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EDITCRIAL
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Lessons from Era

The history of the efforts to have the Era lands reserved 1s

a long one. The campaign was initiated by the Mounbtain Trails Club

in 1925, and taken up by the s,B.W, when the Club was founded in
The Federation tock an active part in the creation of Garrawarra
in 1933, but since then much of the campaigning has been cdone by
S.B.W,, with the backing and advice of the Mountain Trails Club.

The story of Gargwarra was published in the Octoker 1948 iss
of the Magagine, and the story of Lot 7 in the July 1947 issue.
Subsequent ‘events are described in the reports of Club meetings,
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Tt is not intended to cover this ground again, but merely to see what

can be learnt from the campaign.
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Perhaps the most remarkable fact about the campaign is that it
took 25 years, or about half the working life of a conservationist,
to reach the present stage. An enormous amount of work was put inte
the effort to have the lands regumed, but though it was spread over
a2 long period there were long intervals when nothing was done. In
these intervals the authorities were able to leave the files in their
plgeon holes, while Ministers changed, and some probably never heard
of Era. It was to be expected, therefore, that when the present
Minister heard our pleas and resumed the land, he stralightway proclaimed
his intention of adding it to National Park., He probably had no idea
of the difference between the Garawarra Park Trust and the National
Park Trust, nor of what we meant by a primitive, roadless area. He
didn't know (nor did the National Fitness Council know) that we had
spent over £300 on lot 7 in an effort to forward our ideals. There
is therefore every likelihood that our efforts will result in the
"development" of three more nice surfing beaches.

After the long intervals of inactivity the few old members who
kept the ball rolling had to start almost from scratch. Net only
offiolals amd Ministers had forgotten most of what had gone before,
but so had kindred conservation bodies, the public, and even the
majority of S.B.W. members. Though there was general agreement as %to
what ‘'we wanted, an enormous amount of time was srent halking and
arguing amongst ourselves as to how to achieve ow aims, %ill at times
the majority of members were fed to the teeth with the whaole business.
It 1is to be hoped that from now on there will be continulng interest
and vigilance, so that we are not found, as we have been so offten
before, protesting when it iz already too late. PFor, meke no mis take,
we will have to wage a continudus battle to prevent "develorment", to
sée that the area i1s cared for, to persuade anybody to do anything.
effective in the way of fire prevention, and to rehabilivate the flora
and fauna. Even now shacks are still being built.

The action which probably tipped the scales - 1.e. the decsision
to raise a fund ard bid at the auction, was inspired by the generous
offer of one member. It took about a cuarter of an hour to decide on
our course of action., Then we let everybody know what we were doing -
with the public spirited assistance of the "Sydney Merning Herald',

This was not the first occasion when a sustained cffort with
favourable publicity might have won the day - just az the vigorous
action ard favourable publicity nf 1933 gained Garawaira., In obaer
words one blg fuss lasting a few months 1s more likely “o succeed than
a lot of little or medium ones spread over a quarter of a centyury.

P .

The last lesson to be learned is one tha% has been taught belcre.
It 1s that the ".B.W. is an ideal body for conservation work. Thsre
can be no blinking the fact ~ nearly all the people willing to work

for pushland conservation are members of the S.B.¥. Amengat the
members present at our last meeting were representatives of all %the
leading conservation bodles., One or another of our members was able
to supply everything to be known about the Era lands. We are able %o
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act quickly besause we meet often and know the opinions of other
‘associations, There is no nced to work through any other body. We
have the knowledge, the good name, and the ability, to take the lead.
If we do others will gladly join in.

We are, however, very dependent for knowledge and advice on some
of our old members. Often they are "too busy" to come to our meetings -
hence the gaps in our campaigns. Being "too busy” uswally means having
other interests or considering other good works more important. This
is a mistaken attitude. As members of the very small band of people
who can, and do, look into the future, and realise the importance of
saving same of our bushlands, the most valuable work they can do is to
lend a hand with the Club's conservation work.

AT OUR ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING.

Because no one was suf ficiently prescient %o move for pcstponement
of this year's Re-~Union, the annual general meeting wasg held in an
atmesphere of mutual respect and admiration. The President was in the
Chair, about 70 members present at the commencement of business,
swelling to 100 during the vital portion of the proceedings. As there
were no new members to be greeted, the awards for ths Swimming Carniwal
opened affairs. OClaude Haynes collected the Mandelbverg Cun on behalf
of Phyllis Ratcliffe and himself: Vera Matasin Look orf {he Henley
trophy, ard certificates went to Claude Hanes, Vera Matasin, Gwen Jewell§
Kevin Ardill and Bert Whillier.

The Annuval Report was adopted without dissent, and the Arnual
Financial Statement after Allan Hardie had been satisfied that the
"sundry debtors" entry was of a transient nature, He wowuld have
rpreferred to seec more detail on the social expenses 1ist, however.

The customary swuspension of Standing Orders to permii election
of office bearers during general business was followed by a further
variation of procedure, when the Annual Subsoription and Entrance Foe
were fixed at last year's figures so that the Treasurer could nake a
financial scoop of the General Meeting, He was almoss blared In the
position of having to make refunds on a motion by Russ Wilkd A
combined subscription for married couples be reduced to £
Dormie supported the motion, saying that the Hignlard Syelehy observed
this practice. Jemny Madden approved the idea wih ths notion ot
encouraging the people who "would suprly fubtuce members', Doron
in graver mood thought it would rrobably reduse tne non~ochiive member-
ship, but Bill Gillam expressed horror - why ', everyhacy would be
forced into marriage! The Treasurer had to decide wheiner Gto sreax
as a hard-hearted financier or a prospective husband, and canpromiszed
vith the opinion that the Club could experimertally %est resulis oven
this year. Put 5o the vote the motion was lost by agn all margin,
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The election of office bearers followed, and resul
A

s
elsewhere. They. were st1ll being elected as the meeting



hurried close hours afterwards.

We dwelt on the Social Report while the remote question of
adapting the Club's projection equipment was revived, amnd it was
resolved that the matter be investigated.

Of course! =Era! Things had moved rapidly since the rrevious
general meeting, not entirely in accordance with plan, and Tom Herbert
had a report on the subject. The Garawarra Trustees, he told us, had
unanimously agreed at a meeting in February that Era should be adAded
to Garawarra on resumption: +the Minister for Lands had announced
shortly afterwards his intention of linking Era with the National Park,
In a teclephone discussion with the Minister that day (10/3/50) he
(Mr, Sheahan) had been adamant on the addition of Era to the National
Park, and also foreshadowed the amalgamation of Garawarra Park with
. National Park. He had urged the Minister to stay his hand, and the
Minister had requested his written report on the subject by Monday.

Fe proposed to send a letter as a Garawarra Trustee, and also urged
that the Club and the Federation support this action, as he felt this
was the last chance to have Era joined with Garawarra, and the best
opportunity to press for retention of Garawarrae as a separate concern.

Myles Dunphy said we must move for the gagzettal of Uhe Era~Burning
Palms area as a roadless primitive area, and Tom Herhert recorded a '
motion "That this Glub write to the Minister for Landsg strcngly
recommending that the lands betwéen Garawarra and National Park be
added to Garawarra on resumption, as we were of the opinion that the
policy of Garawarra Trust is différent to that of National Park Trust,
and the merging of the two trusts would not be in the best interests
of conservation of that area'.

Alex Colley said we should emphasise our conservation work at
BEra, the fact that we had bought a block there an virtually thrown 1€
open as a public park, and that our policy on resunption and addition
to Garawarra had been consistent throughout all cur nsegoiiatlons.

Allen Strom said he understood the Under Secretary for Lands held
the same views zs the Minister, and thought that if we could not influ-
ence the Minister's decision perhaps we should atfempt Lo cbhtaln a
revised charter for National Parl Trust to make it nsarsc the

Conservationist's heart's desire.

Tom Herbert replied that the Minister apparently proposed to
give the existing Garawarrae Trust saae representation on the
Amalgamated Trust, so that perhars Walkers would have wevter
representation on the exesutive of the enlarged Fark, but Dorotny Lawry
pointed out that the membershilp of the Trust was limited by Act %o
seven, and the National Park trust was already overstrength. Betty Hail
doubted in the circumstaneces whether even a mincrity on the Naitional
Park Trust would avail us anything, and %al Roots thought it improper
that we weaken owr case by considering an alternative at Present. AT
the conclusion of discussion, Tom Herbert'!s original motion was
adopted.
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Wal Roots advanced to the matter of shacks at Era, and said we
should present a definite policy for the Minister's con51deratlon.
After debate, in which the original suggestion of a maximum 20 years!
tenure wag condemned by Paddy Pallin as only putting off the evil day,
and Alex Colley who said the owners had not 5 minutes tenure at
present, while Myles Dunphy considered we were out of order in
determining a policy (this should be left to whichever Trust ‘
administered Era after resumption, he said) a variation of Wal Roo%s!
~original formula wag adopted:
. No additional shacks to be built.
. No additilons or improvements to be made to existing buildings.
. No transfer of ownership to be permitted.
. On deceaseror termination of occupancy by exis ting owner,

building to be demolished.,

NS F Y=

This motion incorporated Bob Savage's amsndment that we make no
definite time limit. Better the shacks and Era jthan the shacks but no
Era., MNyles Dunphy added that the National Park would make a financiszl
concern of Era, probably build a new road along the tops to Bald Hill,
and no Minister would be prepared to dislodge the shack owners and
face the ensulng un,opulquty. Tom Herbert recommenaed the year by
vear permissive occupancles granted by Garawarra Trust to shack owners,

On Myles Dunghy's request, the venuz of the Annual Tleunlon wag
altered to Moorabinda: it was decided to recommerd Bruce Mceinnes to
Federation as 5, & R, Charman, and the meeting closed at 11.0 m.m.,
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SOCIAL NOTES FOR APRIL.

1

Just a short reminder about the dance on 23th Apri We o can
again guarantee you an excellent night, with a good unre@ vlece
orchestra; a fast floor and novel &ty danc(—’sc Abouty 7.30 on that night
a few strong men are needed to shift back the seats and, of course,
they have to be returned to their proper places after the entertainment,
Will YOU come along and help? '

- R, StretLon,
Social Becratary.

ENGAGEMENTS.,

Tast issue we reported two marriages and soon there will he %two
more, George Dibley adl Marie Walsh and Dennis GlttOﬁs and Shiriey King
~have Jjust announced thelr respective engagemsn Cur conora,u1uu1uns
to both couples.

& a5 0 000

BIRTHS. ‘
WUOngratulatlons to Tom and Jean Moppett on the birth of their
daughter, Katherine, and to Ron and Betty Bakey who also have a
daughter - Robin.



THE WETTEST REUNION FVER.

By Kath McKay.

Lest anyone living outside the Metropolitan area should get
the wrong impression and picture the S.B.W. 1ndulg1ng in a kind of
lost~weekend orgy of riotous potations, jugs of wine beneath the
bough and all the rest of it, we hasten tc explain that the wet
referred to was water - genuine aqua, lots and lots of 1t, and notb
particularly pura. Distinctly muddy in fact: Gturbulent, turgid: the
sort. of stuff that the Water Board would blush to see coming through
its pipes.

The reunion's location, as no doubt ycu know, was Moorabinda,
where several such gatherings have been held in the past. We have
memories of warm sunshine sifting through the trees; of Tarro with
his florascope revealing to us the beautics of eriostemon and heaths
of dry logs piled for the camp fire; of dry snug beds beneath
abdulled tents, where we slumbered lthth while the stars looked
down,

This year, ah me! how diffcrent the scene.

To begin as near the beginning as possible, Saturday March 11lth
dawned damp ard became progressively damper as it went on,

"Ridiculous to think of going" I muttered to myself, filling
Nessafe tins with milk, tea, jam and what have you,

"Quite absurd to take the old bones out in this weather" myself
rejoined, trying on a yellow waterprocf hood, prudentliy purchased
from Paddy duringvthe week, and shtowing Porphyrila into my pacx.
(Porphyria is my tent, so called because we christened her with a
bottle of Porkbhyry earlier in the season: also because Robert
Browning says 'Porphyria.....shut the cold out, snd the stormt. So
far, she has done so.)

This dialogue went on all the morning, but by lunch tlme the
rain had eased and by 2.30 it vas so fine that only the pooert~
spirited bushwalker could have skulked at home, so off we went.

Alas, as soon as we had left Central we could see dirby weather
ahead, armd at Sutherland it was coming down in buckevs, I lzapt for
the tin hare, and who should be aboard but our esteemed rresident,

and Len Scotland.

At Waterfall we girded ourselves for the descent, and the place
certainly did live up to its name =~ 1t was a waterfall the whoJe
way. Tracks provided natural creek-beds and our docile familiar
. rivulets became unrecognisable torrents, spreading with a lamentable
lack of restraint over the entire landscape.

The President'!s noblesse obliged him to shepherd the aged and
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infirm (meaning mo) and but for his helping hand ovee the worst 7
crossings and his encouraging coo-ees fraa the rain-blurred vistas

ahead, I feel sure that Porphyria and I would have halted and spent
a quiet night by ourselves on the first hillsidos

As it was, we pressed on, skidding and slithering, but rejoicing
none the less in the blossoming tea-tree, bright pink against the
grey-green .wetness of the bush, and in the really impressive
imitation &f Niagara thundering into Kingfisher Pool.

At last, and regrettably on the rive gauche, whereas we were
plunging along on the rive droite, we saw blue smoke and the glow
of camp fires through the gathering dusk.

But between us and them was a great gulf fixed: or not so muoch
fixed as surging along completely cut of hand, and ris ing every
minute. One look at the raging body of water was enough. I would
stay where I was, on terra that was recagmably firma.

And so thought some few others whose tents were already up.
I switched on my torch and discovered them to be Dormie, Len,
Margaret Stoddart and Eric Boman. The rain beat down, ilhe ¢ground was
2 network of small streams all hastening riverwards, and in the
dark there was not much choice of a camp~sifte.

Tom came to the rescue again and helped me hitch Forpayria to
a tree and anchor her guy ropes to stones, where rock prevensed the

- use of tent pegs. He also gouged out, with a stick, a complicated

system of drains to stop the worst of the water from flowing through
the tent. ' :

Meanwhile Dormie, by some seuret formula, had confired up a fire
in a cleft of the rccks. The only trouble was that She space was too
narrow to get near it for either cooking or clothes=drying; so hLie
abandoned. 1 t, and while we held a groundsheet awning~fashion above
him, he tried again in the open.

A 1ittle previous candle~end cn a flat rock; - fragments of
leaves and bark from the depths of a rock crevice, portioens of
newspaper hoarded by Len 1n some miraculously dry corner of his gear;
infinite patience and a little cautious blowlng; ‘these factors
began to make our chances of a fire secn less of a loutery.

In the torchlight the groundsheet took on a diabolls glows
the rain hammered upon 1t, Dormic muttered incanbtaticns cr anyway
imprecations below it; the river roarocd: Len tendered advice and we
thoughtlessly mcved the groundsheet to see what was going on,
thereby letting in the raln and drawing forth howls of angulsh from
Dormic, but at last she was away, really burning. We blundered abous
in the wet dark, colleeting wood,and scon had a genulne camp-fire.
Tndesd we felt that ours was the only official one, seelng that 1t
had the Prosident's patronage.

4
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Torch in hand, I gathered dead brushwood and bracken to strew
the tent floor and keep the sleeplng-bag out of water; and when my
billy boiled, retreated to Porphyria for a sandwich tea and a really
comfortable night - damp, but not cold, and no ants, fleas, rats or
mosquiltoes. -

"Shouts and cheers in the early hours of the Sabbath announced
that Margaret, in swim-suit, and met half-way by Roley, had made
the crossing to the other side. Roley's one concern, it was reported,
was lest he should get his hair web,

As daylight broadened we made out numerous familiar figures in
the distance = sane 45 maniacs in addition to our own poor demented
selves. The river had dropped considerably in the night, and the
President, staying not for breakfast; waded over to reune with the
regt of his flock. For our part we took advantage of acmomentary
1ull in the weather to cook breakfast, and then from a commanding
position by the ford, to watch the homeward trek.

It was a strange sight, reminiscent cof the Retreat from Moscow.
Rain was falling again and the company filed past with a general air
of draggle-tailed dejection, and for the most part in silence. -Never
can so few compacts and lipsticks have been used by so many. Never
can waves have been less permanent.

Malcolm and Roley did yeoman serviee in piloting women and
children across the rapids = wyes, there were children. It would
not be a reunion without them, thowh we saw only 2, Grace Noble's
small Dorothy, blonde and serene in rose~red raincoai, and Jess
Martin's nephew Peter, having the time of his life and quite undaunted
by the perilis of the flood.

Grace, not so serene, in borrowed shirt and accessories, had
suffered everything from ant-bites to the melancholy fate of
Displaced Persons, since she had to abandon her home in the middle
of the night and seek shelter elsewhere.

Dorothy Brigden (tastefully arrayed in pale blue pyjamas, the
only dry garb left her after swimming the river the day before) tho
Duncans, the three McGregors, Maurie and Tuggie, Sam and the Roots
(0 fortunate Miriam, home and dry with the two youngest) Kath and
Jim Brown, Doris Stead, Billy Davis, Edna Stretton, fally Mackay,
Mary McDonald, Roys Braithwaite and Bruggy, Peg Bransdon, Bill
Gillam -~ all these and more ploddéd by, carrying pounds of supereargo
in their wet packs, wet tents, wet bocts, wset everyithing.

In the distance we thought we saw Paddy, #lex, Bruce McInnesy,
George Davenport, Bill Kinley and #£llan Wyborn: but if these geniry
insist that they were elsewhetre we could not gainsay them. We learnt
sitbselquently that Bill Henley and Miriam, those conf irmed troglodytes,
were in a cave high up on the hillside, but even they were not dry.

A spring welled wp in the floor and everything became demnition damp
and dimgreeable, as Mr. Mantalinl would say.
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Jenny and Stan set out on Saturday with every intention of being
present, but soon after leaving their truck at Waterfall, they met
gro ups of walkers returning from the reunion with the tidings that
it was a complete washout. So after a brief amble in the rain they
too turned and made for home.

My own fluvial walk trainwards was a solitary affair, enlivened
only by meetings with a minute grecn frog, who dived to safety at
sight of me: and with a truculent crayfih, who stood his ground on
the watery track, his beautiful red ard blue flippers cxtended,
barring my way and hissing his disapproval. I had a few anxious
moments when I got on the wrong side of the creek, and visions of
headlines: "Woman Hiker Swept Away In Floods” turned me back several
times in mid-stream. I had brought the club quite enough bad
publicity in the past so went on cautiously till the waist deep stream
was narrow enough to hang on to overarching boughts from one side to
the other,

And at Waterfall there was the President once morc, and Sam Myers
wal ting to round up the stragglers (meaning me).

The concert which should have been presented at the camp-fire was
given in modified form at the clubrocms the fellewing Friday night, buk
the inlation ceremony was skipped, to the relief of timorous new
mem»ners = 1if indeedthere is such a thing as a timorous bushwalker.
The camp~fire was represented by leaping red flames of ciurdbhoard
labelled: "GenuireCotter Camp-fire"; amd supner of cake and soft
drinks in lieu of the traditional cocoa, made a pleasant interlude.

Malcolm's topical verses, sung by the female choir, were the
hit of the evening. The Blumer brothers sang an attractive ditty in
French dialect; Dorothy Lawry and Bill Gillam told funny shtoriess
Dave Roots, Edna Stretton and company presented several sketches,
and a few choruses were sung rather half~heartedly by us all, Bufb
somehow it was a colourless affair, a poor substitubte for the real
thing, ’

Here's hoping that next year the weather will prove kind and
that we shall all be there to celebrate a super~re-union in 1951.

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE_EEY@E.
Impressions galned by Bill &illgn.

"Why dids% thow promise such a beauteous day
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds c'ertake me in my way
Hiding thy bravery in thelr rotten smokcs? ,
Sornet X2XIV. Shakespeare.

Well, it wagn't promised as a beautiful day, and ty the time the
early birds arrived at Waterfall the rain had started. There was
much shaking of the head as to whether it was wise Lo go on,but after
buying another candle we went to the Reunion without the faintest
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intention of reuning. If the first cave we came to was dry I was
going to curl up in it and hurl scorn on any S.B.W. who walked past.
The first cave was unfortunately extremely wet,

Excuss me while,I sneeze,

Dripping, and with the most fratricidal btendancies, our party
reached Moorabinda ad crossed the creek with little trouble. Ah, -
but it was wet. DPacks were dronped and tents were thrown up. Cold
and miserable I crept into my tent, threw a Bronx cheer tc the
weather man and tried to forget that i1t was raining, that the tent
had a dangerous sag, that, oh my back, my feet were getting wet,
and above all I tried to forget it was the Reunion.

Aah=choow. That's better.

A shout, as though someone was being murdered, or at least
drowned with violence, drew me from my cocoon. The creek had risen
about five feet and there werea dozen walkers, very downcast, and
wanting to get across to the Pfeunion. All swam safely across except
Edna Stretton who was "settin'" unless Roley would escort her across.
Roley responded with the gallantry of Sir Walter and Edna, bogebher
with the third cow se in sweets, was haulod across the flood,

Excuse me, while I blow my nose.

With BEd safe it seemed a fit time %o try some artificial
respiration of the Reunion spirit and make the usual Grand Tour. Ah,
the old faces; Patriach Roots, and sundry saplings, blew anxiously
on his fire to provide tea for his brood; Cotter (in bare feet, for
he had left his boots in a tree on the other side of the creek) gave
culinary directions from his tent. Sally Mackay - in sun-tor ~ dug
a ditch around her abode, not very deep and not nearly far enough.
Mary McGregor, now in her own right as a member, and not merely
"Malcolm's sister" was dispensing Scotch wisdom. I learnt that a
Scot perfeeted the present system of drains, that the only bottle
was one of fruit cup and there were some eggs lying around "somewhere
in there".

Excuse me, while I take this lemon punche

Gilroy, of course, was therc with the cake, a blow lamp and
the most thouyghtful expression I've ever seen, even on Arthur. The
McGregors: were camped hereaboubs wich an ingenious system of cateching
the drops fran an holey tents Did it work? Of course, it didnls.
They moved in with Arthur during the night.

Far up on the hill Jack Wren sent up smoke signals %o the
cpposite bank. Someone clalmed he could decipher them and gave the
following translations: "Are there any more poor blighters coming
down the creek?", "I% will fine up in half an hour". (We didnit
catch the reply to that.)



e

Ken Meadows presided over a fire which surely gave the lie %o
those who claim you can't cook without billy hooks. 1% valiantly
carried five billies, seven plates and innumerable bodies crouched
over it. I saw the feeb of Don Read, the shorts of Jim Hooper and
a cape which might have been wrapped around Billie Davis and the
head of Vera Matasin all in the one perpendicular. How they did it
I don't know, but 1%t certainly kept the fire alight.

The Nobles, Grace and small Dorothy, were there wandering in
the dead of night from plague and desolation; or, in particular,
from bull mnts amd flood. They found solace at last buk, oh, weren't
they coldl -

Breakfast was a dismal affair.
Excuse me, while I take my btemperature.

Mot heing a married man my feasta are movable and interchangeable.
T had lunch in bed, and when it stopped raining, I 11t 2 fire and
cooked my breakfast.

fhen the mist, rain and smoke had cleared it was revealed that
the marooned walkers were the Presid ent, Dormie, Roy Bruggy, Len
Scotland andl Kath McKay. They had nof escaped the ravagss of the
rain. A maze of drains ran arownd under and fhrough the %ents.
Dormie had built a fire, a really beautiful fire, under a rocks It
certainly kept the rain off it, but I thought it indelicate to ask
how he cooked on it.

By ten o'cloek most had folded their tents but not as silently
as the Arabs. There were sundry groans about wet tents and complaints
of wet pants. We plodded pack along a still swollen crcek untll Paddy
deocided we should btake a new creek to Waterfall, For the benefit of
‘those who weren't there: the creek starts at Prince's Highway and
turns left after It crosses the road. From there it falls in a series
of brilliant falls ard cascades.0a 1ts more level stretches 1t flows
sabout six inches deep and two feet wide. It wasn’t until I was half-
way up that I recognised it as fthe track to Kingfisher's Fool,

At Waterfall there was just time %O put on dry(or, to be exach,
damp) trousers and leap with bare feef info the "Tin Hare'. Faddy,
with the honow of the club at stake, hobbled in with onz sock draped
on his toec ard the cther clutched like a marathon baton.

Oh, make my bed soon, for T'm sick at the heart, and fain world
lie doon.

Reports are filtering through of another "orivate' walk held
recently. The co-leaders had the stimulus of a bevy of beauviful
girls, but one lass stole a march on the cthers by producing a Jaffle
iron at lunch time. Swelling with a sense of his own importance
(and jaffles) the axeman received rather o set back when he wag referne
to as 'banana legs“. The "Gent in the Tent" with hir usual diplomacy
agmoothed the ruffled cne and a repeat performance by the jaffie ezperl .

“sent the party home in exactly the right mood.
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. FLECTION OF CIUB OTFIERS AND COMVITTEE, 1950.

The fellowing were elected at the Annual General leeting :-

PRESIDENT: Tom Moppett

VICE PRESIDENTS: Arthur Gilroy: Paul Barnes.

HON. SHEHCRETARY: Jim Brown

HCN., ASST. SECRETARY: Kath Brown

HCN. TREASTRER: G1il Webb

HON. WALKS SECRRTARY: Don Frost

HON. MEMBERSHIP SECRITARY: Ken Meadows

HCON. SQCIAL SECRETARY: Edna Stretton

COMMITTEE: Jean Mowbray: Val Hands:
- Allen Strom: Jack Wren.

FEDERATION DELEGATES: Bill Hall: Brian Harvey:

Paul Barnes: Allen Strom.
STURSTITUTE FEDERATION

DFLEGATES: Jack Wren: Bill CGillam.
LITERARY EDITOR: Alex Colley
BUSI WESS MANAGER OF
MAGAZINE: ' Brian Harvey
PARKS AND PLAYGROUNDS
DELEGATE: Mrs. Hilda Stoddart _
TRUSTEES: Wal Roots, Joe Turner, Maurie Perry.
ATDITCR: Claude Haynes
FORESTRY ADVISORY C OUNCIL
DELEGATE: Allan Wyborn
HONORARY SOLICITOR: Mr, Colir Broad, though not a Club

member, has kindly offered to act in
this capacity and his offer wasz
thankfully accepted.

-

On the Monday after the reun¢on Kath McKay took her torch bto

the electrician for a new battery. "Iim afraid it 's quite flat,
ahtough I got a new battery only last Wednesday she said. The
electricin surveyed the feehls gleam with praotls ed eye. 'It's

damp, that'!s what i is ", he said, "Have vou had it anywhere near
water?“

®« 09 n o a0

Vnlce from Python Gully between downrpours on Sunday morning of

reunion = Hoy there Paddy, how'd vou get on last nighte”
My, Pallin: “Who's that9"
The Veice: "Bill Henley".

Mr. Pallin: "Ah, good-day Bill, T was all right. How did
you do in the caves"

Mr. Henley: "Ugh - no good = we got flooded out."

Mr, Pallin: "Why don't you buy a decent tent?"

{ This péragraph inserted free of charge.)
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A NIGHT AT HOBART WALKING CLTUB.

By Kevin Ardill.

It's a wet weekend, and I'm doing a solid bit of sitting. Just
locking at the rain and thinking of all the lucky walkers enjoying
themselves at bush parties and swimming holes. Kinda reminds me of
similar days in Tasmania, the home of the leech, tiger snake and the
Hobart Walking Club. I!'d heard and read about the club's activities
and had even been warned by some bird about its dislike of mainland
walkers, Our preparations for the Davey trip had shown up this failry
story in its true light and when we were invited to their meeting we
accepted like a shot.

Gladys Martin, Len Fall and myself, arrayed in our best togs,
set out on Friday evening to meet the meeting. After experience of
Tassle walking condi tions we are not surprisoed to find the meeting
room 8ituated on the premises of the Thermal Baths. ‘I suppose the
idea i1s to acclimatise new members for when the serious walking
commences. Surprise when we find the members in conventional dress
and not swim suits is offset by the warmth of their welcome. Though
we are asswed the crowd is below normal strength there would be
about seventy members present when the President, Mr. Jack Thwaile s,
opened proceedings. Business was pro gressing rather smcothly when
all of a sudden 1t happened. Shades of Ingersoll Hall, 5.,B.W.,, and
all that - someone wanted to alter the constitubion. A% fimt I
think they are trying to make us feel at home but when I notice the
gserious mein, the spirit of battle so openly manifest, I realise the
constitution is in for a bashing. ‘

With memories of other efforts to alter other constitubions, I
play safe, the teeth go in one pocket and the glasses in the other.
The irmitial skirmishing reveals the bone of contention. It wasn't
involved and the issue was clear but don't ask me to explain, 411 I
know is that blokes were leaping to the feet all over the place, till
a gentleman with the honorable name of Smith practically cended the
debate with about ten well chosen words. Viva Smith! The amendment
is put to the vote, ard after several voters are gueried as to their
status quo, the constitution is altered. It secms thalt prospectives
will now find the rocad to membership easier to travel and there is
much cheering, doubtlessly echoed by the leech fraternity.

General business included an appeal by a leader for starters
on the following weekend walk. He announced the time of departure,.
seemed a little vague on the exact route to be follcwed and concluded
with a carefree announcement that he had no idea of the time the party
w dd return -~ if they ever did.

The next item was most interesting. One by one the Presideny
called on leaders of various walks over the Christmas period to give
an account of their trips. From our point of view it was most
intercsting., The narrators describted the whole walk from go to whoa,
and then answered questions as to the nature of the country traversed,


















