























We met up again and proceeded down through
easier rapids and started to look for a suitable
campsite. Mike was chief campsite spotter and
eventually found a sheltered flat at Pyramid
Creek. As we pulled our heavy boats up into
the bush there was a series of loud high pitched
screams — Polly had stepped into a wasp nest
and got a number of stings. A sit in the river
and some antihistamine meant that she soon
came right. Tony ensured that our flies could
withstand a gale while Miriam made pasta and
sauce. It tried to rain but luckily it only

drizzled.
Day 3

By the time we'd had breakfast and packed up
camp, the rain started to get heavier. It stayed
like that for most of the day. While scrambling
4 with her boat through the bush, Miriam lost
Miriam on the first day. Photo: Alan Bell her drain plug. Duct tape came to the rescue

again!

We came upon a steep shallow chute with a partially blocked exit and decided to walk it — except for Robin who
ran it while we all watched and took pics. No worries! Ferris Creek rapid was the first named rapid of the day but
required only one real move. There were some nice
rapids down to Greys Hut where we stopped for lunch, a
welcome hot brew, and some time out of the rain. Greys
hut is due to be demolished by DoC, which is real shame
considering what an excellent shelter it provides for cold

kayakers.

The next rapid was Holy Shit. This rapid formed quite
recently and is aptly named. We ran the first half, and
then took the advice of previous parties, and got out to
scout. The lines were pretty obvious and not too tight —
much easier than those in the middle of Roaring Lion.
Holy Shit turned out to be serious fun with me rolling
twice and Miriam doing a neat kind of cartwheel move
at the bottom.

Just around the corner was Scarecase rapid and Graveyard
which we boat scouted, with Mike leading the way. After
a few more grade 3’s and some lovely wave trains we hit
the flats with the river gauge reading 1.14m. It was
around 5pm on Monday afternoon. Dreaming of hot
showers and dinner, beer and a game of pool at the Last
Resort, we paddled to the take out. Our descent was
complete!

Paddling on the earthquake lakes. Photo: Alan Bell,
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