Mount Sefton – A concise account
Monday 31 December

· Set off to climb Mt. Hooker with Jono and David. Was a long drive to the Haast/Landsborough confluence and the walk in along the four wheel drive track was rather uninteresting. Our packs were massive – wished I had a four wheel drive in typically lazy fashion.

· Wanted to cross the Landsborough river that evening and camp on the other side, but it looked quite high so we decided to camp beside it. David had some kind of alcoholic drink to share, but otherwise a remarkably uneventful way to bring in the New Year. Better though, than getting drunk in the octagon.
Tuesday 1 January

· The end of our Hooker trip: awoke early(ish) and cooked porridge (without burning it I might add). The sandflies were horrible, so we got packed rather quickly and attempted to cross the river. The water level hadn’t subsided much overnight and so the attempt was unsuccessful. David then informed Jono and me of a groin injury he was worried about and so we decided to head back to the car.
· We drew inspiration to go and climb Mt Sefton (3151m) from the classic peaks book that David had been hoarding rather than sharing with the rest of the club. We dropped him off to hitchhike back to Dunedin, took his lightweight tent and the one nice pair of club crampons and drove off to Fox glacier to look for a Mount Cook map (as the Landsborough map wouldn’t help much up the Copland valley). This was unsuccessful, but we did buy matches and a lighter (it would have been a crappy trip had we not) and beer to drink at the hot pools. We decided we could find a map at Welcome Flats Hut.

· We passed several parties walking up the track to the hut (making sure to speed up considerably as we actually passed them) and felt smugly superior, what with the snow stakes, ice axes and crampons hanging off the back of our packs. Got charged for staying at the rock bivouac, which sucked, but did get to borrow a map from the hut warden. 
· The weather forecast was for a front to come through early afternoon the next day and last until the morning of the day after. Decided the plan was to get up the ‘crux’ of the waterfall on Scotts Creek and set up tent above it, where we could comfortably wait out the front before proceeding.

Wednesday 2 January

· Nocturnal sandflies under the rock bivouac made for a crappy and unpleasant night. 
· Someone had placed a sling on a step at the bottom of our route up the waterfall on Scotts Creek. With our heavy packs on, what we would have found very straight forward became quite difficult. After that step though, getting to the top of the waterfall was just a matter of scrambling up, holding onto bushes and the like. We pitched it to make ourselves feel better, using slings around trees as runners.

· We kept an eye out for the forecasted front, but it never seemed to come, so carried on going up until we decided that there wouldn’t be too many places left to camp with running water. I had left behind the fuel (not the first, or last time I’ve done this), so we had to be extra careful to preserve what was inside the rather battered looking club coleman that we had brought along. Unfortunately this meant we didn’t get any cups of tea.

· The front was just beginning to come in as we were going to bed, several hours later than it ought to have.

Thursday 3 January

· What a crap day.

· Composed the famous milk powder song:

Milk powder, milk powder, 

You are my friend,

I put you on my muesli,

and eat you ‘til the end.

· Didn’t get out of our sleeping bags until about 3pm, when we had finally got sick of discussing various things, playing twenty questions and planning insane trips on the Mount Cook map within the confines of David’s small, one-and-a-half man tent. The weather wasn’t too bad, just miserable and wet. It cleared up though, at around 6pm and we made our plans to wake at 2am and summit the next day.

Friday 4 January

· Sleep was hard to come by as the day before had been spent doing absolutely nothing and I wasn’t tired at all. Come 2am though, I was just about ready to fall asleep. Fortunately Jono’s cellphone alarm failed to go off and I was able to get a couple of hours sleep before Jono woke me up, informing me it was 5am.

· We got going fairly quickly as we had packed the previous day and found that conditions were perfect for cramponing. Roped up for the Tekano glacier, weaving around the crevasses as we climbed the slope to Welcome Pass. Once we were over the pass and could see out over the Douglas Névé, the sun was well and truly up. Experiences like that – the great conditions, the awesome views, and the immense satisfaction, make the exertion all worthwhile.
· The crevasses on the névé all looked fairly intimidating so we decided to instead travel using the steep and exposed ridge following above it. This was a mistake, don’t copy us. We pitched the whole thing as we had not had much experience with that sort of exposure and with the softening snow, we were afraid of slipping to our deaths. The ridge flattened out below the final ridge to the summit, which was good. Decided on a turn around time of 1pm.
· Got up a shrund at the bottom of the ridge and began climbing using a leapfrog technique: Jono would hammer in a snow stake and belay me as I climbed up one rope length (50m) and when I came to the end of the rope, I would hammer in a snow stake and belay him up to me, then 50 further metres. We used this technique all the way to the top, despite patches of very hard ice which made the anchors we were using somewhat useless. Had to use ice axes firmly planted and holes dug in the snow to sit in for there to be any chance of stopping a fall. 

· In hindsight we could easily have just soloed up the ridge as it was not too steep, but at the time I was glad the rope was there, simply because I did feel somewhat out of my comfort zone in a way that I hadn’t when we had climbed Mt Aspiring earlier in the summer. This was mostly due to the sustained concentration required on Sefton, which had not been required so much on Aspiring (that north-west ridge had pretty much been a highway). It was also due to the lateness of the day – on Aspiring we had summited at about 6am, here it was already afternoon.
· Reached the summit at about 1:30pm, half an hour after we had agreed our turn around time would be. It was a pretty good feeling: the highest mountain I’d ever climbed and an incredible view down to Mt. Cook village, the Sealy range, and various other mountains, lakes and buildings. It was rather cold though, despite the clear skies and sun and it felt good that we would be able to begin descending and not have to worry about whether the decision we were making to continue was the correct one to make or not.
· On the way up, we had taken plenty of pictures of the Douglas Névé to help us with finding a route back along it. This was fairly useless as the picture on the screen was too difficult to use as a guide. Just played it by ear in the end, making jokes about why anyone would want to pay to go to Puzzling world when there were places like the Douglas Névé that could be crossed. 

· When we finally got back to camp, we were both quite exhausted by our efforts that day, but very satisfied. There was surprisingly enough fuel for dinner and cups of tea, which was good. Those colemans run off nothing.

Saturday 5 January

· No real rush to get going this morning. We abseiled down the higher of the two waterfalls on Scotts Creek, leaving behind a little sling that we had found on the rocks near the summit of Sefton, but didn’t leave anything behind on the lower of the waterfalls because of the abundance of gear that had already been left behind by other parties. 

· It was good to arrive at the hut and write in the hut book that we had been successful, putting us distinctly in the minority of Sefton attempts – one party had even left after us to climb Sefton but had failed to get up that first step on the waterfall. We also put our feet up, had a big lunch and then soaked in the hot pools and enjoyed the beer and rum that we had brought up.
· Jono was somewhat drunk on the walk out, which made for some interesting conversation for the first few hours. It was still a very boring walk though, a long and tedious 17km. I was very glad to finally reach the car and head off to begin the drive home.

· Because it’s such a long way to drive and we had already had a fairly long day, we decided to stop overnight at the camping ground in Albert town.
Sunday 6 January
· Before we got away the next morning, the owner came around and charged us for staying in the camp ground – bugger! Was good to finally get home though. In the end am not sure whether climbing Mt. Sefton was better than Mt. Hooker, but it was at least a few hundred metres higher and I’m quite proud to have done it.
