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Approaching Forgotten River Col ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 
 
This trip was planned to be a challenge. The planning was a challenge, the 
organisation a challenge, finding keen people a challenge and of course the 
planned route was too. In fact when the three of us girls set off for our ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ 
traverse of the Olivine Range, we all but knew we were unlikely to be completing 
our set route. What remained to be seen was how much we would have 
completed when we rolled out of the scrub, scratched and bleeding, fifteen days 
later. 
 3Ï +ÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÅ ÑÕÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ yet started. Lydia negotiated getting 
leave in advance, and far faster than anticipated the 16th of January rolled around 
and we were on our way to the West Coast with an ok, but not outstanding 
weather forecast.  



 
Penzy Dinsdale on the Olivine Cableway ɀ Lydia McLean 
 
 We arrived at Greenstone Helicopters mid afternoon to the great news 
×ÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ Á×ÁÙ, so after a quick weigh in (we just slipped in 
under the fly threshold) we were on our way. First doing a car shuttle by 
helicopter. We landed near Olivine Hut, our first and last planned sign of 
civilization and relaxed for an evening of good food and much anticipation. The 
first day walking was great, awesome cableway across the river, fantastic 
weather but way too hot! Difficult, but passable bushbashing into the Diorite, 
made harder by running out of water part way up and resorting to squeezing 
moss. So we were of course very excited by the paradise that was the upper 
diorite, and a very welcome swim. The next day also started well, the rocks up to 
Four Brothers Pass were considerably more stable and easier than described.  

)Ô ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ×Å ÌÅÆÔ ÃÁÍÐȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ. By the time we 
got to Forgotten River Rock Biv, we were wet through, and retrospectively that 
×ÁÓ ȬÌÉÇÈÔȭ rain. The rock biv was such a palace we vowed we wouldÎȭÔ leave the 
neØÔ ÄÁÙ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÈÁÄ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ ÒÅÌÁØÅÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ 
ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÏÎ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȭÓ ×ÅÔ ÃÌÏÔÈÉÎÇ - I can assure you 
that no matter how bad you think wet socks are, there is nothing worse than a 
wet bra! All was going well, until we stopped for lunch, at which point it started 
raining again. This became somewhat of a trip theme. The great view we had had 
of Forgotten River Col vanished and we ended up climbing in in clag and thus 
called it a bit of an early night in the hopes it would be better in the morning. 
Made dinner, it started raining.  



 
Forgotton River Col ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 

  
People talk about what a spectacular place the Olivine Ice Plateau is, and 

ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÓË ÔÈÅÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 
what it might have looked like outside the cloud we were in. In good news 
though the GPS app I had downloaded for the trip worked really well and we 
found our way up Little Ark. And we found yet more clag. This was a defining 
ÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÐȟ ÁÓ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÃÒÅÖÁÓÓÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 'ÙÒÁÅ ,ÅÄÇÅȟ 
our planned route, and had hinged our decision to proceed with seeing the ledge 
from Little Ark  to evaluate if we wanted to have a crack at it or not. Hmmm, 
going well. We decided that while you can GPS your way across a glacier, you 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ '03 ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ Á ÃÒÅÖÁÓÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÏÕÒ 
bail-out option, which had the added bonus of a rock biv in two days time when 
the really bad weather was supposed to hit. As if to corroborate our decision the 
cloud lifted locally so we could see the crevasses between us and the bail-out 
route, but still not the Gyrae Ledge. So we roped up and headed off towards col 
1925 below Darkness Peak, which proved to offer highly entertaining options for 
getting down.   



 
Getting onto the snow below col 1925 ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 

 
The information I had for this section of the trip ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ȬÙÏÕ 

ÃÁÎ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÂÓÅÉÌȭ. I would now like to contest this information. Because what we 
found ourselves on was ever steepening bare slab - not an abseil point in sight. 
Eventually we got to the point of not being able to continue on the slab and 
began making our way across to a steep, somewhat broken up gully of snow, 
which looked a lot like heaven, even though at any other time I probably would 
have tried to stay away from it. Getting onto it was another challenge.  Lydia 
tr ied to dig a platform in the hard snow to get her crampons on one at a time 
while not dropping anything. Eventually we gave up on this, and finally managed 
to sort it out by bracing ourselves against the snow edge while trying not to slide 
under it. But then we were on ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȢ 3ÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÄÏ×Î ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
cut up mess of snow, but we found another less cut up gully further over with a 
waterfall running under thin snow, so set up a quick snow bollard abseil and we 
finally on easier ground in time for lunch. In the rain. At 3pm.  



 
Katherine abseils off the snow bollard ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 
 
It was straightforward  and very enjoyable going from here up onto the 

Barrier Ledge; despite the very tempting valley campsite we passed. And the 
ÌÅÄÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈ×ÁÙ ×ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄȢ 7Å ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÃÁÍÐ, cooked dinner; it 
rained. Who actually wants to sit down and enjoy dinner anyway? We rang out 
for our first forecast of the trip, and not much had changed. The big front was 
coming slightly later and it would shower before that and a bit a bit after that, all 
good, would be too hot if it were sunny any way right? 

The next day was a long one and it was supposed to shower a bit. But we 
woke to steady rain, packed up and I told the others they were in charge of stops 
today. I ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÒÕÓÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎȦ We headed along the ledge 
and round to Stag Pass, which involved bushbashing off a ledged bluff system, 
just inside the trees. Sure beat the scrub though! On top of Stag Pass was 
miserable weather, so no view, no thoughts of climbing Little Red Mountain, just 
keep walking. Just above Rata Stream, we had a pause and Katherine had some 
lunch. Then we found a green rock, which then broke apart to reveal fibres. We 
had found asbestos! Getting on to the spur of decent between Rata Stream and 
Kea Stream was a good time - asbestos makes great scree and the rain was 
keeping the fibres on the ground.  



 
The Pyke River Valley in rain ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 
 

Soon we were at the Pyke, and predictably it was running high, so we set 
ÏÆÆ ÂÕÓÈÂÁÓÈÉÎÇȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÓÐÏÔȢ 
About 20 mins later we spotted a swimming hole. Maybe we could swim the 
river? We found our way around and down the edge of the bluff to it and began 
sorting out how we would keep everything dry while swimming. ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ 
keen on getting any more wet than I was so I bushbashed a further 20m and 
found an ok crossing right where the swimmiÎÇ ÈÏÌÅ ÅÎÄÅÄȢ 7ÅÔ ÓÈÏÒÔÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭs 
ok can deal with those! Finally on the correct (and right) side of the river, but the 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÅÁÓÉÅÒȢ 7Å ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÁÐÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×Å 
assumed to be marking the start of the route up to Simonin Pass, so plunged into 
the bush only to lose it immediately and pop out of the bush into the wonderful 
boulders some distance from ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÒÏÕÔÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÇÅÎÄÁÒÙ ÕÌÔÒÁÍÁÆÉÃ ÂÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȢ 
Fantastic red boulders with an outstanding grip profile, but also a high 
ÐÒÏÐÅÎÓÉÔÙ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÄÁÍÁÇÉÎÇ ÓËÉÎ ȬÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÒÁÍÐÉÎÇ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÃÈÅÅÓÅ ÇÒÁÔÅÒÓȭȢ 
"ÕÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×, maybe the damp atmosphere the 
boulders were also extraordinarily slippery. This made for careful progress of 
about 600m per hour and some unintentional blood loss, including chaffage. So 
there we were, scrub, mist and ultramafic boulders. Then it got dark. Out came 
the head torch, and the GPS. Eventually around 11pm we found ourselves on top 
of the rock bivouac symbol on the map, but no rock bivvy. Just as we were about 
the give up we found a massive cairn in the middle of a clearing. That had to be it 
right?! It is surprising how big a small boulder can look by the light of a head 
torch and just how much a tree can resemble a boulder. We had so many eureka 
moments spotting boulders around that clearing only to be crushed as we 
approached closer. By 11.30 we were truly disheartened and set about finding 
the dry patch of said swampy clearing to camp on. At 11.35 we crawled into the 
tent and had lunch. 11.35pm that was.  



 
Penzy on an island in Simonin Stream calling Max to find out when its going to stop 
raining ɀ Lydia McLean 

 

 
Simonin Rock Biv water supply ɀ Penzy Dinsdale 
 
 We woke to rain. Forecast rain, but rain nonetheless. I got up and went on 
a long enough search for the bivvy to get the others worried about me before 
heading back towards camp in the glum realisation we would need to head for 
the camping just below Simonin pass, hoping it was less swampy, and sit out the 
storm in our tent. On a wild whim I checked out a patch of bushes on my way 


