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The Moon and You (Paddy's Advte)

EDITORIAL

The Magazine and You.

The philosophers are always telling us that "you will only gain
from something in proportion to what you put into it". Nothing
could be truer as far as our Magazine is concerned - it's success
largely depends on the co-operation of Club members as a whole; and
that means each and everyone of youl!

This would seem to be so obvious that mention of it is unnecessary.

And yet, generally speaking, the great majority of members (and
prospectives) seem content to take their monthly ration from the hands
of the few., WNow, despite how talented these regular contributors may
be, a situation such as this is not always in the best interests of

the Club. All too easily we can tend to become somewhat too confined
almost without realising it. Conversely, as the field of contributors
widens, each with hi« own individual material and atyle, =o the
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interest-value of the Magazine mu~t widen with it; and for the same
reasons a healthy balance between the different types of items can
more easily be maintained,

Ngw just in case you're saying, "But I haven't got any literary
talent", let us hasten to reply that firstly, it's probably untrue
(nearly everyone who can read and write has potential literary talent)
a@d secondly, it's not so important anyway. Don't be misled by any
highbrow interpretation of that word "literary". This is a Club of
bushwalkers, not journalists, and we will certainly not use the blue
pencil because your contribution does not rate with Walter Murdoch's
essays, In fact, our aim is to reflect your bushwalker personalities
to the fullest degree, so you see, you just have to be your natural
selves, nothing more than that.. ' :

Having got that off our chests, you may well ask what sort of
material is needed. The answer is simple. Anything and everything
that is of interest to bushwalkers, and to our own Club members 1in
particular, in humorous or in serious vein and all shades betweon,

We could mention things like trip accounts, information on walks and
walking country, gossip items, personal bits and pieces and jokes
concerning members and walking, humorous tales and verse, conservation
items, articles on fauna, flora and geology, cartoons, and of course,
Jletters te the Editor (what scope that glves you!). You can probably
think of a few more as well, so you've got a ton of stuff to work on.

It's mainly a case of beconming "magazine-conscious". Maybe you've
just completed an interesting or adventurous trip - well, the Club would
like to hear about the doings. Or perhaps you know about some good
walking country that should be exploited, Don't forget the 1little bits
of humour - they're always popular, and useful for filling up odd
corners (jot them down as soon as you get home). Let's have that hunk
of bushwalking philosophy you'!ve been wanting down in print; and to
Leaders, a special appeal is made (see March issue) - get some advanes
publicity by advertising your coming walk in these pages. -

To sum up, your Magazine will be as good as you like to make it =
and the more contributors, the merrier. Let us all be reporters and
“we will gain that versatility that will truly make it & magazine of
the Club, by the Club and for the Club. '

" AT OUR _ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
' a ' - A.G. Colley

The President occupied the Chalir and some 90 members were present

at our well attended Annual General Meeting., Apologies were received
from Allen Strom, Peter “titt and Win McKenzie. Four new members,

John and Betty Quigley, Georgia Antoinides and Maureen Beckett, were
welcomed. The President extended a warm welcome to the old nembers who
attended., They included Frank Cramp, Kath Mackay, Brenda White, Bob-
Savage, Paddy Pallin and Bill Coesgrove.

In correspondence we learned that the Rationalist Assoeiation
was doing its best to prevent people bringing in to the Ingerscll Hall

g
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IMPORTANT TRANSPORT NOTIGCE"

BUS HWALXERS REQUIRING TRANSPORT FROM BLACKHEATH‘

ANY HOUR esees RING, WRITE, or CALL .'Voov.ol‘-l..;.._o

9 IEDLECKY'S TAXT & TOURIST SERVICE
116 STATION STREET, BLACKHEATH

24 HOUR SERVICE

BURHWALKERS arriving late at night Without ﬁranSport
booking can ring for car from Railway station, or call
at above address. - - IT!S NEVER TOO LATE ‘

'Phone: Btheath 8, or Sydney No. LU 3563 after hours

. or MA 3467 :
FARES : KANANGRA WALL® 30/~ per head (minimum 5 passengers)
PERRY'S LOOKDOWN. 3/- " n n 0o,
JENOLAN STATE FORERT 20/- " " LI "

CARLON'S FARM 10/- " " nooow "

LOOK FOR T.C. 3210 or PACKHARD T.V.AZVO :

the red crayon which had discoloured the raiment of Frank Ashdown and
others. But it could do no more than request users of the hall not to
bring it in. e _

Then ceme the customary suspension of standing orders while voting
proceeded for Club officers. George Gray, Paddy Pallin, Brian Anderson,
Jim Hnoper and Geoff Wagg were elected scrutineers. - ;o

On the recvmmendation of the Treasurer (Jim Brown) subscriptions.
and entrance fee were left at the same rate as last year, despite
added expenses, ndtably rent. Jim warned -us that this year!s surplus
was partly the result of a large number of members paying their subs in
sdvance and that it would be "a battle" to make ends meet over the next
year. : : . : _

Clem Hallstrom asked why we had £200 invested in bonds, and the

. President explained that that was a good place o have our money, as 1t
earned interest and would be repaid for sure. Bill Cosgrove, however,
had other designs for the £200. Hearing from Tom Moppett of the
National Parks deputation to the Minister on March 27th. he said that
an- association such as surs should not be old and decrepit, but full of
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juvenile enthusiasm., We should do something to encourage other people
and clubs, The National Parks Association wanted money and we had it.
The £200 was losing: value year after year, and in 10 years would not
be worth 200 pence, The Club should take Gut 50 £1 memberships in the
National Parks Association. . o
Tom Moppett explained that membership:-of. the Association was open
only to individuals, but would probably be open to associations when
the final constitution was drawn up. He therefore suggested that
Bill Cosgrove foreshadow a motion along the lines suggested at our »
September half-yearly meeting, by which time the National Parks Assoc-
iation Constitution would be complete, '

: Heather Joyce (Social Sec.) thanked members for their co-operation
in arranging and carrying out the social programme and expressed the .
hope that the re-union would be well attended. This prompted Jack Wren
to express the view that "members were getting lazier and lazier". Too
many arrived "in glory" on Saturday afternoon, expecting everything to
be arranged for their enjoyment. The Club was becoming a group that
sits around waiting to be entertained. At thé camp-fire little was
presented except the opera itself, Members should ask themselves "Am

I doing something or just sitting about?"

After this the President left the Chair, (which was taken by Tom
Moppett) in order to move two motions, The first was that a committee
of four be elected to assist the Membership Secretary. The four would
not be members of the Club committee, The work of the new committee
would be to look after new members, Many had drifted away because they
were not properly looked after and it was quite beyond the Membership
Secretary, however energetic, to shepherd them all into the Club.  The
work should be spread and it was necessary to have people on the member-
ship Committee who did not have to attend Club Committee meetings.

The scheme had worked well in pre-war days, I

The motion was supported by Jim Brown, who stressed the need of
individual attention to prospectives. Jack Wren was afraid that the
members would revert to their slothful habits and leave it all to the
membership committee instead of being friendly to, and interested in,
the prospectives, Kath Brown thought that some would be attentive to
new members and some wouldn't, but that the membership secretary should
have three or four people that could be relled upon.- John Quigley said
he heartily endorsed the proposal. New members did feel a bit strange
~ like an actor on the stage - and would appreciate some attention,

The drive for.membership should be going on continually. If every
member aimed to introduce one new member in 12 months it was possible
to inflate numbers by 75 per cent in a year, as had been done in an
organisation to which he belonged. Grace Aird said it was impossible
for cne person to do the job really well, but it should not all be

left to the membership committee - other people should be helping them.
Jess Martin stremeed the importance of parties keeping together and
getting to know each other on trips. A special effort should be made
to be friendly in the bush, Edna Stretton said that, though it was the
duty of every member to help, she was very grateful for the motion,

- So 1t seemed that practically everyone agréed that a membership
committee would be a good thing. But this was no ordinary meeting, it

)
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was the Annual General Meeting, and one word was enough to start a
really good argument. TWho, asked Allan Hardie, elects, or selects,
the Committee? Some thought the membership secretary should select,
Some thought the meeting should slect. Tom Moppett, from the chair,
amended the motion to accord with Club procedure. The Membership
Secretary should select and the Committee appoint. Others thought
four assistant membership secretaries should be appointed, The only
one who didn't mind whether the committee was elected, selected,
appointed, or just set up, was Brian Harvey, the mover, Motions were
formed, amended, ruled out of order and generally scrambled until
about half an hour later it was decided that four assistant member-
ship secretaries be appointed, '

Brian Harvey then moved that a similar committee be created to
assist the Social Secretary., This proposal had been a sound working
arrangement in the past., So four assistant social secretaries were
appointed too, : ;

In the general business the newly elected Editor pointed out that
the change of editors meant the loss of the magazine typiste and
lssued a call to all typistes for assistance.

It was decided to ask the re-union committee to move the camp site
to a more level place. Colin Putt said that he had inspected the camp
site at the last week end and that a new site was in mind. He remarked
that the pasture at Wood's Creek was excellent and if he had been a cow
he would have stayed there, Bill Henley said he had a good spot in
mind - a bigger bowl with a level floor.

After an inquiry by Frank Ashdown as to why we didn't elect a
librarian had been answered by the President explaining that librarians
were appointed, not elected, the meeting drew to a close at 10,30 pem.

(The result of the annual election for Club officers appears on
page 9, » One position, that of fecretary, remains unfilled.)

SOCIAL NOTABLE FOR APRIL

You must not believe all you're taught at school, No sirl We
used to be told there was nothing on the Nullabor except salt bush
and spinifex - it was dry, barren, monotonous, they said. But wait
for it, folks, that was only on the top - they didn't look underneath!

Well, 1t takes the troggos (and the bushwalkers gone troggy) to
discover the real truth about the Nullabor, '

COME AND SEE FOR YOURSELF ON APRIL 17TH.

Margaret Innes, Heather Joyce, Joan Walker and Keith Renwick are
showing a set of caving slides taken on their recent expedition.

YOU CAN'T AFFORD TO MISS THEM
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR

8 Congewol Road,
MOSMAN, N.S.W.

Jan 57
Dear Rir,

Re: Intrusion into Club Meeﬁings by Non-Members, and
Unfinancial Members, , .

Whilst I have been in all respects a Financial member, and, I
believe, a reasonable minded member of the.Club over the last nine
years, I feel that the time has come when I must consider a number of
alternatives, including the severance of further relations with the
Club, :

Tonight, as is my custom, I joined the assembly to watch a
memberst slide-night. Although my attention is usually devoted wholly
to the excellence of the slide showings, I was tonight vaguely aware of
certain individuals entering through the door.

Within a matter of seconds my view was obscured, and I regeived
a sharp and painful blow on the right ankle, Whilst indignant at
such treatment, I was prepared to receive an apology from the member
concerned, - No such apology was forthcoming however, and rather than
being sorry, the individual responsible appeared both amused and
pleased with himself. I have since ascertained that he is an unfinanc-
jal member, and along with certain other individuals, I propose naming
him below, :

Following very shortly on this painful disregard of my person,
three other individuals gathered about me in the darkness, Again I
received an excruciating blow, this time in the region of the Seventh
Dorsel Vertebraes., Subsequently, I was thrown forcefully and viciously
to the floor and then stood on in such manner as %o prevent me from
voicing audible protest, Unfortunately, I had been seated on the
rear-most bench behind the audience. :

1 now have the names of the individuals concerned in this out=-
rageous misconduct. I find that two of them are Unfinancial Members,
whilst the others are not even members of the Club.

On arriving home I immediately rang my solicitors with a view to
taking out legal proceedings for asgault and occasioning actual bodily
harm., On later consideration, I believe that such proceedings may
occasion the Club some very damaging publicity and I am prepared to
acquiesce in an out of court settlement, provided the members involved
are forthwith expelled from the Club.

Although only two of the individuals were members (unfinancial
ones), I cannot help holding the opinion that the Committee was very
lax in allowing them into the Club in the first place, and may, in
fact, be open to severe censure. The individuals concerned are lows -
witted, and are not even walking-types. Furthermore they are undesir-
ably COMMON -- Yes indeed! . ------ They are common Fleas!

A sincere member, JIM HOOPER,.




THES ANTITTARIUM HEALTH FOOD SHOP

FOR
HEALTH FOODS AT THEIR BEST

OVALTINE TABLETS - IN LIGHT METAL CONTAINERS

DRIED FRUITS - DELICIOUS AND ENERGY-GIVING
NUTS - AN INFINITE RANGE TO SUIT ALL TASTES
BISCUITS =~ IDEAL FOR THAT"TWEEN MEALS SNACK

AND MANY OTHER EXCITING FOODS IDEAL FOR THE WALKER,

SEE OUR RECIPE PAGE FOR MEATLESS MEALS

ALL THESE AVATLABLE AT OUR STORE:
13 HUNTER ST., SYDNEY.

'PHONE: BW 1725

CALLING ALL CONTRIBUTORS.

IT'S LATER THAN YOU THINK, S0

PLEASE KEEP IN MIND THAT -
IF ==

YOU WISH YOUR ITEM TO BE PUBLISHED IN

A PARTICULAR ISSUE OF THE MAGAZINE .....
THEN == - '

IT SHOULD BE IN THE EDITOR'S HANDS NOT
LATER THAN A FORTNIGHT BEFORE THE
COMMITTEE MUETING OF THE MONTH OF ISSUE

ERRATA.

The Editor!s address is wrongfully stated as 72 Beach Street,
Darling Point, in the recent "list of Members". Please change to 70
Beach Road, Darling Point,.

It is respectfully pointed .out that, should some of your con-
tributions find their way to No. 72 the effect on the occupants would
be rather stunning, to say the least!
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WHITE ANT BORINGS

, This time our roving termite got stuck into the doings at Wood's
Creek and digested some juicy morsels. Any reference to members still

living is purely intentional,

Overheard after the Opera: The Prompter seemed to have a bigger
part than the Black Duke._

The Man They Couldn't Hang: Bob Duncan, when asked at the camp-
fire to produce his now famous "Red-Bummed Baggely Beetle", shouldered
a well-known lass resplendent in bright red slacks for all to see, Is
he really in meditation on the Otherness of Things when he seems to be,
or is he craftily conjuring up answers to his ultra-scientific theories?

Couldn't help noticing how far from the water supply one Re~union
group had camped. On closer investigation, the reason was revealed -
they had brought their own water supply with them in bottles. Well,
that is, if you subtrach. the alcohol percentage from 100, the rest is
water, I guess, :

It was interesting to observe the expressions of the "chucker=-
inners" at the river on Sunday morning. Each phase of their victimis-
ation was so faithfully recorded on their little angel faces - first
the conspiracy, then the selection of the victim, and finally the
executlion. The beachcombers certainly knew what was coming = but in
which direction? That was the sheer mental torture of suspense, The
neatest bit of skulduggery seen was when Doh Matthews made his demise =
six slithering sods suddenly s1id up and said "Can we take your camera,
sir? Thank you, sir", and before Don could bat an eyelid, he was
getting free jet rides up and down the river.

How to lose friends and influence people dept: One character we
lmow so well invited some of his former friends to partake of a little
of the Cup that Cheers at a private fire after the Main Show, He
succeeded in drinking them all into their tents in very short order,
One sip of the plonk was enough to provide the reason - and a little
réesearch proved it's the cheapest burgundy that money can buye.

The price of slumming: Joan Walker, reclining in tent and turning
restlessly from side to side, "I turn this way and see Donnie (Newis)g
I furn that way and there's Snow; and when I sit up I have to look at
Digby =- I tell you, I can't stand itllI", '

Just how many transformations can Duncan manage? Apparently we are
still learning the measure of his talents - Scientist, Meditator
Supreme, Ultra - ultra Lightweight Walker (what's that, Snow?), Daily
Lama, Famous Inventor of Original Species, and now --- yes, the Yogi!

To witness the disrobing of a sweater from underneath a parker, while

the latter stays in bodily situ, is to see a performance fit for Royalty,
If he keeps on evolving like this, he'!'ll end up as a One - Man Opera,

How late can you be?: Our special scout on the wee small hours
watch reports that a certain member was seen to arrive at the Re-union
at some unthinkable hour., Oh yes, how silly of us, we nearly forgot -
of course, you had an unimpeachable excuse, didn't you, Jim?
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FOR_ALL YOUR TRANSPORT PROBLEMS
CONTACT '
HATSWELL'S TAXI & TOURIST SERVICE

RING, WRITE, WIRE or CALL
ANY HOUR, DAY or NIGHT

'Phone: Btheath 128 or 249 Booking Office =~ 4 doors
from Gardner's Inn Hotel

(LOOK FOR _THE NEON SIGN)

SPEEDY 5 OR 8 PASSENGER CARS AVAILABLE
LARGE OR SMALL PARTIES CATERED FOR
FARES: KANANGRA WALLS 30/- per head (Minimum 5 passengers)
PERRY'S LOOKDOWN 3/- " " " "

JENOLAN STATE FOREST 20/- " " 1" " "
CARLON 'S FARM 10/~ " " 0 " "

WE WILL BE PLEASED TO QUOTE OTHER TRIPS OR SPECIAL PARTIES

ON APPLICATION.

COMMITTEE FOR 1957-~8

President: Brian Harvey
Vice-Presidents: Malcolm McGregor
Alex Colley
Hon. Secs Position vacant
Hon, Treasurer: Jim Brown
Hon, Walks. Sec: Brian Anderson
Hon, Social Sec: Heather Joyce
Hon. Membership Sec: Edna Stretton
Hon, Conservation Sec: Tom Moppett
Literary Editor: Frank Rigby
Committee: Colin Putt

John White

Joan Walker

Mary Walton

Federation Delegates:
Ron Knightley
Paul Barnes
Jean Golding
Tina Matthews
(Ron Knightley and Paul Barnes
to sit on 2,B.W. Committee)
Substitute Delegates:
Brian Harvey
Tom Moppett
Delegate to Parks & Playgrounds:
Movements: Mrs. Hildea Stoddart
BUSINESS MANAGER 9 .B.W. Magazine:
Jack Gentle '
Trusteess: Maurie Berry
Wal Roots
Joe Turner
Hon. Auditor: Mrs. Nanette Bourke
Hon. Solicitor: Mre. Colin Broad
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FEDERATION REPORT, MARCH 1957

- Allen A. Strom

BUSHWALKERS ' HUT® at Point Lookout (The New England National Park): Tt
1s proposed to erect two Huts, each accommodating eight peoples;. there
wlll be bunks at either end of the hut and fire and cooking facilities
will be provided. Blankets will be available at the Ranger's Cottage,
nearby. The architect, Mre. A.W. Harris, 128 Faulkner Street, Armidale,
thinks bushwalkers might have some special degigns or measurements that
they would like to submit. Federation will offer certain recommend-
ations; if there are any others, please forward them to Mr, Harris,

DAVIDYON PARK (Middle Harbour Creek): Following recommendations made
by Paddy Pallin, the Federation has agreed to inform the.Trustees of
the Park that 1t is willing to provide a Work Party to erect signs and
clear tracks in the Davidson Park,

SEARCH & RE®CUE: Fourteen bushwalkers from Sydney took part in a
search at Barrington recently. Walkie-talkie equipment was used in the
search and found to be very efficient., Fortunately, the search did
not proceed very extensively as the "lost" party was able to walk to
safety after the waters of the Williams River had subsided a little,

A letter to hand contained the resignation of the Secretary of the
Search and Rescue S“ection. In consequence, the Council of Federation
has asked that Clubs screen members in order to locate a nsaw Seeretary
to the Section, : - :

PUBLICITY: Three advertisements haﬁe been placed in the Sydney Morn-
ing Herald netting about thirty four enquiries. There has alsc been a
request from an organisation for a'lecture on bushwalking,

SOCIAL: The 1956 Ball brought .an income of £160 from tickets and
£7419,6 from other sources, Allowing fpy an expenditure of £128,5.10,
the profit to the Federation amounted to £39.13,8,

CAMP COMMITTEE: The Annudl Camp of the Federation will be held on
April 6/7 at Euroka Clearing, Mr, F.A. Pallin has agreed to act as
Campfire Leader, but he wants every Club to help with Campfire items,

Without the benefit of "tow-away" facilities, without signs or
threatening notices, the drivers of the 46 (or was it 48%) cars in the
Car Park above Woods Creek for the Re-union, placed their cars in neat,
disciplined ranks, so that any one could pull out without undue backing
and £illing. All did we say? Well, not quite. Right at the head of
the column was a grey Spacemaster which looked as though it had been
parked by an inebriate in the small Jours. When we identified it, we
lmew that was quite true. Anyway, the only vehicle hemmed .in was the
Colley Land Rover, and no one worries about Land Rovers,

The Opera performers suffered greatly and encouraged migraine in
tight 'fitting" antennco." to find most of the audience couldn't see
them. Maybe scotch light on the tips is necessary - and/or a "wiggling"
attachment, or maybe Geoff just dressed his "ants" too well in other
ways o -
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PHOTOGRAPHY ! 72 ¢ 2 ¢ l
3 You press the button, we'll do the rest ¢

Your
Rollfilms

Finegrain
Developing

or

Sparcling ‘Leica films

j Prints
%

deserve the

Perfect |
best SERVICE

Enlargements

LEICA PHOTO  SERVICE

31 Macquarie Place
SYDNEY N.S.W.

WARNING!!!
> By_courtesy of N.T.C.U.B, Magazine.

"All bushwalkers should not under any circumstances pass through
the village of Upper Allyn which is situated on private property owned
by Pender and Foster until further notice, If proceeding to Barring-
ton Tops by the Allyn River route it is pointed out that the road
reserve (not yet constructed) is on the opposite side of the river to
the village (This road reserve is not trafficable for any vehicle so
that cars have to be left at the end of the existing public road)",

Ed!'s Note: We have heard that dire consequences will be the
lot of any walkers trespassing this private property. If you insist,
we would advise the wearing of a sult of bullet-proof armour
(especially made for wearing with packs),
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WILD CREATURES

- Henry Ford

It all happened at Moorabinda at the Instructional week-end,
28rd - 24th February,

 Having a free morning John Logan and I went by an early trainand
getting off at Heathcote, ambled up the creek to a pleasant spot just
above the campsite, where we had lunch. It was here we came across a
goanne which ran up a tree., It was beautifully marked and was a
plgture to behold, not only as it climbed, but as it paused, perfectly
still, with head erect and surveyed us suspiciously., With a little
encouragement it ran around the trunk out of our reach ‘demonstrating
i1ts wisdom and its power and agility in climbing, ' '

~Peter and Georgia, who were on holidays and stayed over until
Monday, reported having also seen a big goanna hunting around the camp
looking for titbits. ' | f

As we all =sat around the campfire on the Saturday night, something
seemed to drop out of one of the tall trees close by, and yet it did
not drop, but seemed to float or fly. "Phalangers" shouted Geoffo,
and when we shone our torches on the trees, we all agreed. Thene Wwere
several of the beautiful little grey glider possums and they delighted
us all with their arboreal manoceuvers, jumping, gliding, racing up the
trees, racing down again, turning, stopping, starting, always just out
of reach of our outstretched hands. One remained head downwards in the
same spot for quite a long time, seeming not to care that He was in the
centre of the beams from our torchs, '

The next diversion came when Gwen, on returning to her téﬁp,hdis-
covered that she had been robbed. Something had helped itself liberally
to her loaf of bread. "Philangers!" shouted Geoffo, and again we all
agreed. : K

Later investigations proved how wrong we were, for we found a
half-tame wallaby on the outskirts of the camp. Nothing Gwen could do
would induce him to help himself again to the loaf of bread she held
out to him in her hand. He came quite close, but those who followed
him around for some time and sought to induce him to come closer, did

s¢c in wvain, '

Amongst the many yarns whlch were passed round the campfire was a
good one that Frank told about a yabble, It was shortly after this
that I went to the creek for water where I saw a large shadow move a
few feet from the bank. It was the largest crayfish I have ever seen.
With a torch in one hand and a long stick in the other I persuaded him
to back towards the bank, which he did with his large clippers raised
to protect himself from the stlck, So busy was he doing this that T -
managed to grab him behind the ears (yes! with my third hand) and hold
him tightly so that he could not move or do any damage with his power-
ful clippers. I carried him triumphantly up to the camp with visions
of lobster for supper, but the President, with a stern look in his eye,
said, "They're protected Henry!" After a while, I -did the only thing
I could do in the circumstances, and as we all clustered around, I put
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him down on the bank and we watched him scuttle away into the water and
swim to the protection of some rocks.

I was soundly asleep in my tent and sleeping bag long before some of
the other members of the mob had had enough, About 1 or 2 a.m. I was
awskened by a terrific commotion and a scuffling and a noise which sounded
like someone whacking the bushes and the ground and the trees with a stick,
when all of a sudden I was given a terrible wallop on my knee which was
pushing the side of the tent out. Now quite awake I shouted "Philangers!"
"No", said Geoffo, "I was just protecting you from some wild creature that
was attacking you, "

He could not give me a description of my attacker and nothing he could
say at the time or has said since, would convince me that on this occasion
the wild creature was not himself,

Cast.
Geoffo Geoff. Wagg
Frank Frank Quigley
Gwen Gwen Quigley

(We can't help wondering about that loaf of bread, Henry., Was it Philangers
or the Wallaby, or was it "that other wild creature" gone lightweight for
the week~end? - Ed,)

REUNION - 1957,
- Geoff, Wagg

SCENE:

The early autumn deawns as crisp as a slice of watermelon, The cool
sun drifts soundlessly above the eastern ridges striking up long highlights
on the river, which rise like searchlight beams to break among the trees
along the bank and fall in fragments on the dew-bright grass. The Bellbird
hangs his tiny notes along the high tree branches and that is all the sound
there is.

Not far away on a ridgetop a large blue and grey vehicle sweeps along,
apparently riding on a plume of soft grey dust., Nearer and nearer it draws
to the tranquil clearing by the river; nearer and nearer, ploughing its
cloud of dust to the road end.

Onk-hu=u=u~r-r-rk-gurrt!! (A sound reminiscent of a cracked sazaphone
disgorging an irate concertina) eminates from the bonnet of the Puttmobile
and drifts out across the gullies, Doors fly open; bushwalkers pour out,
The S.B.W. Reunion is on and Nature retreats to the top of her highest

gumtree,

Almost from that moment the river bank became the scene of much act-
ivity, Putt, with his team of tireless toilers, whisked great logs, cut
on the previous weekend,to the campfire site and stacked them with precision
to the design of Bill Henley, the Campfire Architect.  All kinds of conven-
iences were erected, not to mention windbreaks to protect the unwary kidney
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from a sneaking grownd-draft and stage back-drops to protect the unwary
actor from a well aimed tomato, Mosquitoes had previously been warned
Off the area and all the standing water made unfit for habitation,

No milk and Sunday paper delivery - next year perhaps?

And during all this came the tents v.... Big ones, small ones, golden,
green and "used to be some colour" in every conceivable shape and location,
With the tents came the walkers ~ big ones, small ones etc, including tots,
visitors and prospectives to a total of 189 bods ~ we think a record,

(This figure hasn't been checked by Nen Bourke, our Auditor, but I think we
might believe Malcolm beeause he was very careful and used all his fingers
and toes,

When the last ice chest, lounge chair and baby cot had been humped down
the ridge, daylight began to disappear, swirling into a sunset flush and
rushing through the western gap like water down a drain, On the darkened
earth, cooking fires winked like stars snd on the darkened sky, stars winked

like cooking fires. Nature at the top of her gumtree shifted into a more
comfortable crotch and settled down for the night,

As the pungent odour of Stitt's incinerated repast faded into the cool
night air, the mood of expectancy began to spring from one group to the next,
Something must surely happen soon = everyone's here (except Jim Hooper, of
course) - something must surely happen = yes! There it is glowing like a
monster jewel with a million facets and throwing up a million sparks to rival
the stars, ‘

The Campfire is on!!

Fire's burning eesise
Fire's burming eeeeeess

After we'd sung the rounds it was time for the current Chronic Opera,
"White Antics", which brought forth some rare moments of melodious warbling
and the natural comedy team of Digby Rigby, the master white ant, as the
Black Duke of Anthracite, and Brian Anderson as Admiral Antidote, his dim
but willing accomplice, These two arch plotters are attempting and very
nearly succeeding to establish the Black Duke as consort to the Queen of
Antdom,  Unfortunately, in his moment of triumph, the Duke is eaten by a
rampaging Anteater, much to the secret disgust of the Queen, who'll tell you
she preferred him to the hero anyday. For his part in the plot Admiral
Antidote is relegated to a post in the Municipal Garbage Service and every-
one lives happily ever after. There is a considerably body of opinion to
' the effect that, though unseen, the prompter played the best part of the
evening,

After some particularly good singing from’Paddy and the kids and a
touch of harmony from the Ray Bean Trio it got to be time to initiate the
new members, Now initiations of the previous year, though they had been a
great source of fun to most people (including, strangely enough, the init~-
iates) had brought forth some adverse criticism from those gentler souls.
Unkind opinion has it that these are the people who when crowding for a
better view were splashed with mud, but this is not necessarily supported
by fact, This year it was decided there would be no room for adverse comment,
Initiations would be the soul of gentility, and it was so, '
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First initiates were assembled before the members and asked to state
what was wrong when etiquette demands a walker should get the leader's
permission before removing his shirt while he can remove his pants at his
own discretion,

_ No-one knew, Answer of course is "You take care of the pinneys and
the pants will ke care of themselves”. v

Next idea, to see if 8 new members could erect a tent, was effectively
white anted when one of them mislaid the tent pegs. No~one seemed too
sure what happened after that, Some other people came ‘on amd made appeals
to the audience for ideas on how these should be dealt with, Most proffered
ideas were "hang 'em from the yard arm high" or "boil 'em in pitch" , and
couldn't be used because the necessary equipment wasn't available so it was
finally settled to set each of them a labour to be performed by eleven o'clock
the next morning, Some of these were quite dangerous like discovering how
many bods per tent and who snored, The task arousing most comment was to
find a pair of the Bagley Beetle, species Red~bummed, The new member
Lynette Baber, a keen field naturalist hadn't heard of this creature and
immediately challenged it's existance, Bob Duncen who was the first person
to identify the beetle was called on %o verify the fact and did so con-
clusively by producing one he happened to have with him, Judy of course
denies being a Bagley Beetle, but her slacks (snd face) were definitely red.

This initiation seemed to prove the truth of the statement made by one
hardened type, "Just you give them new members half a chance, and they'll
initiate youl" - ‘

After all this had been dealt with we had some more songs and sore. in
the President, Brian Harvey, for his second yéar in that post. This swear-
ing in of the President is an interesting and ancient custom with its origin
pleasantly wreathed in antiquity. Though some of our senior members seem
to be in danger of taking it seriously, youth will always keep such things
in their correct perspective, although the only one of the venerable sym>ols
that can touch their imagination now-z-days, seems to be the Order of the
Boot, ’

More items followed though attention began to stray a little to the
other side of the fire whence came the dull gleam of coffee~full kerosene
tins and the clunk-clunk of rock cakes rolling together, "

"Supper's onddi"

This brought the assembly to its feet and queues materialized in a
flash, each walker with mug at the ready, Then with brimming mug and rock
cake in hand dispersing into chatting groups to relive old days and plan
for those to come,

About this time that popular girl, Bo-Peep,put in an appearance only to
have her escutcheon trampled on once more,

Now some were reluctantly moving bedwards carrying sleeping tinies, some
were ginging sweetly by the fire, some were .... they were ..., well, I can't
quite see what they're doing. It's the young mob up there in the dark
corner by the wind break, It looks like some kind of a rough house, no, it's
Bob Duncan demonstrating how to take off asweat .er under a parka with-out
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shifting the parksa.

Natu?e, who had been tossing and turning at the top of her.gum
tree, decided she would suffer her disturbed rest no longer, and
g%?mbed dowE to punish the culprit, The Admiral was maeking the most
10156, 80 she siezed his shirt and sprang to the to of her tree. Th
Admiral mede still more noise. reng ‘p ' > °

Bgt, roll up, roll up, roll up! See Dare Devil Duncan fly through
& blazing sheet of carrugated cardboard and land in a palpitating heap
on the other side, o '

"Awl! I thought you were going to catch me, Waggl"

This sort of thing was too energetic to last, though. 'The tumult
and.tpe shouting had to die. One by one the revellers faded away
trailing sleeping bag and ground sheet, to seek a quiet spot. Only the
small group by the fire left, still sipping coffee and listening to
Henry play old Austrian airs on the mouth organ - - Peace at last,

Re-union Sunday mornings always start about 3 hours earlier than
most people feel they should., After such a late night, it would seem
that gn.eleven o'clock lay-in was the right thing, but -- no chance,
A}l t}nles g0 %o sleep with the sparrows, leap up with the larks, give
plercing shouts, wake grumblin.g Daddies, .

"Wake up Daddy M '
"Daddy, wake upi", -
who trip over billy = Dang! Bang! Curse! and break sticks for fire with
great force of expression - Smash, crash, snap!! ‘

. S0 starts a Re-union Sunday. As soon as there is a fire alight 'a
group will gather and chatter and with the chatter you lose your last ..
chance of sleep, Those half heard conversations sound so tantalising
you have to roll as far a8 the tent flap and peer out to see what you're
missing, The sunlight hurts at first, but soon it burns away the film
of sleep, the soft cool whisper of a breeze clears away the fuzzy
feeling in your head, and Taro comes along and looks down at you and
says,
"You know what you are? You're a 1life murderer. Y're sleeping

away the best minutes of ytre life", ‘ , '
and you climb out of your sleeping bag and into the world.

When breakfast was over and everyone was well rested from the
effort of getting up, some folk driftedfrom camp to camp, hand shaking,.
back slapping, renewing old acquaintances, while some wandered up
stream in search of a spot deep enough to swim. The Grose generally
was reduced to a depth of 2 inches of water and 2 feet of sand, a little
too thim to walk on and a little too thick to swim, Eventually a spot
was found where the body could be totally immersed, though, as this was
only a little larger than the average bath tub, conditions were some=
times a little cramped, ;

George Gray, while attempting to break the underwater record for
the pool, was rudely surprised when another bod came sliding down a
steep rock above and landed with a resounding splat in the small of
his back, On second thoughts, I feel George may have been suffering
from a surfiet of the rock-cakes Colin was still handing around on

O
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‘Sunaay morning and was laying scuppered at the bottomldfﬂthe pool when
the shock.occurred, : : ’

~ Digby, the Black Duke, having been bested the previous evening
only by the unfair intervention of a spiny anteater, now saw his oppor-
tunity clear for revenge. Wagg, or Anthony (they're both the same)
was prostrate on the sand absorbing sun, so he conceived the idea of
tramping over him at high speed. The victim 1s snoozing, unsuspectin
The villian. advances at high velocity. Admiral Antidote, become o B
cghort of the Queen, since reocognition of his efforts in,the darba e
Disposal Service, cries, "Nowl!" Anthony raises himself a fractiong
but too late for the Black Duke to stop or swerve. He trips desérib-
es .a graceful arc through air and lands on his ear, ?

"Curses, folled again!"

Soon it was eleven o'clock and time to hear the new members!
answers to the questions they'd been given, and once more it seemed
?hat everything was being made easy for them, Whatever their answer
}t was right, so each one won a prize. For John Scott and Henry Gold
it was a beauty treatment beginning with a mud pack. This meant they
were really in the dough (face first) and the bheauticians made a -
special point of rubbing it well into the hair, Georgia Antoniades
won a shave and was unkind enough to inquire if the 'Dirty Dora' they
lathered her with was hygenic, 'Nuff sed!" Mary Walton and Shirley
Hackworthy also won a free shave and were given the opportunity of
shaving each other (blindfold). This would have been-a dual fe rim-
acide if they'd had razors instead of pieces of bark. Lynette Laber
and Dot Barr sat down to build a castle in the sand, but something
went wrong with the system and they were lucky not to be entombed.
Finally Margaret Innes won a free application of lipstick and eyebrow
pencil by Lynette and Dot. That certainly was a free application.
Goodness knows how she got it off,

Next we had a tug o' war in which every time the mens' team took
the strain, the rope wouldn't, It landed them in a heap on three
consecutive occasions., After a few more items of general athletics,
three legged races etos it was time for lunch,

A few hardy walking types combined o finish the last of the rock
cakes, but these, even in their depleted numbers were more than a
match for walker'!s jaws and the remains (of the rock cakes) were dis=-

posed of in a deep hole,

It doesn't take long for a Re-union to break up after lunch on
Sunday. The rabbits check out, then the mob for the bus, until only a
few stragglers remain, Despondently they dismantle the little tents,
stamp out the remaining coals among the ashes, shoulder their packs
and walk away among the now silent corridors of the trees,

"q3]lence immerses the whole scene, drowns rocks and trees and
‘grasses in a sea of utter stillhess, The gentlest of evening breezes
breaths coolly into the stillness to send it drifting gently between
the trees, which set up a languid swaying like seaweeds in an under=-
water current. The sunset fades, the sky turns to dark silver and the
first white glittering star is born, The breeze dies = once more all

is still.
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Like a shadow, Nature slips down the smooth trunk of her gun tree, :
At the bottom she pauses a moment and looks around with cautious eyes,
then stretches; luxuriously easing the kinks out of cramped muscles,
A great big yawn then,
"Thank God! Peace for another 12 monthsg §"

SEVEN WEEKS IN NEW ZEALAND - Part 2,
- Dot Butler,

Having spent a week sightseeing and climbing in the North Island,
we rgturned to our headquarters at Wellington, then at 8,30 next
morning caught the "Hinemoa" for Christchurch and the South Island,

We took up a great deal of deck space sorting out our gear and
provisions, to the great interest of all the passengers, then 50% of
the party went to sleep on a bale of life belts while Donnie (the Man
with the Mo) doctored up his blistered face and brooded over his
blistered heel and I wrote our diary up to date. We gsent a telegram
from the boat to Garth saying where we would meet him at Christchurch,
and after landing a mutual search went on around the city and its
camping grounds, but eventually seekers and sought met and Garth drove
us out to the motor camp, where we spent ‘the night, Next morning the
Coulter chariot arrived and we spent the day driving round the Port
Hills, then, after being very hospitably entertained at several homes,
we caught the train that night for Dunedin and the Coulter flat, which
was to be our headquarters for a couple of days. It was now Christmas
Eves, We did some necessary shopping and railed off a fortnight!s
provisions for our Mt. Cook session, hoping that they would arrive
safely or we should starve to death - that wouldn'b take long,
especlially for George and Snowe. :

On Christmas Day we went up Flagstaff Hill - a thousand or so
fte hill at the back of the town, 'and had a wonderful view of Dunedin
spread out below, We had Christmas dinner up there, and hoped our
friends back home were having Just as good down the Kowmung, Home for
afternoon tea «~ crystalised fruits and nuts and beer - after which
the boys flaked out, They revived in time to have a hot bath (Gee,
this is a tough trip!) =~ Snow read a book for half an hour in the
bath =~ then had tea and at 10 Pem. he tottered off to bed again )
because we had to be up at 6 in the morning (Shamel) to catch the bus
to Te Anau and the Milford Sound walk,

We left Dunedin 8,30 a.,m. on Boxing Day =~ this time we managed
to locate the bus departure place and cateh the bus with 10 minutes to
spare, in place of the usual minus 2 seconds, which was somewhat
phenomenal, We whizzed out of the lovely little green town on a
beautiful fine sunny day, and so to the township of Te Anau on the
lake of the same name., Here we got into a launch - about 20 Track
walkers and 14 deer shooters - and ran for several hours up the lake,
The deer.. shooters were a powerful rugged bunch of blokes with the
wild winds and storms of their wild world making their hair stand on
end and whistling through their wild whiskers, Snow and I cantemplated
the gentle pink and white types of humanity who were to be our compan=-
ions on the track and wished we were going with the deer hunters, As
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a matter of fact, after a few whiskies with them (the water for which
was obtained by tying a green plastic bucket to a string and hurling
it overboard into the lake), and a few rounds of old time waltzing
with one of the leaders of the band on the rain=-swept deck in parkas
and hobnails, an invitation was extended to come with them, but as
this invitation didn't seem to include the mob I had to decline., One
of the younger chaps played a pilano-accordian and we roared out songs
with them and stamped round the boat in the pcu-~ing rain and had a
marvellous time. We unlaoded them and their guns and thelr tucker in
tea chests at various points along the way. The launch would draw in
as close as possible to some rugged, rain-festooned point in the Sounds
and a little row boat would be loaded with gear and four or five bods,
then a Tess of the Storm Country lass in a blue sou'wester - probably
the Captain's wife « would punt them to shore with one ocar and they
would unload, then she would return and the boat would be hoisted to
the davitts and as we chugged on our way the small figures would get
smaller and smaller and be blotted out finally by a mist of rain.

At last we said goodbye to the last of the lusty lot and got out
at our wharf and tripped up bthe track to Glade House and a floral
tablecloth and a knife~-fork-spoon-and-fork and another spoon for soup.
The bunks had sponge rubber mattresses and pillows and neatly folded
blankets and we all had been issued with a sheet and pillowslip sleeping
bag in a cellophane cover and 1in the girls' dormitory out came the
talcum powder and the lace undies and the tapered trousers and ornament-
al jump-ers and the nail files and the lipstick, and I thought of the
wild wild deerstalkers in their soutwesters in the wild wild weather
with their whisky and hard tack for tea and hobnailed boots for a
pillow and felt sissy. However, we soon all got friendly with the boys
and girls on the track and it was like saying goodbye to part of the
family when the three days were up.

The first day was fine and it was a lovely walk through beech
forests with glimpses of watercourses and waterfalls through the trees,
There was enough sunshine for photos, so you shall see the results in
due course. That night we stayed at Pompalona hut after about ten
miles of walking, We ate a huge meal and had quite a gay evening of
dancing and singing and games. Snow organised the show with Donnie
running a close second and excelling himself as a wit, and if noise is
any indication of quality then it was a first class entertainment,

and all that got broken was one window.

Next day another 10 miles to Quinton hut., It spotted with rain

. but was pleasant walking. We climbed several thousand feet to McKinnon
Pass where we were whipped by sago hail and all huddled in a little tin
hut for lunch, then down to the Quinton hut for a hot shower and tea,
And what a mealll! Nobody raised an eyebrow at third helpings, so we
just went right shead. There was a piasno and one of the boys played,
so we had a gay evening.

Next day it really rained,” The annual rainfall at Milford is
250" (i.ee about 21 feet! 7 yds,.,!!! Helllll) and we had it all.
We sloshed the 13 miles of track through mud and watercourses called
trails, with high mountains all around festooned with plunging water-
fallse At 4.30 we got into a launch which took us to M%lford Hostel =
the most magnificent White Elephant in the southern hemisphere they
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tell us. Here we lined up transport to take us 20 odd miles to Howden
hut turn-off; then we had a hot bath on the house, and a meal for . .
5/- in the staff kitchen, then piled our gear into the taxi and so off
into the deluge and the night, - -

Going through the Homer tunnel was an experience. It is a huge
unlined hole about three quarters of a mile long and the water just
cascaded through the roof 1like a firehose. Pouring down over one of
the surrounding iron grey mountains I counted over fifty waterfalls,
The sky and the mountains and the river were all one pouring deluge.

In the midst of all this the taxi man somewhat unhappily unloaded us

at 7.30, and us not knowing where the hut was except that a signpost
pointed 2% miles to Lake Howden up the mountain and down the other side
and look for the hut on the northern end of the lake., It was going to
be dark by the time we got there, and There was an atmosphere of haste
and tension as we plugged up into the deluge. The track was eroded
some three or four feet deep and roared with water as we squelched down
it with increasing speed - and suddenly there was the hut right under
our noses with smoke coming out of the chimney. We dripped inside.
Everything we owned was wet; you could wring half the water supply of
the “outh Island out of our boots and socks and parkas, and the other
half was inside our packs. We learnt that the annual rainfall just
hereabouts is 400" (i.e, 11 yards., Think of that!). Inthis hut we
stayed all the next day while the rain darkened the universe, and we
felt like fish at the bottom of deep pond, There were nine other bgds
in occupation who helped us pass the time away. We planned that next
day, come what may, we would push off or our schedule would be upsets,
We voted against going over the high pass of the Routeburn track and
instead went down the easier Greenstone valley, The weather was kind
and we had a wonderful day. The track skirts Lakes Howden and Mac=
Kellar, then goes quietly through clean open beech forest past Rere
Lake and so to Elfin Bay ferry wharf., A beaut big tin shed gave us
shelter for the night and we didn't get up till the ferry was almost
due at 1l a.m. There were crowds of holidaymakers and trampers on the
boats (This is from George, with his passion for detail: "The ferry
SeS. "Earnslaw", holds 1100 passengers, Its displacement is 300 tons-
twin-screw - triple expansion steam engines - power steering, I

got that from the Captain. I tried to get more from the engineer, but
he only said Har Hum.") Most of the tramping types got off at Kinloch
and caught tourist coaches up the valley, When we were unloaded at
Glenorchy on the other side of the lake everyone piled into two buses,
but as we had to buy stores we reluctantly watched them depart, with
visions of ourselves having to walk 10 to 15 miles with a fortnightt's
provisions to the Rees Bridge, then 4 or 5 hours up the Rees Valley to
our hut. We did a rapid bit of shopping at the store, with the result
that over the next fortnight we found ourselves with far too much
butter to put on far too few biscuits, then off we rushed and got a
lorry which had offered to take us to the Rees Bridge. The tucker was
Just stuffed into our packs and we each carried our ex-Milford-Track-
mosquito-nets filled with food too, and as we staggered off up the
Valley, down came the rain, We walked in swimming trunks and bare feet
to keep our long pants and socks dry, &nd in neck-to-knee parkas were a
unique and intriguing sight for a party of 3 trampers who encountered
us on the track, They told us 25~Mile hut was still several hours

away = and us hoping we were almost there! - so when we came to a
shepherd's hut within another mile we decided that was our destination
for the night and settled ourselves in forthwith. It was a nice come
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fortable 1ittle hut with bunks and mattresses and a good flreplace.é
Before leaving we gave it the ultlmate in qpring cleanlng to show our
1grat1tude. : : : : : :

. Next day 1n fine weather we walked the couple of hours to 25 =
Mile hut set high up on a terrace with the Rees river winding below .
like scattered green ribbons and Paradise ducks flapping their way in
‘peirs up and down the valley., and flocks of sea gulls (or.lake gulls)
‘soaring and drifting aimlessly in the clear air like bits of white
_paper dropped from an aeroplane, The hut water supply comes from 25«
"Mile creek which drops into the deepeet, narrowest gorge you can poss-
- ibly conceive, Arathusa Canyon is just catsmeat in comparison. It
reminds me of Kubla Kahn ....
ess and here the sacred river ran
- Through caverns measureless to man
Down to a sunless sea,"

: A‘young_married couple in occupation (N.Z.A.C, membefs) had seen
us coming up the valley and had the kettle on for a "cuppa" as soon as
we. got in.: We spent the afternoon sunbaking and snoozing among the
sunny tussocks. Beaut!!

g :
"~ .. We'll continue our adventures in the South Island in the next
rigsues. :

.Naughty Mr, Matthews, After a&ll the pains to which the comperes went

to provide a "clean" show, he skulks behind the curtain with' the
‘RampANT ANTS, and produces an awfully blue remark. The worst of it

isf= withiMatthewe you can't be quite sure just how innocent his intent,

4. 'Vonny Renwick was given the Hercularean task of seelng that the
'character to play the Black Duke in the opera arrived in sober con-
dition. * But the producer was worried., "I know Yvonne," he said, "I
saida'qgjgmore than half an hour!', but after half an hour she!ll-
startto, say, 'I wonder if I ought to go in there after him?' "

Just as the producer was getting all worked up about 1t, they arrived
'« befors; 3 p.m. = with the Black Duke in ridiculously teetgﬁal state.

Not as Black as he's painted,

At Qne stage on Saturday, Ray Bean was 1ament1ng encroachlng
senility and explaining he'd "mislaid" his pack. Sympathy was stren-
uouslﬁ”resisted. "No", he said regretfully, "It isn't my memory. I'm
getting old if T can't take two schooners of Windsor beer Wlthout
loqlng a pack" B
"'-"ocoocooo B
Well, now that We've Jlaughtered the Re-Unlon, let's set our
~ sights on the EASTER PARADE"”ff; ) o . o -

Heather Joyce says her trlp ?o‘BENDETHRA CAVES has all the poss-
ibilities if half her probabllltlee come off. So to anyone with a
problematical mind, this should be Tright down their alley. Come and
join in the fun and games at Bendethra = 1¥*s sure to be differentl!i




The MOON & YOU

There are some folks who lknow how the
date of Easter is fixed, but for Paddy
it is all wrapped up in mystery and
megice The fixing of the date certain-
1y goes back to the pre-Christian Era
and is connected with the magic rites
associated with planting ceremonies of
Spring in the northern hemisphere and
timed by the lunar calendar,

All of the above is merely a verbose
preface to a thought that we usually
have a moon with us at Easter, but this
year most of us will be asleep before
the moon comes up.

A few last minute thoughts for Easter.
Unexpected new shipment of "Chuffer"
Stoves 1n = price £2,13,6,

Quart tins of Shellite ... 3/9 tin

Aluminium Screw Top Jars ... 2/6 each

Good supplies of dried vegetables ready.

"Proofallproofing compound 4/11 - and
"Drums tick" wax 2/-, for reproofing
garments or tent,.

Note to ®kiers,

Bookings of Skis, Stocks, & Boots for
Queen's Birthday Weekend and rest of
season open on 2nd April,

- New Ski gear price list now ready.

¥.J. Dunphy's map of WARRUMBUNGLER ready
Price 4/~,

"PADDY PALLIN
Lic ht Camp Gear
201 CASTLEREAGH St SYDNEY




