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WAQRAGAMBA—WOLLONDILLY WEfq KEND u]ANDERINGb
By "Wombat"

Se§oﬁ570f‘tﬁ6"érticlpg dn-a.éélf—ekpiaﬁatpf§‘subject.“‘ .
PART II, WALKABOUT IN PARADISE, * - .~ . -+ : S

We have de-busseéd at Wallacia erecs more,:.and myl what a mix-up. |
There is one grand melee as a mob of Sunday hiking types, bound for.a N
big, tough weekend at Norton's Basin escape with our packs, ' Forthwith -
we holler out %o them about their mistake, and with the matter rectlfled Ry
start out down the hill, once more on the way to Silverdale - and goldl
On the bridge, we stop to change our clothes. All around is peace and
silence, the Sunday hiking types having been side~tracked by a wayside
¥iosk., We wish that we could have the moon which last week lighted our
path, but in its absence the Milky Way shines brilliant in the starry sky.

Of a sudden, there is a wham! crashl! and a roar, as a lorry comes
bolting down the hill, From both sides of the road we thumb our way
towards Silverdale, and as it rattles past we scream, "How 'bout a 1ift?"
The lorry lurches to a dead stop, the crashing dies down, and a voice
bellows, “"Whassat?"

"Goin! ter Silverdale, mate?"

"silverdale? fWhassat?"

B .But we are a wéke-up, 'cos we've seen "Silverdale" in greasy 1etters
on the truck Facetlously we reply, "Oh, way to biaaes back o'beyond "o

"Way to blazes, ‘eh? Tket 3 too far wi'out a drink. 'Ere: 'aVe a spof.”
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At first we gaze amazed, but when we see 'tis the good 0ld Corio Special,
we feel by duty bound to accept.

Well, what a nightmare! Five miles on the back of a truck that's
bueking llke a bronco on a crazy road, the the driver drunk at the wheel!
Lurch and crash, bounce and bash} lumme, can this vohicle buckl At freau:rt
intervals it stops, and the fast emptying bottle is passed back, Scon, it i:
found to be emvty., Ahal but this is no cause for dismay, for it is super-
seded by .a bottle of the dinkum oil, With his own hands, he made its
So we swill it like the he-men we are taken to be, and whew! it kicks like
a full-back and tastes like molten lava. It awakes us to the humorous side
of the circymstance: last week moonlight; this weck, moonshinel

The five miles takes an hour to do, and when eventually we arrive at
the village, Mumma ecomes ambling out to meet the late home-coming pappy. When
she secs he's stinko, she goes stinking on him, Undeterred, he rcalises that
woe must be just as hungry as he, and oplnes that we should come inside and
share his meal,

But we are still sober, more or less, and Mumma's still rather hostile
so we decline the offer. "Oh, woll," ho says, irrepressible to the ond,
"Hoar that music next door? There's a dance on at Resthaven and they're
short o! men., C'mon in, and I'll introduce y'round". Mumma intervenes and
he is dragged inside, more or less by the ear. We wander round to the back
door of Resthaven and lmrge in on the party. No need to ask where the dancing
girls are ~ they mob us as soon as we appear, Lusclous little bits of love-
liness. Boy o boyl what a time we have, , By mldnlght we realise the futility
of begging to be excused and merely fade into the night,

Full of the perspnallty of heroes, the next three miles takes but
five minutes to do, Singing is a foregone conclusion, We reach the Monkey
Ck-Warragamba junction in fine style, and before the wallabies have recovered
from their frlght, up goes the tent, out goes the fishing line, and into
bed we 80

(/’"\
\\/w@ NI

In the morning, we have to exert the full 451bs breaklng strain of
the line to haul in a 4 1b perch. Grand beginning; nothing going wrong this
weekend, At 7. 45 we are away, and off for the upper Gamba to seck the elusive
gold. Prior to this, all our enquiries about thc area have been met with the
answer that the going is rough and unpleasant, and not worth doingy even the
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Map gives it "Very Rough"-in two places,. Hence.our.surprise when we find
that this is not so. Up to. the Bend, which marks the end of the straight

and narrow gorged course of thd river, tho sides are steep and rocky, with
patches of serub, yet neverthelesthwo.milcs an, hour 1s quite possible,
Towards the end, we do strike somo  rough stbuff, but not enough to dampen our
spirits. Awparently the really tough section of the 'Gamba gorge is that
between Monkey Ck and the Nepean,; the reputation having 'spread to tho

whole river,

Towards lunch, we emergoc on greasy pastures, whore the river has Iri. &,
itself of the influence of the dam, the water is clear, and there arc rapids .,
@ here and there, We stop for lunch on a flat, shady pateh of gragsé the firat

possible camp sits since leaving Monkey ¢k, Whon we start in the afternoon,
 tho inner side of The Bend looks more nogotiable than the outer, 'so we cross

over at one of thoe rapids. Ron leads the way and suddenly goes waist decp

in a hole, However, the tobacco is up in his shirt pocket, =0 theré is no

great cause for sorrow, The further we go, the more apparent ‘it becomes that

we are going to find no bars stocked with gold, Only bar ‘of ‘which we are

sure is the pub at Upper Burragorang. :

Now on the right hand bank, we leave the river for a whilé, choosing’
s track which climbs away from it. Herc, we have excellent wiews of the
cliffs ahead, framed by the trees along the path, and when we enter the
last straight stretch of the !'Gamba, three miles from its birth at the junction
of the Cox and Wollondilly, we stand speechless (almost), gazing into paradise
on earth. By now, the valley is a mile wide, and though we' still-may stagger
from last night's Bacckanalian biliousgnéss, there is amplé réom f'or both of
us, Everywhere arc sloping grazing lands of brightest green, with ficlds
of corn, scattered farms, abandoned -fruit ‘trees, oucalypts and she-oaks;
bounded by mountain walls breached by intriguing, well-timbercd crecks,
Beyond all there is the distant valley of the Cox, past tho eond of which we
can see right to Narrow Neck itself., '

By now & thoughts of gold have gone and we nurse T4
our ghattered illusions (??) in silence, We eventually ,/j;f ‘}
realise that the reports I read were old ones, and the \hﬁﬁgfd-
district then known as Upper Warragamba is that now Py iu%”<<;§\
known as the Upper Shoalhaven and Wollondilly, necar 4&Zb>\lj%:~§y-
i Tallongl ' ’ 4;&&;if\
=7/
Here, tho lazing really starts. Oh, boy! thosc : \A\\Eb
T T

mushroomns, We wander along on grassy lawns, darting

from gidc to side as each new patch of fungus catchos

our eager eyes, Next come quinces, yellow and

delieious. We eat them walking and whilst we are

munching still, we came upon the figs! Scarce have .

these been introduced to our gaping gullets when we find the apples and
apricots, and the blackberriesl! The best have gone, but a quart billy full
in five minutes is deemed fair game, Pigs come trundling up to us, quite
friendly like, just offering themselves as pork; but we can do nothing
about them as we have no meat coupons,. ' : :



We come to a farm house and call out to a woman in the gardens"Hullo!"
"Bhi" sha cackles and starts to lobk‘roundvar.thevvoice.
"Can you tell us h;W far it is to .the Junction?®

She turns, and we both start visibly -~ a haggard old witch of about
9% with beady black eyes squinting down either side of a hawkish beak,
Toothless gums are visible in her gaping mouth as she regards us with a
staré of vacant incomprehension, "Eh?" : : x

MCan you tell us how far it is to the Junction?"

. The face betrays no sign of undorstanding; the squinting eyes stare
vacantly towards us, and the awful mouth gapes on. She regards us thus
for a full minute whilst we wait for the reply which staggers us: "What!d'ycy
thay i
We repeat. She gdzes at us for another minute and then volunteers the
information, "Long Way". : '

Eventually, by patient questioning we elicit the information that it'!s
a mile and a half and only a rough track, but we move off undaunted, She
shuffles after us as far as the fence - whether she 1s suspicious of our
motives, or concerned for our safety, we cannot say, but her frail voice
trails after us with oft-repeated injunctions to cross the river and go
along the other bank, We heed her not, ‘but follow the chttle pad on the
near gide, L %

We cross over at the Junction, and witch our tent on the grasses b% the aﬁ
three rivers, Tea is the next item on the agendai Blackberries —-delicious. ©
But what are blackberries without cream? At a farmhouse Just across the
Wollondilly, there are signs of milking in progress, so we meander over i

with threepence and a 1} pt.billy, Here may I digress to deplore the [}
stinginess of Lower Burragorang farmers! daughters., You know how irksoms

1s that breed of person who leaves about a 1" to spare when he 'fills!

your teacup? This lousy lassie leaves at least 11" of billy showing above

the cream, But we give her credit for not’ taking the threepence,

Coming back from a swim, I cast longing eycs upon the corn ficlds. The
temptation is too great; I wander over to procure -some of the golden cobs ~
they!ll be a magnificent prelude to breakfast.e When we have polished off
the blackberries and cream, we are as full as the proverbial tick, but
mushrooms are such a delicacy as compared with dehydrated veg - well, what
would you do? With groaning stomachs, we roll oursclves in the soothing dowr.

We awake in heavenj the green grass is wet with dew that glistens blue,
gold and orange in a bright morning sunj we arc ringed by grey and yellow
c¢liffs and headlands, splendid in the morning light, with the valley mists
rising steadily up their faces, o R e

Threo lines of exit face us: firstly along the road to Wentworth Fallss
secondly, back along the 'Gambaj or out through the Burragorahg via a bus
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Phish last night's farmer!s lass told us left Binlow at 10 a.m. Although we
don't like the idea of a morning bus, we havc scen enough of the 'Gamba, -
and Wentworth Falls is a damned lot of road work if no 1lifts eventuato.
Anyway, noither of us .have been into the Burragorang, although we have .-
gazed at it from afar- S0 we stert for Blnlow.‘j

Paradlse - paradlse unboundod. The rolllng flulds sparkle w1th tho-
dews greon, wooded slopes run up to the shadowed. walls of Burragorang -
Tableland and the: sun—golden wallemof Binlow Plateau ‘in a4 scone far more
beautiful than anytblng along fhe - Cox. Birdlife is hore in profu31on*;,‘
two cagles glare: At us from tha stark tinbs of a great’ gumg currawongs - .
flash their white f;scks among the foliage} thero are w111yﬂuagtalln' .
chirping evurywhere, and fantalls running ‘thoir fansy diamond sparrows. turn
their red tails to.the sun, whilst blue wrens and yellow-flnches ‘tweer from " ;
many bushesi Honey-eators and nuns add to,the’ myriadsi and where the ' ?'
road crosses the Wollond#lly, a crang flips lumbering-away;: Plovers call
from tho banks, and swallows -.varieties we have neverseen before - 1ine e
the fences, Oh, this can go on for hpursiy . :x: : Cee T

The persimmon troe is aquite a dellcacy,,after the figsg and when
its beo~farmer owner presses upon us somé pounds of:Honeycomb - my, my!}
for lunch! Mushrooms we gather still, but can find safe custody for about
only 31lbs each ~ tough luck, And so We come to Maxwell's at Binlow as the
bus is about to leave, laden with returning tourists, A murmur runs along
the seats as all eyes gaze upon our prize mushroom: at least oL 22n '
14" across (the mushroom has naw stoopod grow1ng‘— Ed).

After we geot g01ng, we - enouire of the driver 1f there is anoth r bus ;
in the afternoon, There is, so we pile out and start walking again, For two |
hours, we laze on the grassy banks of the rivery we swim, we eat black-
borries, and we sw1m agaln, Glorious, i

Then we hit the road again. We don't walk far bbfore a car plcks,
us up, and what a beauty. 'I% rattles, it shakes, it Wheozes- and it chugsj
but it goes, and as it is afternoon, now, and jolly hot, we wolcome the. ‘
ride. The driver is a thin, offeminite individual with' glasses and & girlisk
voice., He is about 30, and a Bible rests by hls slde. Wc ask no questlons
of his profess1on.‘  ¢ : S - :
He stops to drop us bJ the Na++a1 coal mlne, but as I go to open’ the
door, it sticks, ”Hlt 1t", murmurs the owner, I.lect out.a whaml] and with a
reverberating crash, therc are the door, side-curtains, hinges and all in a
hecap on the roads1de1 With dlgnlfled @disgust, .our bcncfac¢or surveys the"
damaget but it is Sunday,,so he cannot swoar, I o

Whilst walking around the bulldlngs, We come across A g;:i
& minor bloke, gorging himself something awful on a NS
wopping water-melon, Belng a gentlemah, he promptly -
offers us half of it, And being gentlemen, we accept.

As he walks back towards the road with us, we ask our
friend where we can get a drink., He insists that we come
to the store to have one on him, Naturally we caunnot
hurt his feelings by refusing!
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Once more on the road, for the sake of jour health, we disdainfully
rofuse all further 1lifts, This is all for the best, for the views of the
Wellondilly and Nattal, eveén from the road, are marvellous,. The Burra-
gorong, of which I've dreamed for years, but which has always geeméﬁ just
beyond my reac¢h, now lies below my hand, and I have aétua;ly f'elt the earth
of fits lower roaches, seen the sparklo of its dew-laden grasses, ocaton of
its luscious fruits, and gloried in its rivery The vallsy strotcjes thrity
miles to the further hillst tableland and precipice, timbered ridgs and
rolling pasture land, winding road .and *iver reachosy we gaze at 1t thus for
an hour, and feol slmost sorry when the bt#s arrivos. o

Yas,'it_has tq‘énd._ sur weékengﬁin paradisc draws to the eternal
closes a jolting ride in a crowded bus and a sooty journdy in a packed-out
train! And on the morrow - work, Yos, we arc paupors still, Ah mel

e em em em e e ey e

NOTE: The author has sinco orgarised twa- exploratory walks in .the
Purragorang, but hisccompanions wonder why he assiduously
stecrs them away from tho particular region of plenty hercin.
deséribed. Surely he cannot completely have donudod it of
its "luscious fruits?" - Ed,) - :

| BUSY AS BEES AT BIULGIM

"Will the Foderation pay us oybrtime?" The aiiswer was in the
nagative, but S.B.W., wis well reprosonted at tho Blue Gum working
bees, Dot Lawry and Maurie Berry appeared as genvral oversecrs, the
latter oftenr wiclding an axe to good effect. Arthar Gilroy took
another puff at his pipe, then stooped once more to the crosscut
saw. The Prosident called the tuno-of "Heave-hol" as an improvised
dam went up, with the assistancc of some willifig help from the
Tech,College party, R,R.C. were well on the goy with cross-cuty
axe and shovel, and although we saw little of the Ruckgacks, we
saw plenty of their work in Govett's Leap Creek,

For your information, the Grose Rivex changed its course, and
1s no longer cutting into the camp sites - well, that'!s how ws
figured it to be,



THE RECORD OF TEE ROCKS
(By Trouper).

Yeola - nearly all of us know this haven, but most of us give o
scarcely, more than a glance t~ the rocks from which we dive into the swimming
pools,. Indevd, it was the same with mey I had been there before, and I had been
happy just to lazc about on the grassy bank. ‘

. This time, as I took my plunge in the pool bolow the tent, something
about the rocks:arrested my attention., Previously, they had caused no. mental
comments. "Hm ~ state, ‘I had thought.in walking over them to the water'!s edge'",
just plain ordinary grey slate,” Now, howevor, my eyes lingered, for there
_‘was.something differcnt; something that elevated them above the level of
" Wplain ordinary slate,"

The .common forms of slate are o fine, uniformly-grey powder compacted
into a rock which breaks into flakes. Far from being uniform, the grey.in
this slate was full of long, narrow stroaks, in an ag;regate of intcrmingled
lines running more or less along the direction of tho rivery a pattern not . -
unlike that of the fine, green, slimy tendrils of the water weeds. I wondored
if the pattern represented the romains of. some such we«d which had been growing
amongst thc muddy ooze from which this rock was formed in ages past. I S
stooped to examine them more clesely, and as I did so, a pebble caught my eyes,

Normally, there is nothing unusual-in a pebble — but this one should
not have been there, for it was firmly embedded in the slate., Pebbles just
don't occur in slate, as a rule; slate begins its existence as a fine mud on
the floor of a lake or sea, Rivers flowing into the lake sort their sediments
well. First, w'.ere the flow is fast, -they drop their stones and pebbles, later
to form conglomerate; next, where th flow lessens,sands are deposited,
giving sandstones, -and finally, in the placid waters where there is little or
no flow at-all, the fine clay in the water is dropped, and from this comes
shale and slate. But never is a pebble carried out far enough to be dropped
in the mud, - ' .

Then how did this pebble get there? I locked around; there was another
and yet another - half a dozen of them. But how could they be amongst the
nud? Nearly all were of the same colour as the slate, but definitely units
of their own. No satisfactory explanation prosented itself,

Now, here was one of a differcnt cokour: a pale bluish-grey, with a.
translucent appearance, Was it a pebhle of smoky quartz? With my knife, I
tried to scratch it -~ no, it was not quartz, for.whereas a knife will not
scratch quartz (which is too hard), this pebble scratched easily. Perhaps
then, it was limestone? Limestone, why of course} A limcstone fossill and
so were all the othersy here at Yeola, the relics of luring organisms,

Eagerly, I lent to examine them anew, and found dozens of the relics!
Yes, in those rock platforms, the fossils siuply abound, There ore two types
of fossils in common occurrence, and both typos woer: found here, In tho
first, thc organism drops into the mud and bogins to decay. Fraction by
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fraction, each decaying cell is replaced by mlnuto purtlclos of tho nud, and as
this process continues, taking years to complete, the mud ratains part or all
of the pattern of the animal, fish or plant which it is replecing. These werc
"pcbbles" which had the same colour-as:the:slate w-they wire, in fact, of t:-
same substance., In the second type of fossil, the actual- ‘bon-s of the anigal
oetc, may be covored over by the muds, beforo they hive time to decaya: The_
skcleton changes into the pale grey, soft limcstone, so distinctive against ti-
dark grey of the slate,

R R

It does not need a geologist to find these fossilsy for- they are ea511y
seen in the rock platform above the pool in front ‘'of the camp site, They )
roprosent the remains of ancient 'shellfish, termed "spirifera” (51ngular,'v‘-ﬁ'
"spirifer"), and you may see the actu-l llmestone of the shells, and in one or
two 1solated cases, there is, inside this limestone, the grey sl~+--replacement "
of the internal orpans. -

Splrlfera wore brachlopods -~ i,e, shellfish of a struoturo 51m11ar to
cockles or muscles -~ which grew somewhat as shown S
in the drawing. The -outeér (limestone) shell re-
mains in many places, and in one instance — about - :
half way across the top of the rock step some six » \ - '
foct above the pool -~ is a specimen, snrme 3" -across
with almost tho whole of the shell proserved, .and ° \\<:-.(ﬁ<]6 éﬁl):ﬂ)rg/,
a clear cast of the internal organs, The spiral
shown in the diagram represents the secondary -
muscle used.in opening and closing the turn shellsj:
and in this particular specimen, there .appears a .
clearly defined cross-—section of this muscle,
etched in slate.

There is yet 2 third type of fossll or rmthcr, strlctly spoaklng, not a
fossil ~ and that is a cast. Instead of replqclng the animal,etc. the muds-
might make a cast of them, just as a dentist might make a cast of" a jaw before
fitting false teeth. These shell casts — numbers of thom — may be found here,
along with the fossils, some casts being in the grey
slates, and some in tho 'chocolate-coloured cliffs on
the far side, One such cast is depicted in thé
drawing,’ which is approx1mﬁtoly life-size,

- Thus, whon next you go to Yeola, with its buffalo
grass on which to camp, blackberriesito’ tickle the "
palate, and plcturesque swimming pools in® whlch to
while away the hours, you may read a page 'of goeology's
history books evidence from the seas of" mllllons of
years ag~ ‘preserved in the rocks from which® yourdrm9; ”

— e e e = e
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- MPOINTS FOR PROSPECTIVES"

by "Dingo',

Remomber the beginning of our schoolday essays "The day dawned bright
and sunny". Well that's how our trip from Moss Vale to Berry began except
that we started at 9 p«m., it was dark and there was definitely no sun.

The first point that strikes our Prospective is the complete absence of
noise as the Bushwalkers join the train. Each momber takes a seat and
roclines gracefully. This is often misleading to other passengers who quite
often mistake our carriage for an empty one. '

Moss Vale was honored by olr arrival at 1 a.m. and we pitched tents
and snuggled into our bags shortly afterwards. This is where our Prospect
begins his cducation, With previous party and dance experience he has already
made friends wifth the daintiest and -slimmest Bushwalkeress, Observe the
hardened walker: it may just bé coincidence but somehow or other ho always
seems to have as tent companions the larger and more robust walkers, The
heat thereby generated is sufficient to ensure a comfortable night's sleep.:
Prospectives therefore may always bo recogniscd by their tircd appearance.

Prospectives may also know each other by comparing packs. When the food
list is made up the Prospect usually finds his quota is not neoded until the
last day. In addition his walking friends ? may incidentally place some
of their heavier gear in the pack, Usually orror is roctified on the tram
Jjourney home, :

One of the highlights of the trip'®#s the halt called at Barretts, lNr.
Barrett is noted for his prowess at palm reading and our Prospect duly lines
up for inspection, Apart from a slightserror, at the boginning, whon he is
mistaken for a minerj the interview goes smoothly. He has brains but
doosn't use them, The mere fact of the pound.ge on the back guarantecs
that, Play up that gambling luck, This is just the time to m2kc your fortunc.
You beaut, stop a minute though, Mr,Barr cttuway have friends in the S.P.
business, Prospects should kcep away from Barretts,

Next lesson is ccnducted at Yarrunga Crceck. Here our Prospcct finds
himself at the head of thno party and, determincd to show -to advantage he léaps
from rock to rock and arrives on the far side just as the leader announces
that the camp will be made before crossing the creek, Any Prospect who
recrosses the creek without falling in several times will now raise the right
hand,

On Sunday afterroon the party headed off in different directions, Some
gspoke of a milk wagon, the rest were just as determined on going to Kiama,
After receiving the hews that his horse had run last, our Prospect didn't
care where he went, so they led him up on to a mountain and showed him the
promised land, but being dead beat he didn't see a thing. In the morning he
was lead down to Berry, wuttering about resignations etc. After two milk
shakes and a lirorice stick he bucked up however and may not yet be lost
from the fold, : -

When last heard of he was questioning a Bushwalkeress as to how to
make custard, so there is hope yet,
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MEMBERS ON THE MOVE

STUART DRYDmN or LONDON

= Hollywood has 1ts career glrls but S.B. W has 1ts career man.,
'”‘Stunrt Dryden. grafumted B.Sc.: in Physics from Melbourne University 1941*;
T Aftor ‘two years on.optical research with the Muynicians-Panel. of Mel-~

"" bournels Phy51cs Dept., he came: to Sydney to work on Elcctro. chhnology

up at the National Standards Laboratory. . :C.8.I.R. .decided to confer
" scholarships upon certain graduates who, owing to ‘the war, had been
unable. to avail themselves of . ithe. normal :means. of going abroad to ‘study.,
Stuart is to leave for England in early. August, boundwfor\a 2-year{s
sojourn at, Unlvers1ty of London,&oxamlnlng the.. bekav1our of dlelectrlc
materlnls._,u : . S SR : .

Interv1ew<d by the staff, his comment was- "Maybe I'll starve ‘or
freeze' but, . I'11 be looklng forward to com1ng back to roam. the wilds
agaln o, . . . .

zgereﬁs chevrs from us,-Sfuart. SR

r

. Ira end Dot Bwtler (noe Dot Lnglﬂsh) are b ck on thu Actlve
' Membershlp list onge more, Ira went to En@lend last yuar, as. Government
BEcononmist on the. Food M1551on2 and. has- now returned “to Sydney and the

Rural Bank,  Dot, meanwhlle, had- been- inMelbourne with baby, but we .
now see thelr faces in familiar surroundlngs again,

By no means connected with the abdve‘is'thé'féct'fn&t the Iredaleis’
moved out. Ken has started his own practice as optician in Hobart,
dnd Merle will be follow1ng w1th the tw1ns before this cowes out in
prlnt. ‘ :

R

¢

SUPER—DUPER HITCH HIKER

Well,: maybe not a hltch—hlker, but when Peter Allan wants a free
llft e does not " stoe at @ mere car or truck ride to the nearest
townshlp. Comlng back to Australla afterxserv1ce in England, - -the Duke
of Gloucester‘s *plane, was his, cnnveyance. Now transferred to a
Quantas Job in. Darw1n, ‘his corvejance this. tlme was & Sydney~England
Lancastrlan — and he gets paid for_+ravelllng thus.'” :

. -’ W . N L)
_- =t e R c L el
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NEWS BEHIND THE NEWS.

The club room empty on Frlday nlghts, because of holidays? No
General: Meetlng for want of a Quorum? No mntter ~ the Goss1p Scout stlll
got around, and herc are tit bits from the trips..

OFFICIAL PARTY:

A CMW, group by thelr camp-fire on Mumbedah Ck. started at a.eall
ringing clear on the night air:; "Hot Pies{" What? Pies on Mumbedah?
Oh, no - just Fraser Ra'cliffe bringing. the crowd down from Guouogang.
Bound for the Coxj but someone’s astro~nav.‘went Wrong.
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On Katoomba station, we found/Hllma Ruby and others as tho vanguard
of Roley's party -from Yeranderie, ira Scott's Main Range, the Kowmung and

Mt .Cookem, ”Uneventful.trip" they.reborted "Just three easy days"

Klng s Blrthday found Roley agaln off the beaten tra ck with 12 othcrs
ramkling aloug ‘the. Cola.. Jenny tried some artificial erosion by rolling
down a hillside, . Whllst the boys had a most successful 'session at
Armstrong!s| Where they bought lashlngs of fruit. "But we didn't plnch
any", they assured uSe -

WINGECARRIBIE"

, IrV1ng Cﬁlnan & Co..went down from Joadaa to the Woliondllly.
- Violent 51ckness assailed thé party on returnlng home, Somo Slld "Water",
and some S“ld Mulligatawny soup” ‘

" We suggested, ”Rallwnv plcs°" ‘
"o, nol" they cried, "we came back in a carl!!

WHITHER AVIAY?

A milling throng on Centrali "About 50 of us'", they said. Truly,
they made enough noise for such.. They knew not whither they were going,
but the President and Wife were present, so all was Quite Official. In one
‘bunch they sallied forth from Moss Vale:: in a bus, allegedly procured by
Ron Eddes, Somewhere round about somswhere. else, someone had an inspiratiom:
UMilk wagons down the Kungaroo to Nowral®

”Shame!” cried. others "wo 111 walk to Klama"
A third section thought they were following Rus Wilkins! footsteps

to the coast. But Rus's feet aren't bullt like-that, as was proven when
-they found themselves on a ZO—mlle road—bash to Berry'



“1s,

DRAMATIC:

The Play-night was considered a success. "This will be one
amatcur show that starts on time'", Joan had said, Indecd, the Town Hall
clock had scarce finished striking eight when the curtains opened, and
Gordon Ballard struck up the opening overture. We congratulate Joan
Savage, Ray Kirkby =nd others who contributed to the eveoning's enter-
JSainnent, not forgetting Norma Barden wielding the horse-hair ‘bow.

R __]Playéfs,explain that, if they staggered, it was not incbriation.
They defy anyoné to stand before a throng of fellow walkers without

some shaking at the knees, - ‘Moreover, would the audience please refrain
from discussing food-lists and walks plans whilst players are on stage?

BARREN LANDS BEWILDERMENT, _ .

S .Per medium- of ‘many tongues, we heard of the Official Walk across
the Barren lands to Kiama. The party was "found" wandering-around -the
 swamps, in- the last stages of delirium tremens, with tongues hanging out
and gasping, "Food! Foodl Even if its dehydrated!™ However, Elsa Isaacs ~
sorry! McGregor informs us that it was simply“a casé of an overgrown
track’which was missed -in the gathering dark, They tarried because

they liked the company, and not because of physical exhaustion, Elsa
pays tribute to Bob Eastoe, our one-legged prospectives = "Far from .-

us helping him, he was helping us", she explains.

A1l the way from Hay, where the plaihs are vast and mountains
not, a reader sent this response to the article, "Thermmostats for
Bushwalkers", A drover conquered the problem of slecping &n thefrozen
ground, simply by pitching his camp where the cattle slept. When bedtime
came, he'd kick a bullock in the ribs, and slocp on the warm spot where
it had lain. When this patch froze, and he awakcned with his body stiff
and cold, he'd walk over to anothor be.st and kick it into motion, once
more going to sleep on the warm ecarth vacated! And so on until the dawn,.
Perhaps, we could install well<behaved cattlc at Blue Gum, Corral Swamp,
and other popular sites? ' '

- .The Official Party on the Nattai yarn:d awhile to the Park. Rangcr
He was gunning for a couplé of blokés laying waste to the countryside:
poisoning rabbits in thousands,'and-Committing.untold outrages against
fauna and flora alike, Verily, we agre:d that such low specimens should be
brought to heel for their disregard for conservation, Why! one of them wa:
an ex—gaol-bird, even, The Ranger was in disguise. "This is Bill O'Brien's
horse" he exnlained in confidence., "They'll think it's him coming -
they're hot afraid of him." ' : N :

Coming home, a kindly truck driver offeored a lift to.the weary
walkers - you know with what eagerness such offers are acceptedl Yes, so
great was our gratitude, that never a word of reproach did we speak on
discovering the identity of our benefactors; yes, our avowed enemies
of that same morning!
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