the
Ohakune side of Ruapehu).
Above a rift in the heavy
clouds appeared a darker shape.
"The mountain !" "What moun
tain?
Are
mountains
there
here?" Such ignorance was a
great source of joy to the rest of
the party.
Dejected telegraph wires trail
ed in bog, hand-hewn uprights
reeled drunkenly. There was
water everywhere. The packhorse
lurched and stumbled. I dropped
some of my bread in the mud,
picked it up and wondered why
we had come. At the Haunted
Whare the late Trevor Lloyd's
tent, richly decorated with his
unmistakable drawings cheered
me slightly. At the old Ruapehu
Hut, now incorporated in the
Chateau outbuildings, an adven
turous party from Papatoetoe, in
various stages of acute sunburn
(for in those high and far-off days
you hopefully plastered on zinc
ointment and literally fried un
der it) regaled the exhausted
band with a welcome but terrible
brew - smoked billy tea. Re
vived, we staggered on to camp
at Wairere Falls. By current stan
dards this was luxurious - big
tents, bunks, rough benches just as well, because in spite of
the N.Z. summer, it rained for a
week. Fortunately the company
was excellent.
On the first fine day, we went
to Tama Lakes, and Horace led
us to his pride and j oy ; the rock
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gency and three practices, only
one of which has been controlled
by the S.A.R. officials. Far too
much time is lost on day prac
tices which tend to be regarded
as a game. All practices at S.A.R.
Committee level should be week
end affairs.
By 29th July, the official S.A.R.
officers of both A.T.C. and C.T.C.
had not received official notifica
tion from the S.A.R. Organisa
tion that a practice on August
1st was even proposed. With over
two months' notice in which to
plan a satisfactory action, this is
ludicrous.
(ii) A.T.C .'s S.A.R. L i st. The
Committee would like to see this
consolidated, rather than expand
ed. Several already on the list
have doubtful capabilities, never
both to attend practices and are
not active members of the Club.
All those on the S.A.R. list should
try to attend practices when
arranged.
The General
(iii) F irst A id .
Committee of the A.T.C. is ar
ranging for a lecture and film on
First Aid to be given to club
members.
General Committee of the A. T .C.
is arranging for a lecture and
films on First Aid to be given to
Club members.
Any comments from other
members? - Editor]
L E TT E R

TO

THE

E D ITOR

Dear Madam,
Much has been the advice to
new members recently on how to
join the various exclusive sec
tions of the Club for Misogyn
ists, Spivs or Bludgers, but
nothing has been said on how
to emulate the fashion-conscious
tramper.
A tramper has a certain pecu
liar taste in "clothes" that is his
very own, and to help new mem
bers cultivate this particular
image, I have set out below a few
hints that may be useful to them.
1.

A hat is the most essential
part of your tramping out
fit. To qualify for member
ship, it should have been
swimming at least half a

dozen times, and be a little
frayed and dirty around the
edges.
2. If possible, get an old black
bush singlet to · wear. The
accent here is on "old",
with as many moth bites as
can
accumulate
over
a
period of at least 50 years.
3. If a bush singlet is not
available, a thick wool shirt
is almost as good-it is not
always necessary to have
the back and front portions
still attached !
4.

Shorts
muddy,
baggy!

must
torn,

always
and a

be
bit

5. Socks should not have been
washed for several months,
be a greyish colour, and
have a powerful scent. (This
last is a great detriment to
would-be bludgers!)
6. Boots are perhaps the most
well-looked after article of
a tramper's apparel. If you
have a !" thick mould layer
around the outer edges of
your boots, you are on the
way to gaining a place on
my list of "10 best-dressed
trampers".
If all trampers, and not just
the avid few of the moment, fol
lowed my few simple rules for
dressing to suit their sport, we
would all be living up to our
name of tramp(er)s.
Yours faithfully,
"Christian Dior"
A S C E NT OF MT. C O O K, 1955
Aorang i , 12,349 ft.

The first Queen City team our party consisted of John Les
nie, photographer and producer
of the film, Tony Sinclair and
myself as guide and director.
December 27th saw us aboard
the Ball Hut bus amongst the
tourists. On arrival we led off
down on to the morraine-covered
ice. We accompanied a long
legged guide who was packing
40lb. for John to Haast Hut. We
were glad of his knowledge of
the route. Snow fell as we slowly
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climbed the formidable Haast
Ridge. Owen Wynn and Alan
Palmer were in residence when
we arrived and they made '· us
some tea. Ray Knox, the guide
who is retiring without having
climbed Mt. Cook, left without
anything to eat to reach Ball Hut
for the night.
December 28th. I looked out at
12.30 a.m. to find the hut en
veloped in fog. The other occu
pants of the hut were informed
and I went back to bed. We were
awakened at 7.0 a.m. by Owen
saying the sun was coming up
over the Malte Brun Range. The
fog filled the Tasman Valley a sign of fine weather, the easter
ly holding back the nor-wester.

We photographed, filmed and
breakfasted. At 8 a.m. we left be
hind Owen and Alan for Glacier
Dome. John had been there with
guide Murray Douglas two years
before, but it was new to Tony
and me. We filmed, the others
getting sick of waiting for us ;
they had gone when we reached
the Dome. We saw them making
for Symes Arete on Mt. Tasman
for a "recee". We filmed them
and made for the Linda Glacier.
We were pleased we didn't have
to drop as much as we had been
led to believe.
1 worked through the crevasses
out of the avalanche debris until
stopped near the big serac (ice
column). We had done our dash
if we were to climb next day.
I could see there was a route up

further up out of sight of any
traversing b's.
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the trough in the danger zone.
We would have to use that. We
inched a little further to the
right. John watched a plane fly
ing around the summit of Mt.
Cook and picked up some climb
ers on the summit, and I watched
through the glasses. They ascend
ed the North Ridge; later they
were descending our ridge of
tomorrow. It would be Graham
McCallum and his party. They
could find a route through the
Upper Linda and we would make
a short cut to the hut. Later we
heard they had got off course on
the summit rocks and had to
double rope. They reached the
hut in two ropes - one at 9 a.m.
and the other at 10 p.m. and were
very grateful for our tracks. We
would get the benefit of theirs
the next day.
December 29th. Up at 12.30
a.m. 1.45 a.m. saw us roped up
with crampons on our boots in
the hut. Warmer in there and
more light. We climbed carefully
up over the rock and on to the
snow thirty yards, then away.
We had no difficulty picking up
the tracks without a light. The
moon had gone down behind the
Main Divide but left an after
glow. Owen and Alan, who were
following, used torches. They
were for Tasman ; we were for
Cook. Two hours later saw us
into the Linda and up to Teichel
man
Corner.
The
crampon
tracks were hard to follow in
the avalanche debris. We cached
some food in the debris a little

Half an hour saw us to the
shelf. Graham's mind had work
ed with mine and he, like I, was
forced through the danger zone.
The shelf was quite reasonable,
though strong parties have near
ly come to grief here. On reach
ing the Zurbriggen Ridge we sat
down in the early morning sun
shine, having second breakfast
and taking the first photographs
of the surrounding mountains.
We cramponed up to the first
part of the rock ridge, where we
took off our crampons. On the
snow sections I had to cut buck
ets on the narrow arete to hold
our rubber-soled boots. We were
well ahead of time, so we filmed
a sequence and photographed. At
last I had to insist we get going
on the summit rocks, which
loomed above us. The big rocks
appeared to dance to my sleep
less eyes. I was in my element on
these steep rocks with good
holds, belaying Tony up and
moving on while he belayed
John. On arriving at the top we
sat down before tackling the ice
cap. Filming and photographing
was the order of the day.
We cramponed up the ice-cap.
On the steep pitch at the end of
the bergschrund I cut steps, Tony
belaying me and John filming.
'Vhen we were up this we moved
together until the top. A false
summit loomed before the real
summit showed up. This 1 ,500ft.
is the most dangerous of the
climb and a drag on the thighs.
We filmed the last few feet up
and down.
An hour and three-quarters
was spent filming and eating.
Half an hour after arrival we
congratulated each other. The
plane due at 1 1.30 a.m. to take
the aerial shots had great diffi
culty in making altitude over the
Fox and had to circle many
times. The trans-alpine plane ar
rived with it and saw climbers
on Mt. Cook for the first time.
The descent of the ice-cap was
made carefully, in spite of the

plane rushing in to take shots
on the upper part. We rested
before descending the rocks,
which we descended right on the
ridge. A dislodged rock cut 9ft.
off the rope above John.
Our cache was soon reached
and we enjoyed the fruit j uice
and food for twenty minutes.
John dragged us on the rope to
the hut and this was a big factor
in our 5-1- hour descent. We were
greeted by the seven climbers
who made the ascent by our
tracks next day. The Tasman
climbers turned back as soon as
they got on the Syme Arete. Alan
decided he was out of his class
wise man.
Next day was spent odd-job
bing,
watching
the
others
through the binoculars on the
ice-cap and filming. On New
Year's Eve day we descended to
the Ball Hut, caught the bus and
revelled in the facilities of the
Hermitage.
Norm. Hardie showed his Kan
chenjunga slides at Mick Bowie's
in the evening, and there we
danced, drank and fraternised.
Neil Hamilton took me to the
safety of Unwin Hut in the early
hours of the New Year.
May you, too, make this enjoy
able climb when you have trod
den many peaks like Ward and
Hopkins.
Matt Fowlds
T H E B A L L A D OF T H E
T R AM P E R W H O T R I E D TO S K I

Now I'll tell you the tale o f a
tramper who tried
To learn in a weekend to ski.
Who pooh-poohed the idea of a
chair-lift to ride
As a j olly fit bushman was he.
Clad like a tramper with hole
in his shirt
And a hat with a tear in the
brim,
He shouldered his skiis and put
on a spurt T'was up to the Downhill for him !
He frowned at the peasants in
parkas gay,
He frowned at the queue for the
tow ;
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further up out of sight of any
traversing b's.
Half an hour saw us to the
shelf. Graham's mind had work
ed with mine and he, like I, was
forced through the danger zone.
The shelf was quite reasonable,
though strong parties have near
ly come to grief here. On reach
ing the Zurbriggen Ridge we sat
down in the early morning sun
shine, having second breakfast
and taking the first photographs
of the surrounding mountains.

climbed the formidable Haast
Ridge. Owen Wynn and Alan
Palmer were in residence when
we arrived and they made '· us
some tea. Ray Knox, the guide
who is retiring without having
climbed Mt. Cook, left without
anything to eat to reach Ball Hut
for the night.
December 28th. I looked out at
12.30 a.m. to find the hut en
veloped in fog. The other occu
pants of the hut were informed
and I went back to bed. We were
awakened at 7.0 a.m. by Owen
saying the sun was coming up
over the Malte Brun Range. The
fog filled the Tasman Valley a sign of fine weather, the easter
ly holding back the nor-wester.

We photographed, filmed and
breakfasted. At 8 a.m. we left be
hind Owen and Alan for Glacier
Dome. John had been there with
guide Murray Douglas two years
before, but it was new to Tony
and me. We filmed, the others
getting sick of waiting for us ;
they had gone when we reached
the Dome. We saw them making
for Symes Arete on Mt. Tasman
for a "recee". We filmed them
and made for the Linda Glacier.
We were pleased we didn't have
to drop as much as we had been
led to believe.
1 worked through the crevasses
out of the avalanche debris until
stopped near the big serac (ice
column). We had done our dash
if we were to climb next day.
I could see there was a route up

the trough in the danger zone.
We would have to use that. We
inched a little further to the
right. John watched a plane fly
ing around the summit of Mt.
Cook and picked up some climb
ers on the summit, and I watched
through the glasses. They ascend
ed the North Ridge; later they
were descending our ridge of
tomorrow. It would be Graham
McCallum and his party. They
could find a route through the
Upper Linda and we would make
a short cut to the hut. Later we
heard they had got off course on
the summit rocks and had to
double rope. They reached the
hut in two ropes - one at 9 a.m.
and the other at 10 p.m. and were
very grateful for our tracks. We
would get the benefit of theirs
the next day.
December 29th. Up at 12.30
a.m. 1.45 a.m. saw us roped up
with crampons on our boots in
the hut. Warmer in there and
more light. We climbed carefully
up over the rock and on to the
snow thirty yards, then away.
We had no difficulty picking up
the tracks without a light. The
moon had gone down behind the
Main Divide but left an after
glow. Owen and Alan, who were
following, used torches. They
were for Tasman ; we were for
Cook. Two hours later saw us
into the Linda and up to Teichel
man
Corner.
The
crampon
tracks were hard to follow in
the avalanche debris. We cached
some food in the debris a little
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We cramponed up to the first
part of the rock ridge, where we
took off our crampons. On the
snow sections I had to cut buck
ets on the narrow arete to hold
our rubber-soled boots. We were
well ahead of time, so we filmed
a sequence and photographed. At
last I had to insist we get going
on the summit rocks, which
loomed above us. The big rocks
appeared to dance to my sleep
less eyes. I was in my element on
these steep rocks with good
holds, belaying Tony up and
moving on while he belayed
John. On arriving at the top we
sat down before tackling the ice
cap. Filming and photographing
was the order of the day.
We cramponed up the ice-cap.
On the steep pitch at the end of
the bergschrund I cut steps, Tony
belaying me and John filming.
'Vhen we were up this we moved
together until the top. A false
summit loomed before the real
summit showed up. This 1 ,500ft.
is the most dangerous of the
climb and a drag on the thighs.
We filmed the last few feet up
and down.
An hour and three-quarters
was spent filming and eating.
Half an hour after arrival we
congratulated each other. The
plane due at 1 1.30 a.m. to take
the aerial shots had great diffi
culty in making altitude over the
Fox and had to circle many
times. The trans-alpine plane ar
rived with it and saw climbers
on Mt. Cook for the first time.
The descent of the ice-cap was
made carefully, in spite of the

plane rushing in to take shots
on the upper part. We rested
before descending the rocks,
which we descended right on the
ridge. A dislodged rock cut 9ft.
off the rope above John.
Our cache was soon reached
and we enjoyed the fruit j uice
and food for twenty minutes.
John dragged us on the rope to
the hut and this was a big factor
in our 5-1- hour descent. We were
greeted by the seven climbers
who made the ascent by our
tracks next day. The Tasman
climbers turned back as soon as
they got on the Syme Arete. Alan
decided he was out of his class
wise man.
Next day was spent odd-job
bing,
watching
the
others
through the binoculars on the
ice-cap and filming. On New
Year's Eve day we descended to
the Ball Hut, caught the bus and
revelled in the facilities of the
Hermitage.
Norm. Hardie showed his Kan
chenjunga slides at Mick Bowie's
in the evening, and there we
danced, drank and fraternised.
Neil Hamilton took me to the
safety of Unwin Hut in the early
hours of the New Year.
May you, too, make this enjoy
able climb when you have trod
den many peaks like Ward and
Hopkins.
Matt Fowlds
T H E B A L L A D OF T H E
T R AM P E R W H O T R I E D TO S K I

Now I'll tell you the tale o f a
tramper who tried
To learn in a weekend to ski.
Who pooh-poohed the idea of a
chair-lift to ride
As a j olly fit bushman was he.
Clad like a tramper with hole
in his shirt
And a hat with a tear in the
brim,
He shouldered his skiis and put
on a spurt T'was up to the Downhill for him !
He frowned at the peasants in
parkas gay,
He frowned at the queue for the
tow ;
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With a book of instructions and
food for the day,
Climbed two thousand feet more
up the snow.
"Ah," said our tramper, "now for
some fun,"
And strapped on his skiis, double
quick;
But, all of a sudden, Hughie
switched off the sun
And turned on the mist, mighty
thick.
In an instant the Fog Dogs came
out from their lair,
Some boots on some skiis they
had spied;
In terror the tramper, with speed
mighty rare,
'Bombed' the Downhill to save
his own hide.
A little while later a dazed man
was he
With feelings far from fine ;
A 'banana boat', and the end of
his spree Taumarunui on the Main Trunk
Line !
S.B.W.
I NT R O D U C T I ON T O
T RAMP I NG

"Would you like to go to the
National Park for Xmas? " New
ly arrived in New Zealand, this
conveyed nothing to me - it
might have been Albert Park,
any place labelled Park, but
everything was new. "You'll need
boots. Prof. Holl will arrange
that." "Boots ! Strange ! What
for?"
Pathetic was our equipment in
the light of modern specialisa
tion. Two heavy rugs, a boating
sweater, pleated corduroy skirt,
pink tam 'o shanter, and I felt
ready for anything; . although I
added a cumbersome mac just in
case - though it hardly occurred
to me that it would rain or blow.
This was a N.Z. summer, wasn't
it? One girl in riding breeches,
deadly tight at the knees, we
considered very daring and ad
vanced.
Drizzle at the witching hour
of 4 a.m. National Park Station
and a million blowflies hurling
themselves venomously at the
dirty windows. A hearty break
fast at the somewhat primitive

boarding house; we staggered
under heavy rucsacs (Prof. Holl
had provided those) and the ad
venture started: the party, com
plete strangers, a mixed grill of
lawyers, Diocesan teachers and a
sprinkling of Profs. held to
gether by the tremendous charm
and infectious enthusiasm of
Horace Holl. (Professor Holl, a
well-known mathematician and a
magnificent climber, did great
work pioneering tramping and
climbing at National Park among
Aucklanders. Each holiday he
took a party to the Park and in
troduced them to its beauty. He
was drowned while crossing the
Maungaturuturu River, on the
Ohakune side of Ruapehu).
Above a rift in the heavy
clouds appeared a darker shape.
"The mountain !" "What moun
tain?
Are
mountains
there
here?" Such ignorance was a
great source of joy to the rest of
the party.
Dejected telegraph wires trail
ed in bog, hand-hewn uprights
reeled drunkenly. There was
water everywhere. The packhorse
lurched and stumbled. I dropped
some of my bread in the mud,
picked it up and wondered why
we had come. At the Haunted
Whare the late Trevor Lloyd's
tent, richly decorated with his
unmistakable drawings cheered
me slightly. At the old Ruapehu
Hut, now incorporated in the
Chateau outbuildings, an adven
turous party from Papatoetoe, in
various stages of acute sunburn
(for in those high and far-off days
you hopefully plastered on zinc
ointment and literally fried un
der it) regaled the exhausted
band with a welcome but terrible
brew - smoked billy tea. Re
vived, we staggered on to camp
at Wairere Falls. By current stan
dards this was luxurious - big
tents, bunks, rough benches just as well, because in spite of
the N.Z. summer, it rained for a
week. Fortunately the company
was excellent.
On the first fine day, we went
to Tama Lakes, and Horace led
us to his pride and j oy ; the rock
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gency and three practices, only
one of which has been controlled
by the S.A.R. officials. Far too
much time is lost on day prac
tices which tend to be regarded
as a game. All practices at S.A.R.
Committee level should be week
end affairs.
By 29th July, the official S.A.R.
officers of both A.T.C. and C.T.C.
had not received official notifica
tion from the S.A.R. Organisa
tion that a practice on August
1st was even proposed. With over
two months' notice in which to
plan a satisfactory action, this is
ludicrous.
(ii) A.T.C .'s S.A.R. L i st. The
Committee would like to see this
consolidated, rather than expand
ed. Several already on the list
have doubtful capabilities, never
both to attend practices and are
not active members of the Club.
All those on the S.A.R. list should
try to attend practices when
arranged.
The General
(iii) F irst A id .
Committee of the A.T.C. is ar
ranging for a lecture and film on
First Aid to be given to club
members.
General Committee of the A. T .C.
is arranging for a lecture and
films on First Aid to be given to
Club members.
Any comments from other
members? - Editor]
L E TT E R

TO

THE

E D ITOR

Dear Madam,
Much has been the advice to
new members recently on how to
join the various exclusive sec
tions of the Club for Misogyn
ists, Spivs or Bludgers, but
nothing has been said on how
to emulate the fashion-conscious
tramper.
A tramper has a certain pecu
liar taste in "clothes" that is his
very own, and to help new mem
bers cultivate this particular
image, I have set out below a few
hints that may be useful to them.
1.

A hat is the most essential
part of your tramping out
fit. To qualify for member
ship, it should have been
swimming at least half a

dozen times, and be a little
frayed and dirty around the
edges.
2. If possible, get an old black
bush singlet to · wear. The
accent here is on "old",
with as many moth bites as
can
accumulate
over
a
period of at least 50 years.
3. If a bush singlet is not
available, a thick wool shirt
is almost as good-it is not
always necessary to have
the back and front portions
still attached !
4.

Shorts
muddy,
baggy!

must
torn,

always
and a

be
bit

5. Socks should not have been
washed for several months,
be a greyish colour, and
have a powerful scent. (This
last is a great detriment to
would-be bludgers!)
6. Boots are perhaps the most
well-looked after article of
a tramper's apparel. If you
have a !" thick mould layer
around the outer edges of
your boots, you are on the
way to gaining a place on
my list of "10 best-dressed
trampers".
If all trampers, and not just
the avid few of the moment, fol
lowed my few simple rules for
dressing to suit their sport, we
would all be living up to our
name of tramp(er)s.
Yours faithfully,
"Christian Dior"
A S C E NT OF MT. C O O K, 1955
Aorang i , 12,349 ft.

The first Queen City team our party consisted of John Les
nie, photographer and producer
of the film, Tony Sinclair and
myself as guide and director.
December 27th saw us aboard
the Ball Hut bus amongst the
tourists. On arrival we led off
down on to the morraine-covered
ice. We accompanied a long
legged guide who was packing
40lb. for John to Haast Hut. We
were glad of his knowledge of
the route. Snow fell as we slowly
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ing boards, torches and Coleman
lamps, slashers, shovels, axes,
tents, billies, primuses, First Aid
kit, stretcher. The Club's Equip
ment Officer should ensure that
much of this equipment is in the
bus before practices.
(b) The briefing leader should
check that each party has First
Aid kits, ball point pen, message
pad, compasses, maps, torch, etc.,
and that the leader's watch is
synchronised with watches used
at Base.
(c) Ensure that A.R.E.C . check
batteries and radios before start
ing.
(d) Start the Search or Practice
at the earliest possible hour of
the day. Party, leaders should be
appointed and allotted personnel
the night before and parties
should be fed and standing-to at
daybreak. This makes a long day
but prevents the loss of many
valuable hours. For this reason
practices should be weekend
affairs.
(e) Stress should be made to
the leaders of brevity and clarity
of messages and complete avoid
ance of frivolity. Map references
are the most satisfactory way of
indicating position.
(f) Check that the dates of
maps to be issued to Party Lead
ers are the same.
(g) Keep a constant check on
which party is which to guard
against possible confusion.
(h) It is a good idea to train
two fit, strong parties; one to
dispatch on preliminary check of
area beforehand and two to be
retained at Base to help with
chores until such time as some
field party needs assistance. This
is sometimes impracticable in
practices when it is desirable for
as many people as possible to
gain experience in the fi �ld.
(i) If all messages are signed
" Controller" at practices, little
confusion will result to field
parties as to the origin of mes
sages. It is better to avoid the
use of surnames.
(j)
Where
a reconnaisance
party is used, should it leave
some form of identification for
field
parties
following
their
route later?
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(ii) F i el d Personnel :(a) It is each party leader's re
sponsibility to ensure that his
party is fit and suitably equipped
for the j ob in hand.
(b) Party leaders should check
that they have radio contact with
Base before entering the bush.
If no contact is established, they
should withdraw and obtain a
new set. (A possible exception
would be if they have been
ordered to j oin another party
when a set could then be sent
in to them from Base. If the sec
ond party has no radio contact,
two or three men could return
to Base for a set and then re
j oin the combined parties).
(iii) Genera l :(a) It is quite evident that
many more Club and Regional
practices are necessary in order
to train adequately all personnel
listed. Personnel listed should
endeavour to attend at least one
Club practice a year and any
Regional practices held. The lack
of facility for combined prac
tices with other Clubs afforded
by the Auckland organisers of
S.A.R. is greatly to be deplored
and gives persons listed in this
Club at least a supicion that
things are not right at the top.
It is difficult to prevent enthusi
asm from waning in the absence
of adequate practice.
(b) A much more powerful and
handy radio set needs to be de
vised and distributed for our use.
Auckland S.A.R. organisers must
be held at fault in not making
adequate representations to the
Government for such sets.
(c) Club personnel should study
S.A.R. manuals assiduously.
(d) A general First Aid Course
for Club members should again
be organised.
Ian Sanders,
(Club S.A.R. Officer)
[Mr.
letter
Sanders'
was
studied by a special committee of
four and a synopsis of its main
comments are as follows:CT)
Frequency
and
type
of
practi c es. The committee agreed

that the practices are grossly in
adequate. During the past four
years there has been one emer-

climb he had found. Now I had
always considered rock climbing
to be among the most foolish of
pastimes, and watched him show
us how it was done with disap
proving interest. Glowing with
enthusiasm he returned and eyed
us. "You look nice and active,
Audrey. You can have the first
try."
Speechless with horror I
stared at him. Panic. But I could
not be shamed in front of those
N.Zers.
He tied the rope around my
fluttering tummy and vanished
happily up the ghastly wall.
"Come on, what are you waiting
for?" Impossible to admit that I
was merely waiting for my
traitorous knees to stop clacking
like castanets. Tongue hanging
out, I hurled myself at the loath
some enemy. Delighted comment
from above detailed my pro
gress. "She's climbing like a
cat ! She's putting her feet where
I can only put my hands!"
Frantic with fear, I reached
the first lap, eyes glued to the
rocks because I knew quite well
that when you looked down you
got vertigo and simply dropped
off. My reading was exten$ive.
However at the third lap I ven
tured to glance down - just for
curiosity. - Strange, no fear; no
vertigo . . . only a ring of ad
miring faces far below. It slowly
dawned upon me that I was actu
ally enjoying this absurd exer
cise. U
p and up, effort, concen-

tration, reward ! I stood at the
top - a newly fledged and exult
ant rock climber, thus accident
ally arrived at the threshold of
all those trips and adventures
and all that beauty that was to
form so important a part of my
life in the years to follow.
Audrey Argall
A.T.C. V E N T U R E S A B O V E THE
F A U LT LIN E
ASC E N T
WHI L ST

OF
IN

N GA U R U HO E
E R U PTION

The spice of adventure is what
lures us into tackling some ob
stacle, come what may; and
climbing Ngauruhoe whilst i n
eruption was n o slight adventure
- in fact, some people would
say it was a suicidal one. How
ever, after observing and being
informed that
her outbursts
seemed to occur every six hours,
the danger was greatly elimin
ated.
It was after two minor explo
sions that four of us left the
Mangatepopo Hut to examine
Ngauruhoe's crater, geologically
and curiously.
As if to warn us what to expect,
we were hardly on our way when
the mountain let forth nature's
pent-up forces. Letting one's
imagination run, it would appear
that she was bellowing forth her
challenge. A huge mushroom
cloud curled skywards several

16

WANDERLUST

thousand feet, and the whole top
was enveloped in ash and dust,
through which rocks of huge
dimensions were hurled to a tre
mendous height to fall in all
directions on the mountain sides.
Electric disturbances could be
seen like lightning in the cloud
of ash; and the roar and rumble
almost deafened us for a moment.
It made us think twice before
proceeding further, but reasoning
that now it would be several
hours before another outburst,
we went on to the Tongariro
Saddle and planned to take all
precautions whenever possible,
so we climbed to reach the top
on the eastern side.
It was a hot, slow, wearisome
climb on the loose scoria scree,
ever watching the top for any
sign of activity, but our hard
work was at last rewarded by
looking into Ngauruhoe's crater.
A vast change had taken place,
as the one-time high cliffs on the
Chateau side had almost disap
peared, and the whole of the
crater was full of rocks and
rubble, intensely heated, giving
them a steel-blue colour.
The whole crater appeared to
be active, but predominately on
the north-west side.
From our position the old vent,
or hole as we used to term it,
appeared to be filled with rocks,
with blue smoke and heat waves
rising from the western side. It
felt as though we were approach
ing some huge furnace.
Two of us who were ahead had
circled round the rim of the
crater on the Chateau side, and
had gained the same impression,
except that there were two vents
on the western side.
After making full use of our
camera, we decided to skirt the
rim on the Tongariro side to the
north-west
vent;
but,
sliding
lower a few feet to reach the
lower lip of the crater, our idea
was swiftly abandoned when we
heard a rumble and the noise of
falling rocks. We didn't wait to
inquire what the noise was, but
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made a straight line down the
mountainside. One could safely
say it was a record descent !
On nearing the Mangatepopo
Hut, Ngauruhoe once again let
forth her two minor explosions;
and, as darkness fell, we watched
a sight that we shall never for
get. The whole cone was of a
fiery red, and with red-hot bould
ers flung high into the air and
then rolling down the mountain
side, it appeared as if the whole
mountain was alive with fire. In
deed, it was like a gigantic fire
works display, but we were thank
ful to be observing nature's vio
lence from a distance.
T.S.
WHITE I S L A ND 1954

One Friday evening a com
bined party comprising about
sixty A.T.C. and C.T.C. members
set off for White Island. The
first stop was the Hamilton Pie
Cart, and, from there on, it was
non-stop to the camping ground
in Tauranga. We arrived at about
1.30 a.m., crawled into our sleep
ing bags and in about half an
hour everyone was asleep.
On Saturday morning some of
us woke up at five to five, the
launch being due to leave at five,
and we had visions of waving the
boat good-bye; but, as everyone
else woke up late too, we had
nothing to worry about. The
launch left at 5.45 and took four
and a half hours to get to the
island - four and a half hours
too long for several people who
were seasick! It was a lovely day
and showed the island off to ad
vantage. There is a continuous
column of steam rising from the
island, and, as we came closer,
we could see that the island had
practically no vegetation except
for some pohutukawa trees grow
ing along the high cliffs. The
only sign of life we could see
were the hundreds of gannets
which covered the small promon
tories. Most of us had our cam
eras out and woe betide anyone
who got in the way ! We dropped
anchor in the only accessible
landing place, Crater Bay, and
ran a ferry service with a dinghy

to get us to Warkworth - our
Search & Rescue area. So we got
into various cars and were soon
off up North.
At Orewa we phoned the
Warkworth
police
to
advise
them that we would be late only to find that they had never
heard of the proposed S.A.R.
However, once at the Dome Val
ley we found that there was in
deed a S .A.R. operation under
way, and we soon found the
Base, thanks to the perseverance
and patience of our drivers.
We were split up into small
parties at the Base and after a
bite to eat we set off up a ridge
in search of six "lost" girls.
The party I was with did not
have a radio transmitter, so we
tagged along with a party who
did have one. We were together
until after lunch, and once we
split up we found out how useful
it is to have a radio.' When all
the girls had been "rescued" we
were still out looking for them ! !
We found a felled tree which
gave us some protection from
the biting wind and ate a hearty
meal. Our leader - a most hon
ourable bludger of the first de
gree - bludged half a mug of
tea from an unsuspecting, new
female member. Well it was my
turn next. After using a well
tried method I procured the sum
total of two biscuits for lunch.
Scungy lot ! ! I must take more
bludging lessons from our lead
er!
Then we were off down Clay
Road. It was here the two teams
split up. We were to bushcrash
down into a stream on the West,
whilst the other party was to
cover the area to the North and
follow a track, later on in the
afternoon, down to the stream
where we would be waiting at
some forks. Well we got to the
right forks but the other party
got to the wrong forks ! Talk
about sense of direction!
After paddling in the stream
for the best part of an hour we
made a brew and awaited the

other party's arrival. Of course
they never turned up. After half
an hour we set off back to Base
as it was getting late in the
afternoon.
We slugged up a ridge and
then followed a semblance of a
track to Clay Road. It was grow
ing dark when we reached the
ridge overlooking the Base, and
we were just in time to see two
trampers chasing goats on their
way to search for us !
These two bods we recognised
as our Club President and one
of my climbing mates from the
A.S.C.
Together we felt our way down
the final ridge to the Base in
time for a welcome brew.
AFTERMATH:
An hour later we were on our
way back to Auckland after an
interesting day. As usual one
A.T.C . member let off a green
flare as a final gesture.
"Fred" Maine
To the Editor,
"Wanderlust"

July 18th, 1965

re Search and Rescue

1. By the time you go to press
a Regional S.A.R. Practice will
have been held on Sunday, the
lst August, 1965, which should
have fostered further interest
in S.A.R. matters, after the two
moderately successful practices
conducted with Waihi S.A.R. in
the Waitakeres and at Waihi.
2. After complete revisions re·
cently by the writer, the number
of Club members on the S .A.R.
list is but 56, including only two
women. In particular, more girls
are wanted
especially ones
able to write shorthand.
3. The following lessons have
been re-learned as the result of
the two practices held to date:
(i) Base Personnel:(a) Amongst easily overlooked
essentials needed at Base for
efficient running of a search
are: 3 clip boards for messages,
numbered pins for maps, draw-
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of the Rangitata is one of the
fastest in our alps and would
have to be crossed. The home
stead, with its colourful garden,
is in an area known as the
jumped up downs (small rounded
hills).
We crossed the Lawrence river
easily and then made our way
over to the Clyde, which most
of the party crossed at a good
ford, though Kyn and Earle (our
Gold Medal winner for yachting
at Tokyo) were bowled several
times. We went through the
river gorge area known as the
sewer to the Agness bivvy, pass
ing three Wellingtonians on the
way. As one of them was sick,
I invited the other two to join us
and they agreed to meet us at
the bivvy.
Maisie and I waited for them
there, whilst the others proceed
ed to the Garden of Eden, via
Perth Col, to start digging a
snow cave. The rest of us went
up the next day to help finish
the cave which was big enough
for all of us, although Earle,
Maisie and I were the only ones
who slept in it.
We were to share an airdrop
with three C.M.C. boys who were
coming up later, after we had
left. In three or four lovely days,
the aircraft never came within
earshot, in spite of a wonder
fully marked dropping zone in
the snow. Friends on the Ere
whon Col received half and
then wrote a message on the
snow saying where I was thirty miles away! On the sec
ond run the pilot from Timaru
went home in disgust with the
other half of the stores. We then
had to tighten our belts gradu
ally and ration what little stores
we had. A number of the peaks
in the area were climbed, includ
ing a range of four virgin peaks
by George Thompson (W.T.M.C.)
and myself. Pat and Keith climb
ed two of them.
After some discussion, we de
cided to burn our boats and make
for the West Coast, via the Perth
and Whataroa Rivers. First we

returned to the Perth Col and,
in getting through the ice-fall,
Earle fell, breaking his ice axe
shaft and spearing his upper
arm badly. He had his arm in a
sling for the rest of the trip. We
passed a glacial lake and came
across our first Alpine Flowers
on the West Coast side.
The weather turned bad, the
rivers rose and we had to do
some bridging; we were forced
into the rough bush and bould
ers by the swollen Perth river.
A creek was crossed by a single
wire on a cage made of kara
binas and sticks. Once I had got
across by pulling myself by hand
on the wire, I could pull the
others gradually, with help. We
were the biggest party to do this
trip. We crossed the Whataroa
by swing bridge and slept in
wet camps. At one stage we spent
eight hours going round in a
circle, owing to complications in
the terrain. We roped across one
or two tributaries and finally
reached Whataroa to dry out out
side and get wet inside! Earle
was treated at a Maternity hos
pital, being the only hospital
available!
A wonderful trip, even if we
did go hungry. Our food shortage
caused a fear of airdrops in the
mountain world for some years.
The C.M.C. party - also hungry
- suffered from frostbite in our
cave when the front fell off, it
having three entrances. Wally
Coles was later killed aerial top
dressing; a laughing, happy soul.
Matt Fowlds.
S.A.R. 'D I S' O RGANI SAT I O N
REPORT
A U G U ST 1st, 1965

After an hour of patient wait
ing at Little Queen St. we heard
the rumble of the Shankerus Red
Terror van as it bumped round
the corner and we sighed with
relief. "Where is the Club Bus?"
. . . "Why are you so late?" . . .
These were the questions that
were fired at Derek and John as
they stepped out of the Volks
wagen. In due course we would
have to rely on private transport

and a rubber boat to a huge slab
of concr2te lying in the water.
As soon as we landed we went to
have a look at the old sulphur
factory, which still stands in the
bay. The machinery inside the
factory had corroded so much
that the metal just flaked off
when we touched it. The sulphur
had not been worked since Sep
tember, 1914, when several men
lost their lives in a big eruption.
From the Sulphur Factory we
walked up a gradual slope near
ly a quarter of a mile wide until
we reached the edge of one of
the craters. On one side of the
crater there was a very large
vent, from which steam was
coming with a terrific roar. After
we had taken all the photos we
wanted, we continued slightly to
our left up on to a small ridge.
On the other side we found our
selves looking into a large, flat
valley which used to be the
crater lake. This lake was fed by
many
boiling
geysers
and
springs. The waters were intense
ly acid and used to deposit sul
ohur of lime, the vapour form
ing deposits of pure sulphur.
Climbing down into the valley,
we continued along to our left,
having quite a lot of fun trying
to skate on the soft grey mud
which was about two inches deep!
At the end of the valley we came
to what looked like the main
crater, which is about 15 yards
in diameter. The crater looked
bottomless because of the numer
ous steam jets and fumeroles
around the sides. Making our
way carefully around the edge,
we started off back down to the
old Sulphur Factory, picking our
way around the various mud
pools and small geysers which
pop up where you least expect
them to.
After lunch some of us set out
to climb up a ridge which con
tinues right round the island,
pausing on the way to look at
the gannets. Two of us started
off along a track which took us
around to some old huts which
are in quite good order. These
huts are surrounded by pohutu
kawa trees and to the right of
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the huts we noticed some ferns
growing along the side of a dry
stream bed. The atmosphere
around here was eerie. The
pohutukawa trees are quite large
and made it dark and gloomy
and, therefore, I was quite glad
when we reached the open again.
We arrived back just in time for
the last boatload after a most
memorable day.
J.S.

Come tramping he said,
Come tramping he cried,
So tramping I went
So tramping I tried.
We climbed in the bus
And set off with glee;
But w2 bumped and we jolted
And 'felt all at sea'.
We arrived at the ranges
The rain pouring down
But gamely set forth
Hardly wearing a frown.
Soon we were lost in the mist
all around
My pack bent my back
And my boots stuck to the
ground.
Our cold lunch was eaten in
six inches of mud
Which was not particularly
funny
But believe it or not - they
are a queer lot For they laughed as though
it were sunny.
All the next week I ached
through and through
And thought of that tramp
When in bed with the 'flu.
Come tramping he said
Come tramping he cried.
So tramping I went
So tramping I tried.
Contributed by a
Never Tramper.
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(Contributed by Doris Warren
(Herrick), Dick Jones and
Johnny Johnston)
Heavy packs and aching backs
and tracks that wind forever,
Rain and rain and mud again all these we shared together;
But the memory that's the clear
est in the years that follow
after
Is the fun we had, the comrade
ship, the easy, happy laughter.
A Club party of four had
reached
Arthur's
Pass
after
tramping from Hokitika on the
Three Pass trip. As they }?.ad
been delayed and were running
a day late, rations had been. low
for some days and had consisted
of dried peas, rice and cocoa.
This was the last day of the
trip and in the late af�ernoon
the precious last food which was
four weetbix (one each) with the
remains
of the
honey,
was
spread out on a tin plate on the
ground. Up staggered the last of
the party and, as she dropped off
her 30lb. pack, she lifted up with
it and nothing could stop her
right foot in its �uddy b�ot from
landing square m the middle of
the weetbix. The air was blue as the proverb has it "A hungry
man is an angry man". But the
weetbix was scraped off the in
truding boot and eaten. It had to
be - there was nothing else.
We were a large party and
were getting over the fence in
the correct way, by the big post,
but this was too slow for the
hefty leader. I was standing ne.ar
him when with a fistful of shirt
and shorts he lifted me up and
dumped me unceremoniously on
the other side of thP. fence.
"Hey " said someone. "Be more
polit� she's new." "That's O.K.,"
said he. "She's paid her Sub, I
saw it go through."
"Ngaro-te-Kotare" - Night and
all is quiet save for a heavy
footed rat playing high j inks on
the top bunks.
Marge gives the "All <?Ut"
command and the weary girls,
torches in hand, search for the
off ending rodent. That is, all save

one who feigning deep sleep,
cuddles deeper into the warm
bunk. A fruitless search and
lights out again. All is quiet and
the mean one turns over in her
bunk - but feels a queer weight
on her hair and realises the
wanted rat is snugly nestled
there.
She bleats out her hair-raising
alarm and stalwart Marge is out
again on inspection.
"No need for alarm," quoth
she. "It's a very healthy-looking
bush rat !"
There are those who believe in
the supernatural and some of the
real braves of the A.T.C. had
their moments.
At Middle Camp, Huia, twenty
serious-minded folk late in the
evening tried to call in the
spirits. Well, we sat and sat, as
still and serious as could be, our
hands spread on the table with
little fingers just touching our
neighbour's. Time !aced by .a!ld
still we wrestled with the spirits
but without success. The table (a
long wooden one) should by now
have been floating or at least
tipping a bit. I was sent outside
as an undesirable type to tempt
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Joking and teasing and balloons
on the rafter.
Beer bottle rubbed shoulders
with beer can and said,
"The competition here is above
our head."
"Quiet there you horrible lot,
Stop that snoring down there you
clot.
Turn out the light and get to
bed,
Sleep you'll need for the clean-up
ahead."
Tired trampers greeted the morn,
But nobody stopped to watch for
the dawn.
B.A.K.
A N O L D NEW ZE A LAND
L E G E ND

Once upon a time there was a
tramper called Bernard. He was
j ust an ordinary tramper who
enjoyed the bush and outdoor
life and often he would pack
food and gear into his pack anrl
head into the wilds. This, dear
readers, was many, many, years
ago, and New Zealand was then
vastly different from the present
day country. One dal Bernard
decided to go tramping, so he
packed his pack with .food (un
polished rice and apncots) and
clothes (genuine animal skin
for this was long, long ago a!1d
textiles had not then been in
vented) and set off. He covered
a lot of ground in some wild
country where man seldom pene
trated.
All of a sudden he realised that
two sharp, white objects were
sticking out of his chest. In a
flash he knew what had happen
ed. A Sabre Toothed Tiger had
crept up behind him �nd ha.d
buried its teeth deep mto his
back so that they had completely
penetrated his body. The tiger
had not bargained on Bernard
being such a tough tramper and
was unable to remove its teeth.
"Blow this " said Bernard, "I'm
not trampin g around towing this
animal behind me for the rest
of this tramp." At this point he
realised that he would have to

kill the tiger. But how was a
problem, for this was long, long
ago, and knives had no� been
invented.
Then
a
brainwave
struck Bernard. He '":renched
loose one of the tiger s sabre
teeth and plunged it into the
tiger's heart, and the animal
dropp_ed to the ground, dead.
"Well, now," �bought Bernard,
as he levered himself free from
the remaining tooth, "these sabre
teeth will make fine tent pegs
and the tiger's skin will make
a fabulous, j azzy sleeping bag
that will last for years until they
invent down sleeping bags." And
so the Sabre Tooth Tiger was
put to good use as a sleeping bag
and tent pegs.
When Bernard showed these
articles to his friends, he knew
that he had started a craze. His
friends offered him helpings of
rice and apricots and rhubarb
if he would only get them tent
pegs or genuine Tiger skin
sleeping bags. Well, with offers
likP this, how could Bernard re
sist?
For many years Bernard de
voted his time to hunting Sabre
Tooth Tigers to meet the needs
of his tramping pals, because all
his tramping pals were spivs who
couldn't be bothered catching
tigers themse�ves. Over a �er�od
of time he killed every ex1stmg
Sabre Toothed Tiger and that is
why today, dear reader, you can
tramp for ever and never come
across one.
(Rhinoceros)
A.T.C. T R I P TO T H E G A R D E N
OF

EDEN

- CH R I STMAS
1953-54

Pa rty: Matt Fowlds, Leader.
Patricia Campbell, Maisie Prim
rose, Keith Williamson, Ian San
ders, late Wally Coles, Earle
Wells,
Graham
Parr,
George
Hawkins, Kyn Hansard.

Public transport was left at
Erewhon Homestead, where we
spent the night in a station build
ing. Mr. Urquhart gave us advice
on the rivers, the Clyde branch
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northern edge of the middle bank
in the early afternoon. At 2 p.m.
the cutter, with records and
valuable papers on board, was
sent ashore and later another
boat was dispatched, both reach
ing the beach at Whatipu near
what is known today as 'Cutter
Rock'. It is said that this boat
carried bullion which is reputed
to be buried in the sand near this
rock.
Meanwhile
the
terrific
pounding by the breakers, which
continually
swept
over
the
'Orpheus' was taking toll, so that
at dawn all that remained were
a few ribs and the stump of a
mast showing above the wat:-r.
Of the 259 officers and men on
board, 189 were drowned, this
being the largest number of lives
lost in any shipping disaster in
New Zealand.
The Waitakeres with their
deep ravines and gloomy forest
floor and peaks round which the
wreathing mists and clouds swirl
and twist, were p�onled bv the
Maori with my�t?rious forest
dwellers called Turehu. These
Turehu were supernatural b�ings
who excelled in the arts of magic
and wizardry. They ventured out
only at night, or on davs of heavy
fog, to collect their food from the
forests, sea and lakes, as the rays
of the sun werP capable of
rlestroying them. In very early
tim�s there lived a Turehu tribe
that was descenderl from a fairy
chieftain called Tiriwa and it
was from him that the very
ancient name of the Waitakere
Range, Te Wao-Nui-0-Tiriwa Tiriwa's great forest, was de
rived.
Legend has it that, years ago,
the Waitakere district was the
home of a dragon called the
Mokoroa. The Mokoroa is de
scribed as having fierce j aws,
spiny back, a powerful tail and
a prodigious appetite ! He plun
dered the eel weirs and baskets
in the Waitak�re stream and,
when the catch was insufficient
to satisfy his enormous appetite,
there were always stray travel
lers on the tracks or the beach
for he was not adverse to eating
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a human now and again ! The in
habitants of the Ranges grew
tired of Mokoroa's depredations
and decided that he would have
to be destroyed. A warrior named
Tai-Aoroa and his companion set
out for the waterhole where
Mokoroa lived, spread a net over
it and hid until evening. Then
Mokoroa emerged and became
enmeshed in the net. Tai-Aoroa
crept up and dispatched the en
tangled monster with a thrust of
his spear but, in his dying throes,
Mokoroa swung his powerful
tail and broke Tai-Aoroa's leg.
Tai-Aoroa lived on for many
years as a lame man, ever
ready to tell of the battle and
to display the teeth he recovered
from the j aws of Mokoroa. The
tale of this brave act is still re
membered by the name 'Moko
roa' attached to the stream
where the monster had its home.
B U SH B A L L '65

Decorations of gold and silver
and green,
The dancers' faces showed up in
the gleam ;
Stew cooked in a billy but
'everso' clean,
Trifle (delicious) and lashings of
cream.
Fresh buttered rolls by the
million were there,
About sixty turned up to sample
the fare.
Beat that was loud, and the
stomping of feetIn your boots or your socks or
your stocking feet.
Dress was informal ; Dave wore
his hat,
The punch disappeared - we all
saw to that.
The heat of the fire, and the self
made heat,
Made the wearing of jumpers a
magnificent feat.
The wiles of fair maidens could
not produce,
A dance with the misogynists but instead abuse.
But all in fun and gayness and
laughter,
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f pirits

but it made no difference.
Finally everyone crept off to bed,
rather disappointed in the night's
events. Ghosts surely could be
more co-operative.
But next morning showed us
why those poor spirits had been
so seriously handicapped. The
table was nailed to the floor with
a good quantity of four inch
nails.
An active type was demolish
ing an old stump in front of
"Ngaro-te-Kotare" when overseas
visitors arrived. He had j ust told
them that it was a Rata stump
and given a few details of the
gangster methods of the Rata,
when a real botanist type arriv
ed. "Hullo, hullo," he said. "Get
ting rid of the old Rimu - that's
good !"
It would be round about 1936
that six or seven of us, after
leaving Tekapo, were being fer
ried, if that is the word, by horse
and dray across the Macauley
River, preparatory to the long
hard grind up the Godley Valley.
The time during the long train,
boat and bus j ourney to the
South had been beguiled by the
"Knock-Knock" game (My child
ren - this was a long, long, time
ago).
Perched uncomfortably on a
plank-seat in the dray, one mem
ber inevitably called out, "Knock
Knock!" and given the correct
answer "Who's there?", carried
on - "Bumble-bee."
"Bumbl2-bee w!10?"
"Bumble-bee sore before we've
crossed this river!"
On a Urewera trip our friend
Sam the Roadman at Papatotara
Saddle let us leave our spare
gear at his hut while we did a
two day trip into Rua's Pa at
Maungapohatu. The trip was un
forgettable - but that is another
story. Two of us came back
ahead of the party next day as
had to get dinner. Sam came
weaving down the road to meet
us - it was New Year's Eve and
he was a Scotsman. "Lassies," he
said. "I've cooked dinner for you,
�o you can take it easy." And so
he had - it was a huge pie,
cooked in a camp oven, with
potatoes and vegetables and all,

in it. When the last weary
straggler had returned, we serv
ed dinner on a trestle table out
side in the twilight. There were
fourteen of us. Cooks eat last
and it was dark by the time we
were ready so we brought out a
lamp - fortunately - for by its
Jight we saw what was in the bot
tom of the pie. The meat, or
!'Orne part of it, had been got at
by blowflies, and the grubs were
thick in the bottom of that pie
and they were large ones. So the
hungry cooks had no dinner and
had to be content with stewed
fruit.
No, we didn't tell the others,
not that night, in fact it was
some time before we broke it to
them. But no one suffered any
ill effects. Question for debate,
"Are tramper's tummies lined
with zinc, like Mary's William
goat?"
On this winter Sunday tramp
we were wet, cold and very dirty
when we came out on the road
to walk to the Glen Eden bus.
But we were lucky. The empty
bus was parked outside the driv
er's home quite close to us and
he allowed us in to change be
fore he started so down we got
behind the seats and wriggled
into dry clothes. When we had
start�d and had time to look
round, we missed one of the men.
Someone remembered that in
order to change completely he
had gone round the back of the
bus. "I bet." said someone. "He
was half in, half out of his

1
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pants." And that was correct, as
he later told us. In this predica
ment he was unable to run;
though he shouted we did not
hear him. So in the cold wet
rain he had to walk into Glen
Eden and wait an hour for the
next bus. Penalty for politeness!
The older member was indig
nant with me, the leader, be
cause· the creek was steep and
slippery. "But," I said. "You
could have kept to the road with
the others." (I had divided the
party). "I would have," he said.
"But when I saw that you were
going to do the stream, I knew
it must be easy or you wouldn't
go." And I'd always thought I
was a "Fair Average" tramper,
if not in the tough class!
A HUT I S B U I LT

The story of Memorial Hut,
Ruapehu, compiled from reports
in previous "Wanderlusts" and
after a chat to G:org� Barr, who
played a larg.) part in building
the hut.
When the activities in connec
tion with the Club's 21st Birth
day celebrations were being dis
cussed, the suggestion was made
that a hut should be built in
m-=mory of those A.T.C. members
who gave their lives in the Sec
ond World War. The idea was to
huild the hut in the Tongariro
National Park as the boys who
gave their lives were all keen

lovers of the mountains. A tar
g-: t of £500 was decided upon, to
be made up of voluntary dona
tions and interest free loans, all
of which, it transpired, were
paid back within four years.
Initial building plans were de
layed, however, owing to increas
ed volcanic activity on Ruapehu.
In April 1947, the Park Board
approved the application for a
hut site at a time when there
were but three club huts on that
side of the mountain. Work be
gan in earnest during the Easter
of 1947 when the site was cleared
of boulders. During the following
Labour weekend, a tool shed was
erected on the site. This was
equipped with six bunks and a
water supply and thus was suit
able to house workers 'on the
rpot'. The soeed and efficiency
with which it was erected illus
trat::?d
the
building
strength
amongst A.T.C. members at that
time which. augured well for the
bigger job. The stalwarts who
campen found themselves virtu
ally airborne by the strong gales
Pt night, but the little shed held
fast.
During Easter 1948, another
working bee was held on the
site. Economy was the password
and large quantities of rock were
broken down to be used in con
crete, and ho1lowstone bricks
were made by hand.
A year later, after a t�dious
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across the streams at suitable
places and the remains of some
of these dams can still be seen
today. To allow the impounded
water to escape quickly, in the
face of a dam a gate was con
structed, which was released by
a device known as the 'trip'
mechanism. This gate was com
posed of sufficient upright tim
ber to cover an opening of
about ten feet square and was
wired to the transome that ran
across the top of the gate. At
the base the timbers stood on the
sill and fitted against a beam
lying across it. This beam was in
two pieces which butted together
in the centre where a block of
wood was fitted into a socket in
the floor of the dam to keep
them from coming apart. Known
as the 'trip', this block was held
in place to an upright of the gate
by an iron hook to which was
fastened a wire leading up to
the top of the dam. The gaps be
tween the timbers of the dam
were then caulked and mad�
watertight, and so the dam began
to fill. When it was time for a
drive of logs, all that was neces
sary to allow the impounded
water to escape through the gate
was to raise the hook by pulling
on the wire attached to it; thus
the weight of water forced the
trip out of its socket and the two
beams flew back and freed the
uprights of the gate. The result
ing flood smashed its way down
stream and literally drove the
logs before it. The roar of the
water, combined with the noise
of the logs pounding together,
sounded like thunder and could
be heard all over the Ranges !
Unfortunately sometimes a log
would become jammed across the
stream and the others would pile
up in such a tangled mess behind
it that months of work were
necessary to straighten them out
for another drive. Signs of these
'log jams' are still evident today.
In those pioneering days, some
of the settlers utilised the bush
on their property by using the
rheap, though very time-consum
ing, art of pit-sawing. Pit sawyers
worked in pairs. An oblong
trench about six feet wide was
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dug in the ground. Over this pit
the log was rolled and securely
fastened to prevent movement.
With one man on top of the log
to pull the saw up, the process
of cutting the log into slabs was
commenced. It is doubtful which
was the harder j ob - pulling the
saw up and following the guide
line. or standing underneath and
pulling not only the saw down
but a shower of sawdust as well !
These men could cut scantling
and board as even in thickness as
any mechanical saw and many
houses still standing today have
weather boarding of pit-sawn
timber.
While the geologists consider
that important minerals do not
occur in the Ranges in payable
quantities,
there
have
been
found, over the years, traces
which, at that time, caused quite
a stir in the community. Early
in 1842 it was reported that coal
was being found at Cornwallis
and at other places along the
Manukau shoreline but, unfor
tunately, it was discovered that
the deposits were lignite with
poor burning qualities. Other
ventures which died early deaths
were the quarrying of building
stone and the manufacture of
fire bricks. In the 1880's an at
tempt was made to utilise the
iron-sands of the West coast
when it was found that furnaces
charged with the Whatipu sand
yielded about about 46% of iron.
Unfortunately, the only man cap
able of working the furnaces saw
fit to shoot one of the bricklayers
with the result that he found
himself in Mount Eden prison
and the iron company went into
liquidation. Other efforts were
put into searching for gold and
manganese
but the
quantity
found was too small to make the
exploitation of the area a success
commercially.
Whatipu was the scene of a
tragic shipwreck in 1863. H.M.S.
'Orpheus' of 1706 tons was prac
tically a new vessel and had a
steam engine capable of driving
her at twelve knots. She was at
tempting to enter the Manukau
harbour when she struck the

WA I TAK E R E

RANG E S

Owing t o their proximity to
Auckland, the Waitakere Ranges,
stretching from the shores of the
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"Finally the gorge met the sea
at Whatipu and the wild beauty
of the We�t Coast, with the great
white surf crashing down on to
the sand madP an instant and
lasting impression on my mind.
For those who want the outdoor
life, New Zealand has much to
offer and she was offering a
share of her hills and bush and
sea to me, a mere foreigner to
the land."
- "Pommie Initiated"

During lunch-time I J0arnt a
true kiwi expression "She'll be
right". This optimistic outlook
certainly helped to get me down
the rest of that gorge, circum
navigating waterfalls, sliding on
mossy boulders and shooting
down muddy banks. What did
getting wet matter now? It was
fun and so much easier to swim
across the deep pools than to
crawl round the edge of them.
To mention just one, a saw
mill was built at the junction
of the Piha and Glen Esk streams
in 1910. The difficulty of getting
timber from one valley up over
the dividing range and lowering
it down into the next was suc
cessfully overcome by placing
haulers at strategic points, the
logs and timber being hauled up
inclines rising in places as steep
ly as one foot in every two ! From
the mill the sawn timber was
hauled up to the top of the ridge
to the south and lowered down
into the valley again at Kare
kare, from whence it was taken
to Whatipu along a tramline.
To obtain sufficient water to
drive the logs down the Piha,
Anawhata and Glen Esk valleys,
impounding dams were built

The Waitakere Ranges were a
small part of the extensive tribal
lands of the Kawerau tribe who,
although later conquered in the
lower Kaipara by the Ngati
Whatua, retained possession of
their land on the west coast right
up to the time of the European
settlement. It is natural that a
place covered with huge Kauri
and other fore st trees would at
tract the attention of the timber
millers and to the Waitakere
Ranges they came to work over
·some of the finest bush in the
country. In odd patches in the
Centennial Park are to be found
specimens of the Kauri that
flourished in the ranges but per
haps not for a thousand years
will the like of the mighty mon
archs of the Pararaha, Huia or
Nihotupu rear their heads, as
they did at the beginning of
European settlement.

Manukau Harbour almost to
Muriwai, have formed the main
Sunday tramping area for mem
bers of the Auckland Tramping
Club for the past forty years.
Not every Club member, how
ever, will be conversant with the
historical, legendary, and indus
trial interest connected with
this area and so this article has
been compiled from excerpts
from a book written by Mr. Jack
Diamond,
himself
an
A.T.C.
member .

WANDERLUST

understood the shorts and put
tees and the secret of the large
packs was about to be revealed.
Lunch-time and out came my
sodden sandwiches ; lunch-time
and from out of the packs came
loaves and tins, pots of honey,
fermented raisins, ancient apri
cots, large
blackened
billies,
mugs and tea. In no time wood
was chopped with the fearsome
machete, a fire was lit and tea
was made ; a mid-day ceremony
which I was soon to associate
with all A.T.C. trips. Someone
asked me how this compared with
home. I looked at my torn
trousers, filthy legs, bleeding
arms, pulled a collection of
"jungle flora" from out of my
hair and giggled feebly; it didn't!
At least everyone assured me
that there were no harmful ani
mals in this fearsome bush but
that was hard to believe ; what
about those muddy prints of
wild pigs and what were those
opossum animals everyone talk
ed about? Sur'�ly. too, this was
ideal country for long poisonous
snakes?
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During Easter, 1950, the Mem
orial Hut had 46 occupants. On
the Friday and Saturday the last
minute jobs were completed and
Owen Hooker's fine map of
National Park and his replicas
of other club badges adorned the
common room walls. Outside a
fireplace was built and a long

Of all the working bees, that
held over Christmas 1949-50 was,
perhaps, the most spectacular.
Over a period of three weeks a
habitable building rose from al
most nothing. Appetites grew
too, and the cooks did a marvel
lous job satisfying the "inner
men", despite the cramped con
ditions in the tool shed.
The
. meat was kept in a hole in the
snow about an hour's climb
above the hut site and someone
had to fetch the day's supply
each morning ! The large stack
of timber soon began to dwindle
and then all hands (plus several
non-member carpenters) set to to
lay the floor. By January 15th,
the main structure was complete,
the exterior painted and the cold
water system and drainage had
been put in. Small wonder that
December 31st was declared a
day off and the New Year was
seen in round a campfire with
members of the Alpine Sports
and Manawatu Clubs.
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(It is with considerable regret
that the Editor has not paid tri
bute individually to those men
and women whose enthusiasm
and hard work made the Mem
orial Hut a reality. They are too
numerous to mention here but
may we present day members of
the A.T.C. take this opportunity
of saying how much we appreci
ate the fine hut they built.)

George then walked to the
door, turned the key - and
Memorial Hut was declared open.

We will remember them."

At the going down of the sun,
and in the morning,

Age shall not weary them, nor
the years condemn.

"They shall grow not old, as
we that are left grow old,

'Shortly after 3 o'clock the offi
cial party took their places on
the platform. The sun had now
come out, and there was very
little wind. The visitors and our
club members were grouped on
the rocks in front of the hut. The
ceremony throughout was very
simple but the mountain setting
made it very impressive. We
opened with the National An
them, then George Barr, as Presi
dent, welcomed the visitors and
thanked them for coming. He ex
plained that there were really
two ceremonies - the unveiling
of the plaque and the opening
of the hut which had been built
as a memorial to the five men
who gave their lives in the last
war. Owen, as an ex-serviceman,
unveiled the plaque, after which
all stood in silence for a min
ute. Then Herbert Rockell re
cited the lines from Laurence
Binyon's poem "For the fallen".

table set for afternoon tea - a
royal feast, indeed. The ground
in front of the hut was made into
a platform for the official party,
whilst the fine Memorial plaque
(another Owen Hooker master
piece) was covered with the New
Zealand flag. The following ac
count of the opening of the hut
is taken from an article written
15 years ago by Johnny John
ston:-

WANDERLUST
journey down to National Park
by train, work was resumed on
the site and the foundations were
laid. It is well worth noting that
the 450 concrete blocks which
were then laid were made from
the hand-broken stone and were
a great success. It is interesting
too, that, during the winter sea
son, several A.T.C. skiing parties
stayed in the Tool Shed. By this
time the cost of building mate
rials had increased and the esti
mate rose to £800. The need for
concentrated
hard work was
realised and time was saved by
building most of the furniture
and fitments in Auckland. During
Labour weekend, 1949, another
Tool Shed party finished the con
creting and carried in 7000 ft. of
timber to the site, in readiness
for the giant working holiday at
Christmas.

l

22

WANDERLUST

WANDERLUST

3

vests dyed navy blue. Most of
them had old khaki puttees
wrapped round their ankles ;
perhaps they'd just left the
army.

FI RST I M P R E SS I O NS

(From a letter written home
to England)
E A RLY ONE MO RNI NG ...

before the sun was rising, three
sleepy people dragged themselves
from their cosy sacks in Memorial
hut and staggered into their
climbing gear. At 5.00 a.m. it was
iOnly pride (a useful sin at times)
>that kept them to their resolution
of climbing on to the Pinnacle
Ridge to watch the sun rise. Try
ing hard not to disturb the
dreams of the other inmates of
the hut, the three collected their
gear, burnt the toast and dropped
a chain of karabinas on to the
floor. Clang !
5.30 a.m. and out of the hut
stepped the two boys and a girl
into a crisp white world that for
the while was all theirs. The snow
crunched underfoot on the way
to the base of the Pinnacle ridge
opposite the Ski Patrol hut. A
few minutes pause to don cramp
ons, rope up - and reflect. A
single star stood out in the sky

and everywhere seemed to be
tinged with pink and blue. A
heavy cloud bank hid the valley
below from view and the C.T.C.
hut appeared like a bach on the
very edge of the sea. Up\_l\'ards
towards the Great Pinnacle, sil
houetted so clearly against the
morning sky, the climbers moved,
lungs charged with fresh air and
crampons biting into the hard
snow.
At 8.00 a.m. there was just room
for three seats on the very top of
the Great Pinnacle as the sun
rose from the skies above onto
the world below. To the south,
the Kaimanawas had not then
wiped away their shroud of mist
but, to the north, Ngaurohoe
puffed 'good-morning' to the blue
Tama
Lakes
she
sheltered.
Strange, is it not, how normally
we sleep through times when the
world around us puts on her most
beautiful face?
S.B.W.

"My preliminary search for a
rambling or mountaineering club
in Auckland proved unfruitful,
but last week I discovered an or
ganisation that calls itself the
Auckland Tramping Club. (Look"
up "tramp" in the dictionary and
you will see it means "Idle
scamp"
or
"vagabond" ;
"to
tramp" means to walk heavily a good definition when you see
the size of the feet these kiwi
"trampers" have !). Anyway this
sounded hopeful and the helpful
person I spoke to on the 'phone
told me that there would be an
easy trip the following Sunday.
Yes, my lace-up shoes would be
fine, she said, and not to forget
to bring a few sandwiches for
Junch. Our walk was to be in the
Waitakeres which, the map told
me, are some nice looking moun
tains North West of the City.
Lovely, I thought; they should
be quite easy going after Snow
donia or the Scottish hills and
it will be marvellous to look
down on to green fields and run
ning brooks after all that travel
ling out from home.
"Nervously I met my fellow
"vagabonds" in the impressive
Club bus on the Sunday morn
ing. Odd, though, none of them
were sensibly clad in warm
trousers like me but wore shorts
instead and funny thick woolly

"Once we'd left the City, the
bus j ourney was delightful, past
avenues of palm tree things and
giant ferns (pungas, I think
they're called), with views of the
silver sea beyond. Someone shook
his head at my slacks and said
they'd get very wet ; peculiar
chap - there wasn't a cloud in
the sky ! Most of the men looked
as though they were going to be
away for months, having enor
mous framed packs with them.
Hope I'm on the right trip, I
thought. My mac and sandwiches
fitted into an embarrassingly
small bag. One chap had a terri
fying machete-type thing with
him but he looked harmless
enough and stayed at the other
end of the bus. Everyone else was
very friendly, anyway, and talk
P.d and laughed about other trips,
just like they do at home.
"To my surprise our walk
started downhill along the Don
ald McClean track with no signs
at all of my self-promised moun
tain peaks and panoramic views.
Instead bodies seemed to be
hurtling downhill at tremendous
speed through a dripping jungle,
with nasty spiky plants that rip
ped your hands to shreds if you
clutched hold of them. The path
finished at a stream - the be
ginning of the Whatipu Gorge
and our "easy trip". Most people
plunged straight across up to
their knees in water but I picked
my way carefully across the
boulders, determined to keep my
feet dry. In vain I looked for the
track down the gorge - there
wasn't the vestige of a path to
be seen ! Two exhausting hours
later, drenched from head to
foot, with muddy seat and shoes
full of stones, I was asked by
some kind soul if I was enjoy
ing the "nice easy stream bash" ! !
(A normal mode of travel through
the steaming jungles of New Zea
land, apparently, but these people
were no "idle scamps" !). Now I
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you while away an hour or two
by the fire, whether it be at home
or in some bush or mountain
hut.
The editor would like to thank
all those people who have con
tributed articles, photographs,
drawings, inforrnation and en
couraging words, without which
"Wanderlust" would never be
produced.
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FOREWORD

COV E R

This edition of "Wanderlust"
is bigger than usual but so is the
occasion, as this month is the
Fortieth
Anniversary
of
the
A.T.C. At this time many of our
readers will look back and re
member the happy associations
they have had with our club.
Here, then, is a "pot pourri" of
tramping club miscellany to help

F R O NT P A G E :-

Right: Ngauruhoe in eruption.

A.T.C. Christmas Party, December, 1964

Bottom

Top R i ght: Camp fire in the Ureweras.

L eft: "Double Roping" - A.T.C. Rock Climbing Instruction, 1964.
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-

Middle L eft: Dam above Glen Esk Falls, 1928.
Middle R i ght: A.T.C. "At Home" 1942
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as we ski at breathtaking speed
down the slope. Leaden feet
crunch in the cloying snow try
ing to defoat our wills as the
summit looms above but oh how
close to triumph. Although parts
of this story are forty years old,
as long as there are people who
enjoy
companionship,
beauty,
achievement and happiness it
will have no end.

in a warm sleeping bag we listen
to the tall tales told by the light
of a dying camp fire. The wind
chases flurries of snow after us

Bottom right: Road to Little Huia.

B ottom Left: Winners of Novelty race, ski instruction week-end 1963.

MESSAGE
P R E S I DENT

Every year thousands of New
Zealanders travel overseas in
search of beauty, adventure and
relaxation. Many thousands more
find this in their own land. For
some adventure lies in the bush,
mountains, rivers and snow fields.
Forty years ago a small group
gathered on Rangitoto.
Others
joined them to enjoy the sheer
pleasure of just walking together,
climbing together and skiing.
This is their story. Wrapped up

,.

