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EDITORIAL

It certainly does not seem a year since I wrote the Editorial for the last
Christmas Number, but the calendar, like the camera, never lies, so it must be.

Since then we have wiped off the debt on the Bluegum Forest, and that lovely
tract of land is safe from destruction for all time.

Our new project, and one that is just as close to our hearts , is the preserva-
tion of the Garawarra aresa,

We could not with equanimity think of a promenade and week-end cottages, with
attendant motor cars and rubbish, at Era or Burning Palms, so, by steady perseverance,
we induced the powers-that-~be to see our point of view, and have made a start, "end a
good start, too," with 1,300 acres,

Most of the hard work in this connection was cheerfully done by Joe Turner, to
whom our warmest thanks are due.

Now that the holidays are coming, lots of you will be taking on trips ranging
from a few days to several weeks, and I am sure many of these will be well worth
writing up for the ‘February issue of "The Sydney Bushwalker "

A party of girls, including two members of the publishing committee, will
shortly be sailing for Tasmania as the guests of our friend and fellow-walker,
Mary Harrisson, and will not be returning to Sydney till the end of January. As one
of these fortunate folk, I shall not be here to worry you for contributions, but am
handing this office over to Dorothy Lawry and Jean Trimble, so please be kind to them,
and let them have all articles in plenty of time for publication, Reports of
Anniversary week-end may be given to me any time after 29th. January.
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It does more; while up, it goes up and down several times, as you will discover when
you finish the climb up the Knife Edge. Unless you have been there, you will hardly
credit the diversity of scenery that mountain packs into its small compass - asbout

2 miles by half-a-mile, plus a spur rumning out at right angles for about a mile,
There are tree-clothed tops, and scrubby tops; steep gullies and enclosed valleys;
swamps and rumning creeks; steep slopes, spurs, and sheer cliffs; camping caves, and
one small but beautiful fern glen,

While I know of three lots of permanent water on Mt.Solitary, I agree with Mr,
Maxwell that it would not be really safe to count on any of them in, say, a hot, dry
February. Still, from about April to January these creeks can be depended upon,
specially the one in the large, enclosed valley that we call Singajinglewell, The
flat, silted-up floor of this valley provides plenty of camping space if the cave
should be occupied by another party,

And, then, the sheer cliffs that well this "Happy Hwnting Ground"! One par-
ticular spot we named "Squirm Cliff" for an angle made it possible to see the face
of the rock (a chinless one) and to look down to the trees below made the hackles
rise and the marrow in our backbones squirm. At another spot Wilbur reckons the
sheer drop at 800 ft. for they took a rock the Bize of his head, dropped it over and
timed it, and it powdered when it hit a tree 10 seconds later - and broke off a
branch twice as thick as his arm.

I haven't yet climbed to the top of that sheer cliff you see from Katoomba -
the one just east of the big "V' cleft - but some day I hope to, for the view from
up there must be marvellous, Though the back is steep but not sheer, that cliff
from the bottom of the V up is just an upturned knife<blade, for a creek flows west
behind it for about Z-mile and empties out through the cleft, Where it turns in
the cleft is only about 30-yds. to 50-yds. from the edge. Some day - who knows
when, tomorrow, or a thousand years hence? - that piece of Mt.Solitary is going to
fall offf; and then there will only be two lots of permanent water, and the thirsty
climber will have to go right to the sastern end of the mountain to get a drink!

You photographers above all, when you go, give yourselves lots of time; take
lots of film and gadgets; and pray hard for misty mornings snd fine days, Then
you'll get some wonderful "shots", -- and even better memoriest

D.Lawry.
"BARRINGTON TOPS"
(Concluded) by Jean Austen,

After a very satisfying lunch with the Capereros we helped in the kitchen and
played & little with the babies. It was a hard job breaking down their shyness,
but we succeeded at last and took some pictures of Daphne and her very large Teddy
Bear, Time was flying, so we bid our host and hostess adieu and promised to pay
them another visit later, We waded across the river for the last time and passed
on up the hill to Eelehear's., As we arrived in sight of the house on the top of
the rise we saw Bgrtha at the wash-tub at the back of the house, We coo-oed and
there was much excitement. They made a fuss of us and were greatly relieved to
see us safe and sound. Bertha went to the telephone and passed the news over that
the "women" were safe and in one piece, They were greatly perturbed on hearing of
our night in the Bush and thought we were rather wonderful if a little mad.

These people, that is, the women folk, seldom go beyond their own or their
neighbourts kitchen. Bertha Kelehear is looked at askance by the others because she
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rides with her husband over the hills occasionally. She or he takes the boy on the
front of the saddle and the girl has her own pony. She also rides over the range
alone to visit her people on the Allyn.  She also helps on the farm.

Keith set about fixing a camp spot for us wnder some lovely Casuarinas down on
the flat by the river. He already had a supply of wood in for us. We had our tea
at the house that night. They gave us eggs, milk and creem, in fact anything we
needed. We had a lovely spot - the Casuarinas are covered with mistletoe and
there are thousands of small birds in this spot; we had our home in a veritable
aviary and it was just glorious ip the morning with these birds flitting and

twittering above and around us. The little pigs - there were 16 babies - came and
inspected us and were very charming at a distance, but ran squealing when we made
advances. We had a very pleasant four days here and rode sbout a littls, went for

the mail wnaccompanied on horseback.

We had e thrill on Sunday when we visited Capereros again., We took only one
horse on which to cross the river, Afternoon tea was served in the Sitting room
from a lovely Dresden teaset, The appointments were very charming and would have
done credit to any city hostess. Mrs, Capererok spent sme years in Sydney.
Returning at dusk Peter brought his horse, a lovely animal named "Game Boy". Peter
is one of the crack riders of the district and he looks after his horse and keeps it
well groomed. After transporting the party in relays across the river, DPeter took
his little girl on his saddle in front. She clung with her arms around his neck,
and they made a fine picture as they went dashing over the boulders in the river bed
three handsome snimals, and I shall never forget the joy on the face of the child as
she clung to her father. We expected to see them crash at any moment, but these
horses are very sure-footed over the boulders.,

I was given the privilege of riding home. We had been presented with a rabbit,
and I had it in one hand and started off up the hill. My horse, as is the way with
horses, on finding his head towards home, made his own pace and found his own place
on the road, He chose the very outside edge overhanging a very steep bank, and
after about 50 yards I had dropped the rabbit and wes wondering how soon I should
follow it. We flew up the hill. I clung on somehow and we came to a stendstill at
the gate., I fondly imagined I had guided him thence, and after a few breaths I
gathered up some more courage and opened the gate, and off again went the horse
towards the stable, which is situated, like the house, on the top of a high bank.

The river is & long way below, across a flat, I had visions of galloping or sliding
down this bank, and tugged hard on the reins; the horse in his surprise almost sat
down, and I really don't know how I stayed in the saddle. I did my best to assurse
the horse that I was not nervous, but always arrived in that manner, end dismounted
with as much dignity as I could muster, and found great lengths of turf ripped up
where we had skid.,

The rest of the party arrived and were surprised to see that the horse and I
had errived together. There was great laughter at the sight I had presented flying
up the hill and much chaffing at the evidence of my panic in the torn-up turf. How
was I to know that the horse always gallops over to the stable and would on no
account have gone down the bank? These horses know a mug and I believe he enjoyed
the fright he gave me.

There came some visitors one night to play cards. Anice sat in but I have no

* fancy for cards so played on the piano. Bertha's sister who was staying there is a
very keen player and they had a wild night. One day Bertha came with Anice and me
for a riding trip up Boonabillae Creck to the edge of the Brush., We took our lunch
and Anice and I bathed in the usual style and hed hardly clothed ourselves when we
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met onec of the neighbours who had been up in the Mush cutting nettles off the track;
he was rather disconcerted at our scant attire, and we hoped that Bertha's reputation
would not suffer in consequence, We gathered orchids, ferns etc. for a rockery I
had promised to build for little Aylsa. The horses objected to the flapping stag-
horns on the way home and I almost had another thrills Anice usually rode "Tommy",
Aylsats pony. He was a knowing old fellow and behaved badly mostly, and would stop
half way aoross the river at the orossing and Anice had a worrying time of it.

The night before wo planned to leave, we had a message from Mr. & Mrs. Ninness:,
Bertha's parents, who live on the Allyn River, to come and spend a few days there on
our way home, As we had decided to call on Mrs. JoIiffe, an 0ld friend who had been
good to us on our previous trip with Mouldy, we arranged to walk down the Paterson
end cross over the Range at Mt. Rivers where Mrs. Jolliffe lives. Ivy, Bertha's
sister, was to ride home across the range higher up at Carrobolla.

We left early in the morning and had called at the Post Office to say good~bye
and were out on the road again when we heard wheels on the road and looking back saw
a lovely waggon coming towards uss This must be Peter, so we decided to be polite
and open the next gate, so we hurried thence, Not being at all uppish on a hard
road and a hot day, we gratefully accepted Petert's 1lift, as it was about 15 miles to
Mt. Rivers. We climbed sboard and had a marvellous daye. Peter told us of his
parent®s’ pioneering days and the hardships he and his brothers had endured taking
produce and oranges to market 25 miles along the river to Gresford, before the road
was made and there were many, many more crossings. These people have my deepest
admiration. These people I have mentioned are all descendants of old Oliver
Jolliffe who settled at the junction of the Paterson River and Boonabilla Creek,
cleared the bBush and dbuilt his home. '

It was very amusing to sit high up on the front of the waggon, on a seat which
was too high to allow our feet to touch the floor, and at each urge given by the
driver to the horses, we were almost thrown off., We saw a bull who was a "mad bull"
and I was very thankful we were not on the ground near him; he was telling another
superior looking bovine in no uncertain menner that he disapproved of the way in
which he encouraged his lady friends to hang around that portion of the field.s I
fency he was lucky there was a fence between him and the subject of his wrath, as he
was very young and about half the size of the other,

At midday we stopped and Peter took the horses out of the waggon while Anice
and T made a fire and some tea. We had a nice lunch by the river. The road follows
the river all the way, and it was a delightful trip winding along and across. The
Paterson is a very twisty river end we made many crossings. We passed Mr. Bird's
farm and I was reminded of the time when Ernie, Mouldy and I were invited up by the
master and we found ourselves not quite so welcome, Mr. B, had asked us for tea
and to spend the night, but his lady is a shy quiet little soul and the sight of my
very short white shorts and sleeveless shirt left her absolutely speechless. 1In
fact it was not umtil that occasion did I ever realise that I had legs, but I
certainly beceme conscious of them that evening, so I chose a safe subject and
talked of my home and mother, and the dear lady thawed on finding that I was an
ordinary daughter after all, I made such good headway that before we left I had
been shown the pantry and store of preserves etc., and invited to come up after tea
when we "got some clothes on,"

We ocollected some milk and tomatoes and departed for the River, where we had
our tead and "dressed" and returned for a formal visit. But to return to the
weggon. We arrived at Mt, Rivers at about 4,30 and were given a very warm welcome
by Mrs. Jolliffe, We stayed the night there. Mrs. Jolliffe lives here with a
meid, and her husband spends most of his time at the old homestead with his sons
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drawing timber for the mill, Mrs. J. is a Londoner who came to the Paterson as a
young bride and chose a spot in the bush to be cleared for the home. 'Their
youngest son Colin and his family now occupy the house., We said good-bye and
thanks to Peter, the 1lift had saved us a day.

Next day after lunch we set off over the range to find Nimness' farm, had much °
fun talking of the queer ways of the people and the strangs accent they have develop-
ed, We found we had almost lost our identities, as I was as much Mrs. Duncan as
Mrs, Duncan was Mrs, Austen., It was a good climb with a lovely view from the top,
of the Paterson winding away amongst the hills and the road peeping out occasionally.
This part of the river is more closely settled and we saw several farms from the top.

Nimmess' place is nestling immediately under the p01nt where we crossed over,
and as we slid and ran down the last ridge we saw Ivy runnlng homs. She had left
Bertha's in the morning a day after us and we arrived together. Another warm
welcoms. Mrs. Ninness is a big lovely mother who mothers all and everybody. They
are a large family and very devoted to one another. We spent a long week-end here
and had more riding and much enjoyment in lots of ways, I was delighted when
Mrs. Ninness complimented Anice on her ability to speak our language after € years
residence in Australia end assured us very seriously that she could understand
Anice quite well. We lived on pork and eggs here - Anice had lost her vegetarian
outlook for the time being. Mr. Ninness drove us to West Maitland and we caught a
bus to Newcastle where we had several hours to fill in, So we gave the Newcastls
rosidents a treat in our knickers. I nearly bought a fight on the beach.,

We inspected Nobby's and the southern end of the beach as well, Caught our
train to Sydney and thus ends a most varied walking trip and one of the most enjoy-
able, I can thoroughly recommend the Allyn, and Paterson Rivers for hospitality
and beauby, with the Barrington Tops for solitude and mists.

ERA

- In her article on Mt. Solitary Dorothy Lawry refers to it as being "on the map."
For the information of those who were not present at our 6th. Annual Concert or the
repeat performance, I am giving below the words of our latest song hit, which will
explain the reference.

"Put me on the train for Era,

Pack me on the train for Era.

Era by the ses,

That's the place for me,

Put me there and I shall be

As happy as can be.

When I leave my work behind me,

Thatts the place where you will find me.

ThEs™ placesis on the map,
But I dontt care a rap,
For Era's just the place for me,"
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"01d Billy - battered, brown and black,
"With many days of camping,

"Companion of the bulging sack,

"And friend in all our tramping."

- J.L. Cuthbertson,.

What better wish could walkers have than that they might
continue to be on good terms with their billies? And so
Paddy's wish to all Bushwalkers is:

May your Billy continue to be -
"companion of the bulging sack
and friend in all your tramping"
this Christmas and in 1934,

And turning to mundane things, Paddy would remind you
that a visit to his place might solve some of your gift
problems, and of course you know where to go for last minute
odds and ends for yourself.

Concerning gear generally, Paddy has laigd up good stocks
aof tents and rucksacks, groundsheets, capes, billies (tin and
eluminium), tucker bags, tent pegs, Nally mugs, butter jars,
buckets, billy bags, frying pans, sleeping bags, shirts, shorts,
hats, dried vegetables, maps, cord and a1l the other odds and end:
of camping.

"BUSHVALKING AND CAMPING" is the title of a new booklet
dealing with camping from the walkerts point of view. It is
written by Paddy with contributed articles by "Mouldy" Barrison,
Bob Savage, Myles Dunphy, Dot Lawry and R.H, Graves,

It contains a specimen gear list and food lists for
different periods. It is profusely illustrated, It should
prove of interest to old hends as well as beginners in walking,

The price is 64,

F.A. PALLIN,

321 George Street,
(Opp. Wynyard Stn.)
SYDXN EVY.

Phone: B 3101.
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A 2EQUETL.
After reacding the gdventuresof Ay-noo-mem. I'm minded to relate a tale of
wonders, the experiences of Anole-mem and Doc-mern.

Anole-mem and Doc-mem had arrived a3 the age of respensibility, so on the fifth
evening of the fortieth week of the year 19323 taey shouvidered their burdens of
raiment and victuals, and That-Which-Was.-Their-House, and left the houses of their
fathers, That night they travelled far, by verious means, and in the company of
three others of their tribe, wtil arriving a% ‘the Port of Tat~com-nah, (yowr pardon,
Barney ), they forthwith eadeavoured to gain further courage at the house of Falling
Waters. Strengthened somewhat they fared forth into the deluge, disguised as

camels by large cOvVersS.

In this wise did they proceed, wmtil in the late hours they did arrive, after
puch arduous travel, at the ruins of an old public house, Here they pitched
Thet-Which~Was~Their -House, and fell into a troubled sleep, Early on the sixth day
they did weke to prepare food, with all the customary rites; then in the silence
£het was their custom dif they partake of their preparations. With the first
quarter of the sun they did take up their burdens agein and marched for many leagues
through the silent valley and over verdant hills till they came to Black Pot's Ridge,
where Anole~mem and Doo-mem, being fleet of foot, did leave their companions end did
come to a river all swollen and turbulent. sTwas here they awaited their slower
brethren and found that the copious flood bore the name of Cocks River,

The sun was in the zenith, indicating that 2 meal was necessary, and they fell
upon their supplies 1like hungry men, When they a:d recover from the orgy, That-
Which-Was-Their-House was erected against the threatening of the elements, and they
dad then go about the business of conquering “the torrential flood, Anole-mem,
Doo-mem and Anon-mem did succeed., How, I wili relate.

Anon-mem, being 2 man with a middle of iron, d4id brave and conquer with the aid
of @ steely wire, Anole-mem and Doo-mem did fight with all the skiil and agility
they did possess. Many times did Anole-mem mescue Doo-mem from the clutching flocd;
by the aid of a long stick did he drag her out of the very teeth of the waters; and
as many times it took their combined efforts to reach yet another islie of safety,
£i111 they did reach the farther bank all dripping end exultent.

_ Elated by their prowess they gambolled and sported up through mellow fields,
amid abundant nettles, and along granite gorges of Lit tle River, till the approach
of darkness drove them to retrace their steps. Anon-mem again breached the steely
wire, while Anole-mem and Doo-mem crossed the raging torrent once again by employing
feats of balancing on fallen logs, and by prodigious labour did they regain That-
Which-Was~Their-Housc.

Early on the afternoon of the sixth dey did another member of the tribe join
them, providing an abode for the, till now, homeless ones. The drying of raiment
and the preparation of the evening meal made their harem a hive of industry wntil
darkness fell upon them. Then did the elements vent their wrath upon the intruders,
belching forth much water. But of such stoutness was their equipment that Anole-mem
and Doo-mem and their brethren did enjoy a sound sleep for many hours, even until the
noon of the seventh dey, when they did arise much refreshed. They did then cast off
much spare raiment, emerging from That-Which-Was~Their-House like descendants of
Apollo. Still the heavens wept, but Anole-mem and Doo-mem fared forth, following
the banks of the turbulent river until they saw & mighty torrent join forces with the
Cocks River. !Twas the river of Henry., Intrepidly did these two breast and again



-9~

conquer the mighty Cocks, until they were on the banks of the Henry.

Here they did again gird up their loins and venture into the treachery of the’
roaring wabters, fighting the strength of the tide wtil at last they did find them~
selves on the other bank, exhausted, '~ The gorge did then get narrow, so by the aid
of fallen trees they did oross and re-cross the waters and did travel most labor-
jously along the hazardous sides of the torrembuntil sheer walls made them relin-
gquish their exploration. Wherefore they did turn and retrace their footsteps until
the tumult of water meeting water did assail their ears. Great was their rejolicing
when again. Anole-mem. end Doo-mem did stand on the home side of the Cocks. Here they
did consult with the prophets and did decide to follow the Cocks river until a cer-
gain time, which did permit of them to return to That-Which-Was-Their-House ere
nichtfalls, On and on did they go, sure of foot, through the darkness of forests and
over large outcroppings of rock, the flooded river making them climb high along the
mowntain sides; many times were their lives in peril, and they were only saved by the
grace of God and their own agility. Thus did they travel until the noise of, and
then the creek itself was before them. 1t was the Creek of the Morning Meal.
never had Anole-mem or Doo-mem seen it so, and great was their wonder. The hours
were passing and they had to make 2ll haste to return. Again, through the leafy
darkness and over the treacherous bluffs did they clamber and, with the fall of dusk,
did come in sight of the glowing embers of cooking fires, and their brethren at task
with the evening meal.

Then did Doo-mem don fresh raiment, and turn to the cooking fires, to put forth
all her skill in the preparing of a toothsome dish with which to appease the pangs of
hunger. Ravenously did they gorge themselves and then did cast forth the silver
sating dishes and compose themselves to rest.

Early on the morning of the eighth day did they rise. Beneath large spreading
trees they did bathe in the river and anoint their bodies in sweet smelling wnguents,
Wherefore they did then go each to his separate tasks, Doo-mem to drdy spere raiment,
Anole-mem to dismantle That-Which-Was-Their-~House, and ere the sun had risen a quar-
ter Anole~mem and Doo-mem and their brethren bade farewell to the home of happy
memories and did march along the banks of the river towards its source until they did
come to a ruin smeng large trees. Many times they were almost hurled jnto the flood
and did skate much upon their extremities over slimy granite.

Valiantly did Doc-mem, after a short rest, attack the long weary hills; Anole-
mem being a man, did cover much ground with his long limbs, and did pass Doo-mem,
while their brethren came slowly but surely behind them. At length, as the sun
reached the zenith, Anole-mem and Doc~-mem came to a small house of worship in a
large valley. Here they didst put down their burdens and regale themselves with a
strong potion while they awaited the rest of the tribe. One by one came their
brethren, and when the last had come Anole-mem gavest them of the strong potion and
they were much refreshed. They did then consume a1l that was left of their deple~’
ted stock of food and did take up their burdens for the last time and did traverse
again over green hills and through leafy glades till they did come again to the
ruins of the 01d Public House. Here did Ancle-mem and Doc-mem leave their brethren,
going by way of Glen Nelly, their brethren preferring the Haunt of the Evil One.

Through the darkness of leafy caverns, over stony hills, splashedby lsaping
waterfalls, trudging through running streams, did they climb ever upward, till a
wondrous scene came before them, and they did see large mountains and deep valleys
overhung by gathering storm, and they did stand in awe at the beauty of it till the
deluge did make them tramp back to a civilised world.
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Like large camels they did come again to the port of Kat-oomebah, where
hey did proceed to enwrap themselves in fresh dry raiment, and did then foregather
t the house of Falling Waters. While they were at feast, a strange apparition
ike unto a fish did come before them, putting a large fear into their hearts, but
ore of their brethren camest, camelwise, and Soshul Sek did allay much fear, A
ire-consuming steed did carry them back to the town of their forefathers, and they
1d take leave of each other, each going his separate way to begin many days of
eary toil. ‘

Thus endeth the tale of Anole-mem and Doo-mem.

EIGHT HOUR DAY HOLIDAY TRIP

29th. Sept. to 2nd. October 1933,
(From the diary of Chas. Pryde.)

Morrie, Fred and I had decided some time ago to have a trip, but wntil recently
nothing definite was settled, but we thought of going to Blackheath, Blue Gum Forest
end around somewhere, but final arrangements were made eventually and food lists ete,
mede out. We plamned to get the 7.15 p.m. train on Friday night, and I got to the
platform in very good time (about 6.35) and tried to keep two other seats. At 6.45
Morrie came a-long and we had an argument about going, as the weather for the last
couple of days had been bad and there was 2 prospect of it lasting. We went to the
barrier and the three of us talked across it - to go or not to go. However, to
decide, we tossed, and to go won. Then there was a scramble as the other two had
not brought their packs along, so Morrie rushed for a taxi and went to his office
for them while Fred got their tickets. We saw several membersof S.B.W. and other
walkers and hikers, and had a few words with some of them. Got seats luckily to-
gether about 7,10 although there was a good crowd on the traine A little man
opposite me was interested in our packs and asked me if I "Jmew the road to Babylon."
Afterwards he explained that that was a North of England seying. Fred got into
conversation with a girl in the corner beside him who smoked cigarettes and had
coloured nails. Next to Morrie was a young fellow in a corner who played patience.
Morrie had been working almost continually for 36 hours and had a short sleep while
I worked out a cross-word puzzle. The patience man saw us watching him and sugges-
ted playing Euchre or 500, and told us he was spending the week-end at Leura with
four girls, and gave us some details of his family history. Getting up on the
mountains there was a very thick mist. At Katoomba the train nearly emptied. At
'Blackheath Morrie snd Fred changed into bush wear and packed their own clothes into
a port which I took to the station master's office and asked for permission to stay
in the waiting room over night, as it was such dirty weather outside. This was
kindly granted. There was a bit of a2 fire there that we soon improved, and after
some supper all stretched out on the floor and slept between the trains. It was a
scrappy sort of sleep, but we were warm and dry.

Sept. 30th. (Saturday):

Left Station aboub 6.30 a.m., and went about 13 miles along road where we had
breakfast smd a wash. COreatirouble getting a fire going, as all the wood was so
wet, Sun trying to break through mists. Morrie went back to get some food stuffs
and when he returned we really started on our trip. Out to Evan's Laok-Out leaving
our packs at the top of Neat's Glen. Visibility very poor and the light no good
for a photo. Fred maintains that some of the points on the sun dial are wrongly
marked., Neat's Glen looked very pretty with ferns and trees so fresh and clean
after all the heavy rains. Plenty of water in the creek and dripping from the
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rocks overhead. At the junction with the Grand Canyon I nearly got 2 ducking
through losing my balance on a rock. I had not been through the Canyon before,

and was much impressed with the curious formations, It's really a canyon within

a canyone. Some wonderful ferns and tree-ferns. Very wet in parts and plenty of
drips from overhead. Fred and I each got a couple of photos. We again had a
terrible job in getting a fire going for lunch, but eventually got the billies
boiled. A party we'd seen on Evants’® Lookout passed, There were occasiohal
glimpses of sunshine, and we thought the sun was making a big effort to stay out.
Bsauchamp Falls were a magnificent sight. From here on the travelling was good:

We made camp on & nice grassy flat about 4 p.m., I changed my wet shoes and socks
end went down to creek for a wash and some water, and slipped in, so had to sit
before the fire to dry out. Then Fred slipped in the creek, and Morrie says he had
a swim and lost his soap. Had a good big camp fire and sat at it until about 9 p.m,
Morrie had his mouth organ going and Fred and I sang.

October 1st. (Sunday):

Through the night I was wakened by something moving over me oand I soon wakened
the others. By torchlight we saw it was a little bandicoot which got quite as big
e scare as we did, It was raining pretty steadily then (2.30 a.m.) and at daylight
was still at it and looked very dirty. We argued until about 8.30 about what we
would do, without coming to any decision, so Fred turned out and after a big struggle,
in which he used a number of "Meta" blocks, and got 2 sheet of bark and the centre
wood of some sticks, got a fire going and made breakfast, As he got wet he grad-
ually discarded one garmeht after another until --. Three fellowd bound for the
Blue Gum Forest passed us about 1 otclock. We had some more arguing about one thing
and another, and then played cards until about 1.30 pem., when Morrie and I told
Fred there was no sense in us all getting wet, and that he had best get lunch going,
which he manfully did. Argued and slspt through the afternoon, and then Fred made
tea about 5.30. The creek is up about 18 inches since last night, Turned in at
¢ with the rain still coming steadily down.,

October 2nd. (Monday):

All slept well through the night and there was no excitement. While I made
breakfast Morrie built a huge fire to dry out our things. Got on the way about
9 a.m. and left our packs at a cave at the junction of Govett's Leap Creek, and went
on down to the Blue Gum light. Met several parties on the way. The rain had
stopped and the sun broke through. All were delighted with the trees and got
several photos. Whep back at the Junction we had lunch and then at 2.15 p.m.
Morrie left us, as he wanted to catch a +train about 4,30, of which more later,

Fred and I took it easily up the glen and admired some of the view spots and got a
couple of photos of falls. The main Govett's Leap Fall was very fine, with a good
flow of water coming over and drifting about like smoke, Fred was in very bad
form and at times could hardly make the grade, particularly up some of the steps
and ladders near the top.

Whilst near the big ladder there was some very vivid lightning and heavy
thunder right overhead, and the valley got inky black. We wondered how a man and
woman we'd seen well down the glen were getting on. The mist was driving up the
valley against the cliffs like great clouds., Just as we made the top rain started
in earnest, and we hoped some of the cars there would offer us a 1ift, but our luck
was out, One car, however, had a ribald crowd who tried to poke fun at us.
Changed in some bushes near main road and got to station at 5,35 and found Morrie
there, as he had just missed the earlier train. Fred and I went as far as Leura,
but broke the journey there to pick up the suitcase sent from Blackheath, but got
enother train 15 minutes later and had a carriage to ourselves. A big number of
hikers and bushwalkers beside others travelling. Coffee at Penrith and so to
Sydney after o good, although wet, trip.
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LITERATURE AND BUSHWALKING.

On considering such a subject the first thing that ceme to my mind was: "What
has literature to do with bushwalking?" but that, on senond thought, proved a foolish
guestion since literature has to do with everything that is of interest to man and
his correlative, woman. The question should have been "What has bushwalking to do
with 1iterature?" Decidedly nothing, since Clancy's mate who wrote with what looked
mighty 1ike a thumbnail dipped in tar, could quite possibly have made as good 2
Bushwalker , though not perhaps as interesting a companion, as the late Professor
Le Gay Brereton, that learned yet human Landloper.

Nevertheless, it is 2 fact that urbanised people who spend their leisure
exploring the great open spaces, develop a love for reading of the like experiemnces
,of other people and a desire to communicate their own experiences to others. It
may be an extension of the spirit of Good Fellowship, a sort of modern development
‘of the old letter-writing habit, whereby you tell your experiences, not to a favoured
'few, but to all who chose to read. (Note how many of the 0ld travel books were
first written as letters to friends!) Maybe, also, that the bush quiet of the
dayts end engenders meditation or, if you prefer it, thought, and so novel an ex-
perience in these hurried times demands recording.  However that may be, it would
soem that if every mon who runs may read, every man who welks must write.

Certainly there is now 2 definite literature of walking and at that no one can
oavil, but there is one demger in this conjunction of literature and walking, for
with so much talk it mey develop into a cult pursued by queer people not for itself
alone but in some weird worship of the Road, the Wind on the Heath or the Great Open
Spaces, whereby an unkind African poet said, was most likely meant the gaping mouths
of the farmers.

The world is too full of such fads, gquasi religions and obsessions already.
This simple life business can Yecome one of the most annoying of complexes.

If you would have 2 philosophy for your Bushwalking, then you will find it in
the concluding words of Goethe's "spprenticeship of Wilhelm Meister" -

"These Times were very good times only I cannot but smile o look at thee; to
my mind thou resemblest Saul, the son of Kish, who went out to gsesk his father's
asses and found & kingdom."

Life has that engaging quality of wexpectedness., We do not do half of what
we plenned but we do things of which we never dreamed, We arrive at wimagined
adventures by accidentel routes. 5o it is with Bushwalking. But do not think I
em belittling Bushwalking in comparing it to seeking for one's fathert's asses, Both
have this in common that they are good earthy occupations demanding clesr heads and
physical fitness; and when Bushwalking leads quite mexpectedly to an appreciation
of natural beauty a2nd the experiencing of new emotions and thence to 2 need to find
the perfect works to describe such beauty and to share those emotions with people
across seas nnd across time, then it has made one ruler over a kingdom where qme can
dwell with pleasure long after one's Jest Bushwalk has been taken, the kingdom of
Imagination and Books.

JUNIUS JUNIOR.

THE 1LOG OF THE "Joy".

H. CHARDON.

Final plans were made on Friday night 16th. December 1932, the meeting place
for the morrow being the Luggage Booking O0ffice at Central Station and the time
7,15 a.m. Tom arrived a bit late owing to =2 slight mishap with his car but still
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in good time to catch the 8.10 a.m. train to Tallong. The canoe was weighed with
'all due ceremony 2nd the freight (12/-) paid, then all aboard and away we went,
Seventeen glorious days ahead of us and not a care in the world,

Shortly after leaving Sydney we took an inventory of our gear to make sure
nothing was left behind. The axe, one pair of smd shoes and one toothbrush failed
to snswer the roll call. The axe we decided to dispense with as this was a summer
'trip but the other articles being indispensable had to be made good a2t Moss Vale,
During the ten minutes stay Tom did some high speed shopping whilst I laid in a
etook of eats for lunch.

Tallong wWas reached at 12,10 pem. without mishap and after a wait of a few
minutes our transport arrived in the form of Nr. Kettle's lorry. Mr. Rumsey had
arranged with him to meet us as he had to drive a party of cricketers round.

We hod one olose shave on the way out to the Lookdown when the stern of our
boat grazed the branch of a dead tree, Had the bough been two inches longer our
trip would have ended there. Tt gave us a sense of satisfaction to see our boat
and loose gear on the ground at the start of the trail down to Badgery's Crossing.
We felt that now the success or otherwise of the trip depended entirely on us.

Having paid for the lorry (8/—) we said good-bye to Mr., Kettle and went for a
walk out to the Lookdown. There is a marvellous view of the Shoalhaven Gorge to
be obtained from here, with the river a blue thread broken in places by short patches
of white which were rapids, Two thousand feet to the bottoml and the distance
barely two miles of rough track, :

We started the descent at 1.20 pem. It was hell carrying the cance and all oub
gear down that shaly slope, devoid of vegetation save for stunted gums and Burraweng
Palms., The first load consisted of our packs and the two kerosene tins of food.
This made on awkward as well as a heavy load but was nothing compared with the
awkwardness of the canoe. All possible ways of carrying were tried with little
success. Our arms were nearly breaking by the time we reached the gear, so we sat
down to think it over. It was at this stage that I was struck with a large idea.

I explained it to Tom and he thought it worth trying so we selected a suitable tree,
tore it down and commenced operations. The stern of the boat was rested in the
fork, the two sides of which were lashed along the gunwales of the boat., This left
the trunk of the tree poking out astern to act as a tail skid. A few more lashings
and we were ready for a trial, It worked!

The gear was now the hardest load and as the distance was covered the halts
increased in length. At length we reached the top of the final steep descent to
the river, We lay down and Tom immediately fell asleep. After resting for 2 bit
I set off alone with my pack snd the two tins and after a number of spells reached
the bottom utterly exhausteds I peeled off and waded out to the centre of the
rapid and lay in the cool bubbling water wntil in danger of getting 2 chill. While
drying off Tom hove in sight and on reaching me repeated my performance.

The time was now 5.30 and the boat was still halfway up the hill. Camp must
be made immediately if we were to get settled before dark and the canoe would have
to wait until to-morrow., There are some other folk camping down here, but as the
cemp site we eventually selected is some way from them we have not made their
acquaintance. Food was now the order of the day, after which we smoked a pipe and
turned in at 8,45 tired out and aching in every muscle,

Sunday - A dgy of rest - save for bringing down the canoe.

We set off at 10430 a.m. and reached the "Joy" at 10.556 fairly tired from the
climb. Fortunately the day is coolish with a fair wind blowing., A spell was
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celled and it was not wntil 11.10 that we commenced the descent. The tail skid
8till worked well although the trail was considerably rougher. Some very awkward
parts had to be negotiated and it was not wtil 12,26 p.m. that our boat floated for
the first time on the Shoalhaven River, We got aboard and paddled to the top of
the one and only rapid between us and camp. There not being a great deal of water
in the river, we had to disembark and float the boat through empty. The tail end
of the rapid seemed narrower and deeper so we had a go at it. We managed it
alright except for 2 minor graze on the gravel just at the last. Two hundred yards
paddling brought us to our camp which is situated in a beautiful little grove of
casuarinas a little way downstream from Badgery's Crossing.

The balance of the day was lazed away in the shade of the trees smoking and
talking, with a dip in the river to wake us up just before tea, The weather had
been perfect so far, bright sumny days tempered by a fairly strong cool breeze, with
white fleeccy clouds chasing one another across the azure dome of the sky. We intend
sleeping out to-night as there is now not a cloud in the sky and it is beautifully
cool in the shade of the trees. The flies are rather a trial but as there are no
sandflies or mosquitoes, we should consider ourselves lucky.

Monday -~ An early start after a good breakfast saw us facing the problem of
stowing ourselves together with our camping gear and a fortnightt's tucker aboard our
little twelve foot craft. Two attempts were made before we succeeded in stowing
the stuff so that the centre of gravity was sufficiently low for comfort. We went
aboard at 10 a.m. and headed away downstream., The day was perfect, a replica of
Sundeay, clear blue sky and warm sun,

The river proved to be a seriespbf peols anything up to 200 yds. long, }inked by
more or less short rocky shallows over which the water flowed with no 1ittle force.
Had the water been a few inches deeper our task of getting through the shoals would
have been ever so much easier. As it was however, much straining and grunting was
the invariable accompaniment to a passage through the rapids,

After negotiating the ninth rapid we sighted the tall rocky spire at the junc-
tion of Tallowal Gully and the Shoalhaven, The time was now about midday, so we
were on the lookout for a suitable spot for lumch. This we found on the right hand
bank after passing the next rapid. Lunch was soon disposed of and we were on our
way agein at 2.9 p.me At 2,50 we passed the mouth of Iron Pot Gully and after the
13th. rapid come to Tallowal Gully, We both remembered this spot, having been
there with Maurie Berry in October 1929, The spire previously mentioned is a
splendid landmark and is situated at the Junction and on the right hand banks of
both Talowal Gully and the Shoalhaven River., Two more rapids and we selected for
& camp 2 sandy beach just above the 16th. rapid.

The river from Tallowal Gully to our camp was mog¢ beautiful, especially when
Seen as we saw it with a low afternoon sun glinting on the stretches of broken water
end forming a golden pathway over the broad stretche@ of deep water between. Whilst
lazing in the warmth of an ample camp fire, I noticed what I thought to be a spark
on the ground sheet. When just about to brush it off, it went out. A second later
it flashed up again and again went out. I drew Tom's attention to the phenomenon
and got my torch. Our spark turned out to be an insect about the size and shape of
& small blowfly, and the flashing was coming from a yellowish white patch on the
underside of the abdomen. Later we found out that it was a firefly, one of the
stages in the development of the glowworm.

Tuesday - 10 2.m. saw us on our way egain, Three rapids in quick succession
then a deep, rocky pool. The rock formation at this point is rather interesting.
The strata on the left bank being quite horizontal, whilst on the right it is folded
out of all recognition. This nonconformity would seem to indicate that the river



























