FIRST TRAVEL

THE

THERE ARE TWO rukes of traval that

| abide byt One, all calories consumead
offshoradan™t count, Two, forsign cumency
e nol ik like mine so spand it as
though Itis someones else's,

It i the first that sees me arve at
Quesenstowm ainport in Mew Zealand's
South Island carnying two boxes of fresh
Krispy Krema doughnuts, | arm in survivel
mode. Thrae days of trakding through
prehistoric wildemess in the rugged
Fiordlands of Hollyford Valley await me
and | have come prepared

| have baen reaching rmysal! for waeks,
a gruelling schedule of daily walks up and
cdown the urban hills of Sydney, latte in
hard, Walking has ahways been something
I do 1o get fo rmy car 50 some basic
training was definitety called for. Wearing in
one's brand new Ecoo trekking boots, | am

a2

Get your trekking boots on.
Pristine natural beauty awaits
just a hop across the Tasman on
New Zealand’s historic Hollyford
Track. By Rachael Dakes-Ash

told, iz a process that will bae appraciated
dawn the frack [pun intended).

QORAY FOR HOLLYFORLD

Thie Hellyford Track is sat in the Hollylord
Valizy, part of the Word Haritage-listed
Fiordlard Maticnal Park, Carved out

by marmmath long lost glaciers, today
the valley is ore of the anly placas in the
wiorld wherne ternperate rainforast anc
glaciers collide. As a result, the divarsity
of vegetation, wikllife and weather is
wvast, Dur trek will fake us from the Upper
Halhford River past waterfalls, lakes and

rarges o Marting Bay on the west coast.

Tha valley was first axplorad by

European adventurars in the 1880s.,
Giold miners and settlers followed, but the
izcdation of this valley meant they either
desartad or died. | am hopeng the same
won't ba said of me. Scottish descandant,
Cravey Gunn, settled in the valley in 1926
and was the first to take guided tours in
the aarly 19305, A complste madman,
ey 18 A lagend in thess parts for such
feats as sewing his torn scrotum back
together with nylon; rowing the 18
kilometres of Lake Mckerrow then trakking
up the river sangle-handed in under
20 hours 10 save victims of a plane crash
in 1836, and predicting his own death on
horseback in the hands of the rivar.

Cur own guide, Bard, has a touch of
thea Davay madman about him, Bard in
Celtic: means storytaller. Our Bard is &
great storyteller, he alzo has a hat fatizh
- sporting a rainbow-coloured crochet
number pulled down ow over his head.
Craspite his awa-inspiring stature (he's over
sl foct) and lumberack gait, the fashion
statement works.

T Tols =
‘Wi miet hirn in the early hours of
the marning on the private bues from
Cueenstown on day ona. The group is
small. Seven in tofal, eight including Bard.
All rmen, wihich makes me Snow White,
thiough they con't take kindly 10 the cheearf
refarance. There's Parky, a fifty-year-old
ackertising gurd from Wellington who
needs somea time out; Chirpy, a2 scle
trenedliar froem Sydney who works in PR
and g celstrating his guarar-cantury whils
on the trek; Limgy, an Australian banker
who hasn't wom in his trek boots; Smiley,
the Australiazn bankers pariner in crime;
Oledie, the wise senicr citizen trampes
from Mew Zealand who could carry us A
without breaking a sweat; and Alcy, my
mate from Cueenstown.

We start at the museum of Murray Gunn
(Cavey's BO-year-cld son) at the source
of the valiay. The mad gena must run n
the Gunn famibe Once Murray paintad the
wiord 'horse” on one side of his stalions






