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CONFESSIONS OF LN EDITOR

Now to confess infers that I must have done something because clearly
if you haven't done something then you can't confess to it. -nd any reason-
able person would be likely to assume that after having my nsme nublished as
Editor of this magazine for twelve issues I must have doné SOMETHING. Yet,
here I am, wracking my brain to try and think what it was,

Is far as actual editing of articles goes, I've done next to nothing
for fear of spoiling the delicious flavour of the versonality written into
them and which, I feel, is one of the most important features of owr tywe of
mag, - In fact, the one occasion when I did edit one (I felt the flavour was
a little strong) I was seriously taken to task by the author, at a Ceneral
Meeting too, that I doubt if I'd have the courage to try it again.

The one thing I did do regularly each month was to vresent Grace -

with a number of pages of scrawl resembling Chinese, written on both sides of
the paper with a pencil so hard that it was almost engraved, amd these she -
always managed to translate and type in English,



Though this feat amazes me, I admit that I stand in positive awe of
Jess! performances on the duplicating machine. The way in which she is able
to pamper the whims and naunces of that complicated device and in the short
remaining time which always seemed to be her lot, turn out the required job,
is something that will always own my admiration!

Brian's work as Business Manager is so far outside my reslm of under-
standing that T cannot even pegin to commend it without displaying my ignorance,
(Just working out my Income Tax leaves me with a headache.) I feel that his
achievement speaks for itself in that, as he informed me the other day -

"We can run an extra four pages and a map or illustration every
second month,"

First, last and always come the contributors. Whoever they were,
they never let me down. From the spasmodic "one per anmum” article writers
and the travellers' letters to the faithful unfailing regulars like Alex,
whose style reproduces with humowr and accuracy the vagories of our Monthly
Meetings.

In short, to everyone who helved me make our wagazine this last
twelve months, my sincere thanks, and for myself - nothing to confess.

AT OUR FEBRULRY MEETING

Our meeting commenced with a welcome by the President to two new
members, Len Young and Evelyn Esgate,

In correspondence was a letter from the Rationalist "ssociation,
saying that the cost of arranging the furniture as requested would greatly
exceed the rent we paid, and suggesting that we seek other accommodation if the
present arrangement was unsatisfactory, A committee consisting of the
Treasurer, the Vice Presidents, and two nominated members, Frank Young and Fred
Kemnedy, was avpointed by the meéting to find néw Club rooms, In suoport of
the project, Jack Wren said that, in these days, you couldn' "join any sort of
club for £1, and that, even if new rooms meant a 50% increase, we could afford
it.

The President reminded us that we are also seeking a new hall for the
Christmas party, The Mosmah Rowing Club had written to say that it had no
accommodation now at Mosman, but did have a place at Killarney that it was
prepared to rent.

Shortly after this Allan Hardie, back from South America and othér
parts, entered the door amidst applause, and was welcomed by the President,
Evidently refreshed by his travels, los£ no time in getting down to business,

& new hut, he said, had been erected in National Park on the ridge between
Burning Palms and Era, He wanted a protest made to the Park Trust. It was
decided, with one dissentient, to refer the matter to the Conservation Secretary
for discussion with the National Parks Association. It was also suggested
that, as the Federation re-union would be held at Burning Palms, a petition
could be drawn up and signatures obtained,

O
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Dorman's next motion was for a letter to the National Park Trust
asking for the erection of a sign reading "Drinking Water" at the small dam on
the North North Era Creek., He said that recently, just as he was about to
fill his water bucket, a New ..ustralian had said to him "Don't use that, I've
bathed in it", The motion was carried after two amendments were suggested,
One was that the notice be printed in four languages, and another that one of
the languages be that spoken by cows.

Next he lodged a complaint that he had written two letters to the
Editor . for publication in the magazine, One had been publlshed only in part
and the other not at all, The one that had been published in part contained
some of "the facts of 1ife" which had, for some prudish reason, been omitted, -
Thé Editor explained that it was his pr1v1lege to edit and that the second
letter had arrived too late for publication. . .

Colin Putt, convenor of the reunion committee, told us that, 1n B
opinion of the Commlttee, private transport could replace bus tranSport this
year, Malcolm McGregor supported the suggestion, saying that bowling club
members never went anywhere except in cars and passengers usually contributed
2/~ towards rumning costs., The meeting was in favour of private transport e
and appointed Don Matthews transport organiser, Colin said that the commlﬁtee--,“4

alsc intended to arganise a Woods Creek Surf Life Saving Club to watch the
children, .

Brian Harvey then moved that we hold an adjourned meeting 1ntﬁpr11 to
discuss the 25 by-laws that would come before the Merch meeting for Yweifica-
tion, The meeting agreed. -

Alex Colley then moved that, in order to give members a little fime
after meetings, slide nights, etc., to meet their friends or arrange trips,
the Club room remain open till 10,30 p.m., if anyone wanted to6 use it till then,
The motion was defeated, of course,

Malcolm McGregor appealed for some slides of Tasmanian wild flewers.
He wanted them sufficiently detailed to make the individual flowers recognisable,

Lt Jim Hoeper's request the Walking Trial scheduled for 6-7-8 March
was deferred to the next programme, The owner of some of the course laid out
for the event had proved unco-operative, and it would take a little time to
find another spot,

@  NEW SOUTH WAIES FEDERATION C(F BUSHWALKING CLUBS @
@ ANNUAL REUNION CAMP @
@ 4T @ )
@ BURNING PALMS BEACH @
@ WEEKEND OF 11/12 APRIL @
@ TRANSPORT TO GOVERNOR GAME LOOKOUT FROM WATERFALL @
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THE PERYM/N~DOHERTY —BROWN-DUNCAN-JOYCE

SOUTH-WEST T;iSMLNI. TRIP CHRISTMLS 58-59
7 = Bob Duncan

Baxing Day - December 26th, 1958

The coast road south of Hobart begins to peter out after about 70
miles, This is at Lune River near Hastings Caves, From here the PDBDJ
South West Tasmania Expedition set forth at 3.30 p.m. on December 26th, 1958.

Our first job was to climb onto a range which we were to follow more or less
parallel to the coast to Pinders Peak near the Southern tip of the island,

To get onto the heights we started along a well kept 2 foot gauge
railway line which ran up from the valley floor to a limestone quarry on the
side of the range, This was easy going and Mike Perymen amused himself by
lecturing Carl Doherty, who had left his leather gardening gloves in Sydney,
on the density, prickliness and perversity of the Tasmanian bush, Carl's
countenance became dejected but it was evident that underneath was & will to
live .and a determination to get the trip over and back to a normal enjoyable
1ife in Sydney, To this end he scrounged around and found a pair of leather
work gloves on the railway line. Before the day was over he was very glad
of them,

Carl and I tended to straggle a bit, but halfway up the line we came
across our leader, cook and mep reader, Mike Peryman, who ordered us to leave
the railway line and follow an old wooden tramway which headed back down towards
the valley. This seemed like madness but in Southern Tasmania it is better to
gotén miles along a traditionel route than a direct one mile through virgin
forest, and there was evidently virgin forest between the quarry and the tops.
We therefore cobeyed with only a few muttered grumbles,

The traditional route was certainly tortuous. It zig-zagged back
and forth through dense rain forest along old wooden logging tramways., These
were heavily overgrown and crumbling rotten. "L man's a bloody fool to get
into this sort of muck" said Carl, "Yair" I growled, "They told me it would
be bad, but this is past a joke." . : '

_ As we climbed higher we gradually left the rain forest and entered a
logged and regrown Eucalypt stands The going now became even slower for the

more open Eucalypts allowed a dense undergrowth of cutting grass and bauera,
"Cutting grass" is a2 sedge, not a grass, and grows in a head high mess with
ribbon shaped leaves up to six feet long, These ribbons have sharp edges and
DO cut deeply if handled without leather gloves. Carl was already glad of

his find, I found I was fairly well protected against this menace except that
the ribbons found the groove between my ear and skull a convenient route along
which to slide and slice out hunks of skin and flesh,

The way through this cutting grass and bauera still lay along the old
weoden tramways. /A1l rails and sleepers had been removed from these leaving
a double line of logs three feet apart. Every few yards you had to jump from
one log line to the other to avoid the more heavily overgrown side, We at last
came to a long stretch where the viaduct was about thirty feet above the ground.
I was still very shaky on my pins under the strain of a row of Christmas parties
and a 45 1b, pack, and when I got to the other side my nerves were visibly

<)
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shattered, "That was MIGHTY!" said Peryman, Brown and Co, "Bloody madness"
sald Carl, "Thank God we're over" I mumbled, This was the beginning of a
touching friendship between Carl and I, We alone threw the heroic nonsense
aside and found mitual comfort in mutual commiseration upon the pain and
suffering which each stage of the trip entailed.

Lfter the high viaduct the tramway went beserk in the opposite
direction, diving deep into the bowels of a cutting grass-bauera mess, We
had not pushed through much of this before our leaders decided that they had
had enough, We spent a couple of hours hacking a space for two tents in the
cutting grass, made a depression in the universal bog for a waterhole, and made

camp,
December 27th

The next morning owr leaders, Peryman and Brown, arose, cooked break-
fast, pulled Carl and I out of our flea bags, fed us, put our packs upon our
backs and prodded us on our wey up the mountain side, ALfter a couple of hours
we entered a second belt of dense myrtle forest, Then, after a couple fore
hours, we were suddenly out of the forest and in sub-alpine growth on the tops,

We could now see more than ten feet and look back on Lune River and
the sea, We had climbed about 2,000 or 3,000 feet and progressed about five
miles I suppose, A pitiful effort, but it had seemed an epic journey through
Jungle, eucalypt forest, myrtle forest and now sub-alpine tops., It was a
clear sunmy day and we sat down and had lunch, Lunch was the only austere
meal in our ration routine, There was' no cooking and hence no soup or dessert
and we had to be content with biscuits, strawberry jam, nuts, chocolate and
such like rubbish, ‘

We had gone only a couple of miles across the tops after lunch when
we came to a stand 6f dead King Billy Pines, Our leader and cook, Mr, Peryman,
declared he had never seen a richer deposit of firewood and suggested we make
camp, This was clearly white-antism of the most despicable kind., It was
only 3 pems The party sat down and argued the wisdom of the suggestion at
length, Carl said that King Billy was a most extraordinary timber and that
though much of it had been dead for hundreds of years, it showed never the
slightest sign of decay. Sections of some of the smaller logs which he pre-
pared with his pen knife seemed to bear out his argument though not all would
admit its relevance., It was noticeable, however, that the theme of the argue-
ment gradually changed with time from "Whether we should stop" to "Whether we
should have stopped” and finally "What we should have for tea'. I found con-
solation in the thought that though it was undoubtedly sinful 4o stop at 3 p.m.
- we would never have made the next camp site at Pigsty Ponds at our slow walking
rate. I think the heavy packs were slowing us wp. I thought I would never
make the fifty yards to the bus stop in Hobart with mine, and here we were
trying to carry the things across S.W. Tasmania,

It was blissful lying in the sun, telling Snow that we should be
moving on, and gazing at the blue sky patterned with wisps of white clouda
"What sort of cloud is that? asked Snow Brown. "High Cirrus" I replied,
"It means.that a cold front is coming end that it will be wet and stormy in a
day or two," - ‘
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Sure enough, the next merning was cold and drizzly,fbugJonce we were
on our way this made for pleasant walkings The route lay mainly through dense
knee high scopari and other sub-alpine growth. The weather steadily deterior-
ated and steady walking soon became essential for warmth, .

After the routine 11 a.m. snack of a % 1b, of chocolate, Snow and Mike
plunged into a patch of dense head and shoulder high prickly scopari and such
1like rubbish. The more intelligent members of the party went above this and
reached the next saddle in about ten minutes, We had then to stand and shiver
for about an hour in the freezing gale and rain while Peryman and Brown backed
and charged like a couple of beserk rhinoceroses in frantic efforts to get out
of the mess they had got into, "Past a joke" I growled and Carl agreed,

Once our leaders had got through to us, however, we set off once more and soon
reached Pig Sty Ponds where we had lunch in the lee of a large rock in the now
pouring rain,

We then set off for Lake Ooze, We climbed onto the bare rocky top
of the range, fumbled about a bit in the mist and rain and then a terrific hail
storm hit us, With our leather gloved hands cupped over our faces we struggled
on but soon became separated in the opague sea of flying hailstones, Carl,
Heather and I lost Snow and Mike, I had been bamboozled by the rain and mist
since leaving Pig Sty Ponds and had no idea where we were., Mike had the map,

Gloomy thoughts were descending upon us whea the shadowy forms of
Mike and Snow appeared through the hail., We headed back to Pig Sty Ponds and,
finding a patch of myrtle and other jungle, joyfully plunged into it. The mud
was knee high but the jungle kept the hail off our ears, We hacked a couple .
of tent spaces, built a platform of logs and branches above the slush, diverted
the larger rivers which ran across our tent sites and made camp, After that
hail-blasted ridge this was bliss indeed.

It seemed that fate was against us making any progress on this trip.
Yesterday we felt lazy. Today the weather had sent us back along our tracks.

December 29th

Even from inside my tent I could tell that, though the gale had
abated, it was still a miserable wet windy day., "Surely our leader won't move
off on a day like this" I bleated to my tent mate Carl, Next thing I knew I
had been pulled rudely out of my flea bag and had half a billy of porridge
rammed down my gullet., The route to Lake Ooze was far from obvious in the mist
and rain but our leaders, Mr, Peryman and Mr. Brown, got us there by mid morning.
Ooze is a large beautiful mountain lake, lying in a glacial cirque, Behind it
is Lake Peak rising directly from the waters,

We had been walking for only about three hours but the next recognised
camp site was a full day's march away and after yesterday's storm we were very
wary of being caught out on the tops. We therefore decided to make camp, but
where?® There seemed to be only the two extremes of swept grass and dense
impenetrable rain forest, Cutting 2 tent space in this stuff with our puny
slasher didn't stand thinking about. At last we found the recognised camp spotj
a clearing in the forest on the north shore of the lake,



HEALTH FOOD SHOP andVEGETARlAN CAF E

THE _BUSHWALKING SEASON ¢ e e
really commences with E L STER

START it well by meking the SLNIT/RIUM SHOP PRODUCTS the
permanent basis.to your FOODLISTS.

REMEMBER that there are no substitutes to equal the
enjoyment and nourishment of our Dried Fruits, Biscuits
and other lines pre-eminently suited to the BUSHWALKER,
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The weather had now moderated to a continuous windy misty rain so we
had a feed and then crawled into our tents and flea bags. it least we were
snug there. Our Willesden tents were really weather-proof.

We were beginning to snooze off when a diabolical victorious roat
rent the air, "Wotzat" said Snow from his flea bag. "I've just discovered
that someone has been more miserable than us" said Carl, "Who?" yelled Mike
leaping from his tent. "The C.B.W., party" replied Carl, "Listen to their
dlary 'The golden tan tents gave little protection from the dr1v1ng snow and
rain and it was a relief to get into the dense head—hlgh scopari and myrtle',"
The thought of Chalkie and his C.B.W's suffering in their golden tan tents
while we luxuriated under willesden cheered us till nightfall, though this joy
was tempered by the reflection that we were being forced to waste yet another
precious day, .

Decenber 30th

Our objective today was Pinder's Peak near the southern tip of the
island and then west across a long low saddle to Mt. Wylie above New River
Lagoon where lay our first food drop. ‘

We cllmbed_Lake Peak and found a2 long high mountain ridge rumning
south to Pinders, which we reached at the mid-morning chocolate guzzling time,
Pinders is a 4,000 foot peak but the weather, while continuing to improve, still
had some distance to go and se we saw nothing, We were in fact in strife,
Pinders was the end of the mountain backbone and we could not see how to get
off it, '
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Then suddenly the mist lifted momentarily for the first time in three

days, and we saw the beautiful islet-studded Southern Ocean, New River Lagoon

and the long low undulating saddle leading west to our goal Mt, Wylie, We
imagined we could see our food drop on the beach of New River Lagoon so we
orientated ourselves towards the saddle and rushed down the rocky mountainside,
into the sub-alpine scrub and the UGH! into the weist high scopari, "This is
past a joke" I said to Carl,. "This must be some of the really terrible stuff
they talk about" he replied., "If it was 1% worse it would be impenetrable.”.

I could see that the scopari gave way to umprickly taller growth
lower down and kept muttering to, myself "We'll soon be through this bloody
scopari,® "We'll soon be through this bloody scopari," when we finally hit
the tall stuff,, This was the most shocking stuff I had ever struck, It was
a great matted mess about ten feet high and progress was more akin to swimming
than walking., We struggled through it for hours but on reaching the top of a
knoll about midday I saw with joy that Mike was preparing lunch in a small
clear patch about 100 yards away. It was 3 of an hour later before Carl and
I had bashed our way down to him. "This is past a joke" I said to Carl,
"Yes," he agreed, "I wish we could get back into the scopari, If this stuff
was 1% worse it would be impenetrable,"

After lunch we bashed along the saddle through more scrub and scopari
but somehow it didn't seem so bad now and we reached Mt Wylie and then the
saddle between Wylie and Mt, Victoria Cross by sunset,. This saddle was the
most miserable scopari covered ridge I've ever come across, Misery was made
more miserable by my tent companion, Carl, giving the only two sticks of tent
pole timber within a radius of five miles to the opposition, Brown, Joyce and
Peryman, "Why the heIl did you do that?" I roared, "They asked me for them"
was his miserable reply., '

it last the weather was reasonable, The mist occasionally lifted
and gave us a views Behind our tents we could see that mighty mountain
Victoria Cross, Right alongside us was Wylie, while in front, the ridge
dropped precipitously into the narrow coastal region, New River Lagoon and the
Southern Ocean.

Today was the first good days walking we had done and after tea we
crawled into our flea bags and dropped unconscious, I had just reached the
deepest depth of sleep when I felt the earth heaving and shaking beneath me,
I began to dream I was driving my Anglia but then becoming more conscious I
realised that something was amiss, "Earth quake" I yelled thrusting my head
out of my flea bag, "Nonsense" yelled Snow Brown, "Its ... '

December 31st

and T'm racing you around the scopari in your flea bag to gét you wp St  "You'll
tear my brand new flea bag" I screamed, hastily vacating it, "I've found a
way to get these slobs up" gloated Snow to Heather.

Lfter brekker we walked to the edge of the plateau and looked down”
on the basin of New River Lagoon and the ocean, and across to the magnificent
4,000 ft, dolerite tower, Precinitous Bluff, Something like Era from Governor
Game Lookout but on a grander scale, The route ahead abviously lay down to
the creek and then along the creek to New River Lagoon 2,000 or 3,000 feet
below us,
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We started down the slope, first through scopari, which we now regarded
ag easy walking, and then imto forest and dense undergrowth. This became
‘progressively worse as we got lowere "iell, welve been through some pretty
bad gtuff so far," I said, "but this is past a joke.t Everyone agreed and we
determined to keep in tight Indian file for if we became geparsted, even by a
few yards, in this we would never find onc another agains The slope was very
stecp and ono heaved and shoved until one fell forwarde Somctimes we would
be gtruggling up to twenty feet above the ground and then coming to a less dense
patch wo would tumble gontly towards tho grounds The importent thing was to
stay upright at all timese When you finished hoad down, feet up, you could do
nothing btut yoll for help. It would take days to go up this slopo I should
think, :

We reached the crcck just above a large waterfall in time for lunche
A mile or two in half a day. Good going in this country. The creck fell
into a slot gorge and thon dropped through innumorable watorfalls, probably
2,000 feot in the four or five milog to tho lagoons

After lunch we walked and waded down tho creck where wo could and
climbed into the densc junglo, which overhung the gorge on both sides, whore
weterfalls blocked our waye This was roally a black jungle and complotely
roofcd the gorge in mogt partse It was comparitively easy going in tho jungle
bocausc therc was no undorgrowthe You just climbed through tho maze of
horizontal and vertical branchos likc a monkcye. The ground was nowhore v:'Ls:U_ole
unless you wont out over the gorgoe We worc now in top condition and beginning
to really onjoy the trip. = :

Then I roslised thet I was strappod to a strotchor. My grey matter
was not ticking over vory rapidly but "Cloerly," it thought, "his is the cnd
of tho trip wo have planncd for so many months%.

QON TO KI ME S '
- Heather Joyce

Wo could put it off no longer, we would have to start walking again.
In the distance we could soc the helicopter narrowly skimming over the Iron-
bound Rangc, carrying our new friend, Policc Sgh. Hanlon to Kings and thence to
Hobart - half an hour's trip by helicopter; four days walk for use

We turned back to our already overloadod packss Oarl and I had two
alrdrops of food in our packs plus some unclaimed gcar of Duncan!s, and Snow
had brought food from Hobart, much of it tinned varioty, and then bohind a tush
we found a cache of food including fresh bread and chops loft us by the Sgt. and
the Dre Onc day you have nothing, the next day youlve got too muchl  Whon we
staggored off, our packs woerc really crammed to overflowing with our yak jackets
caught under tho flapse _

We were on a buttongrass plain ncar tho banks of New River Lagoon
which flows down to the soa on tho gouth coagt of Tasmania. It could only
have boon a quarter of a mile to tho wator'!s edgo, but wo got caught in a
tanglo of head-high baucra and cutting grass and it took us an hour!s strtiggle
to reach tho Lagoons I was protty oxhaustod with the pack woight and five days
light rations so I pushed off downstream first, tut of course the boys caught
up with me vory soons This was the prettiest pert of the trip so fary the
lagoon was lined with huge gum trcos and therc 'were black swang and ducks on
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the watere It was low tide and wo wore ablc to walk on the exposed pchbble
beach or in anklc to knee desp water at tho crook junctionse At 7 to 730 pyms
wa repched the mouth whore thore is a rowing boat on cach bank for the benefiy
of walkers and shipwrocked sailorse It's an oxeollent scheme cxcopt for the

heaviness of the boatgy it!s an effort to pull the boats down the gand to
launch them and an even greater effort to beach thems

: The boys docided to come back the following day %o replacc the bosak
on the far bark and sort out what remained of our airdrop, so wo pushed up the .
gand bank on to Prion Boache This is the mogt doceptive boach to walke It
mugt be three milcs long for it tekes about an hour to walk, tut tho curve of
the beach forcshortens the distancc so that you can at all times soc your
objective but never appear to got any closor.

Wo finished walking in the dork end "finighcd® is just about the
right terme I think we ato something and I know we put up 2 tent which would
have shamed even the nowest prospective and I don't romember falling agleep but
next day dawned end there we were in our floebegse After we had domolighed
some of our tinned food and then somo more, the boys went back to tho airdrop
and I gtarted to mend my own and uarl's pack which had boen torn in the scrub
before Limsgtone Creecke

Suddenly a torrific storm hit. While I ropitched our tent end ra=-:
packed gear to protoct it from the rain flowing undor the walls, I pitled the
boys out in this really torrential downpours They in turn were looking with
horror at o distant view of the white weter of Limestone Ureeck fallss I guess
we just got out in time. ‘

The rost of the day we spent in eating and by next morning we had
sorted out our food and lightcned our packs to normal walking tomnage. To say
Snow was dreading the next stage of our trip was an undorstetement. The first
time he walked the mile from Prion Beach to Doadmants Boach with Mike they had
been in a bit of a hurry end it had teken them é§ hourss So he knew what he
vas in for, but Jarl and I were still in bligsful ignorance.

We pushod up a beant little croek that unexpectedly bursts out on the
south' end of the beach; tut we must have followed it too far for we found our-
selves in the mulga only too soons It ig rather difficult to describe Tasmanian
scruby it has to be experienced to understande We mado our way up tho hoadland
ridge avoiding the culting grass, walking up the fallen logs and striving to
maintain a gencral congistent diroctions Tho usual way is to go where the serub
ig clearest and so proceed in a zig-zag manncr. After getting out of the valley
we sidled the ridgc until we came out on the top of the hoadland and for the
firgt time in hours saw whero we were - just above Prion Beach.

Six hours walking brought us to Doadman's Beach just as light rain
starteds This was so normal that it was ignored in tho excitement of actually
being on a trackl Well, for a 100 yards until Snow lost it again.

From thore to Kings it was 6nly Mrack! walking - not exactly mainland
walking, tut no more serub-bashing like the early part of the tripe. In fact,
this is a really worthwhile walk, but then so is the first part.

Thet night we camped -ori o quiot pebble beach next to Lousy Beache Out
to sea were tho islands we had seen from Pinders Pesk and seagulls rocked gently
on the peaceful waters of the beye. Altogether it was a very poaceful evening
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except for the pre-meoal occupation of pulling off the lesches - why did they
all havc to choose me? Unable to bite through Jarl!s thick skin and unable
to gtand Snow!s —w—me—e? '

The next day we climbed the Ironbound Range up a well made track
which you appreclate after firgt-hand exporience of the virgin bushe Tho
rain forcst really is attractive whon youlre not pushing through it; pandanni
palmsg, groon growth and moss over overything alive or doad (oxcept bushwalkors
who arc usuelly rolling too hard to gathor any), giving an atmospherc of the
type of forest found in Snow Whitc fairytaloss The track was extromely well
~graded and oagy to climb and it was with surp risc that wo emerged out from
rain forest on to cloar alpinc glopese Tho weather wes kind end tho view
magnificent; we could look up and down the coasgt and, moro oxcitodly gtill,
across to the jogged Arthur's Range and tho foarful Federation Pesk. Like a
row of fangs ran the Arthurs and on the othor sidc of the Peak ran the long
rango of thc Picton.

But even as I gaged st this, our first view of the S,W., the rain-
clouds swopt ine Onco morc wo worc on the run, we must got off the Ironbound
whilc wo could soc the snowpolose Again the doscont was easy and waoll marked
g0 that thorc would x absolutely no trouble in fine westhcr, but probably
gtill some difficulty in migke ‘

We descanded on to the Loulsa Plaing as the weathor clearcd and casily
crogsed the Louisa Rivere Now there werc no further hazards end even rain
gould not stop use We movod over tho buttongrass pleinsg o tiring job, but
without a doubt the casiost walking wo did in Tasmaniae Wc camped on the
plains gtill within gight of tho clcar western slopcs of the Ironbound and the
ruggod Iouisa Rengo. Thank goodncss wo wore doterrod from our original plan
of rcaching Foderation Pegk along the Louiga Rangoc.

Qur last day dewncd cloare Mikc and Snow on their trip had followed
tho map and had loft the snowpolcs and made their own way across the low range
to Jox's Bight. This time wo decided to follow the snow poles all tho ways
They led us up tho valley in the opposite direction to which you'd expect to go
and to which the map lod, end over thc smaller bumps of the foothills up a
gradual ridge to the 'bop. We loarnt later that cach half of the mep hed :a
difforcnt compass alignmont and not being used to this type of map on the
meinland, we hed boon following the same grid.

On the other gide of the rangc the snow polos led us across burnt
buttongrass plains until wo burst through coastal ti-trece to the Boyd Ureek
cntrance and the beautiful Jox's Bight boache In front we could see tho
extonding sands at tho far end of which a hoadland dropped sharply into the sca.
On walking furthor along tho beach wo could look back at the impressive Iron~
bounds and out to sea at the lighthouso on Mazatsuykor Islande It was a
wonderful boach and so elicn %o tho bauora, scoperi and cutting grass of
Taamanian serub or the hail and mists of the ranges.  For advonture, varicty
of scencry and rcal challcngo of walking, South West Tasmanla is roally worth=
whilce

4 well used track lod scross the buttongrass up the valley from Cox's
Bight airstrip to Kings, Melalcucas The aftcrnoon sun was hot and the valley
hold the heat - hats and scerub wore now for  shado, not rain protection ~ and
thon woe saw the red roof of King's homestead come c¢logser and closore This
t:u:no the Kings were home and I can imagine how Snow and Mick folt when, after
3% days of hard walking, thoy found the housc desertede
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Kings is a home placed on the banks of a lagoon with a truly fabulous
view of mountain pesks and ranges in all directions, with the mighty peak of
Mt. Rugby looking down on them from across the water. No wonder the Kings
live there (besides the little matter of their tin mine).

That night after a BATH we cooked and slept in a hut close to the
house and next morning decided on a leisurely breskfast before a tour of
ingpection of the place while waiting for our plane to arrive. Over one
serious discusglon on elrcraft carriers rose the low hum of an enginee "The
Kings rocharging their batteries" we said. ®No, a bit more powerful., It
must be the enginc on their launch. No, it's getting closer.e It's a plancl®
And panic sot in as the plane actually dived over the house to land on the
alrstrip. Our gear was in that sort of a jumble you expect in a hub dwelling;
our fleabags unpacked and campstretcher to dismantle. We packed in about five
minutos - if only we could have been as quick every morningl '

Thet Cessna flight was tho best I've over hade Iow enough to see
ell, with our route over the 0ld River, the Arthurs and close to Federation
Poak s then thc Huon River and so to Hobart. #Isn't it mightyl® I cried but,
gotting no reply, I turncd just in timo to sec Snow handing a paper bag to
Garle  Fortunately for all, we landed without incident.

And g0 we were back in Hobart to join the mad mob at John Manning
and Barry Higgins! flat, to hear thc nows of Miko and Bob and to recuperate
from our grand trip of tho Sels.

RESULTS OF THE ANNUAL SWIMMING GARNIVAL 1959

MEN'S OPEN Bill Rodgers Kevin Ardill Bob Godfrey
LADIES' OPEN Georgina Langley Nanette Bourke Iyndsey Grey
MEN!'S EREASTSTROKE Eric Adcock Bria.n Haxrvey George Gray

LADIES! EREASTSTRUKE

Georgina Langley

Nanette Bourke

Lyndsey Grey

MANDELBERG CUP Nanette Bourke Eileen Taylor Jean Harvey
Roy Bruggy Jack ‘Perry Albert Smalley

RESCUE RAGE Jean Harvey Georgina Langley Lyndsey Grey
Brian Harvey Eric Adcock Frank Young

LONG PILUNGE, MEN Bill Rodgers Brian Harvey Kevin Ardill

LONG PLUNGE, LADIES

HENLEY CUP

Nanette Bourke

Georgina Langloy
Nanette Bourke

(each 10 pointg)

Awarded to
Georgina Langley

Georging Langley

Brian Harvey
(8 points)

Kath McInnes

Bill Rodgers
(6 pointg)



YOUR_INEEDS FOR EASTER

After the rush for aluminium cocking foil and
nylon cord, following February's advertisement,
we are happy to amounce that we have further
supplies of these popular lines.

Those who are planning trips for Easter (and
who isgn't?) may find these items useful.

TORCHES = small and large, metal, plastic or
Tubber casess Priced from 8/= to 24/6«

WATER_BUGKETS - Japara; ly and 2 gallon sizes.
Zipp closure 15/= and 17/=e Open top 11/9 & 13/=.
Plagtic (strong) 1 gallon capacity 5/9.

METHD STOVES ~ Compact and sturdy, just tho shot
for emergency cuppas = 5/=e

ALUMINIUM BILLIES = Tall and squat, 1 - 4 pintse

HOTS = A now line of lightweight, flexible
rubbor soled boots - 67/9 pair. The girls
ogpocially should be interested. Sizes 5 - 10.

FOQD = A1l lines of dehydrated vogotablog, soups;
ogg powder, ovaltine tegblets, condensed milk in
tubose ‘

FOOD BAGS =~ Plastic and japara, all sizos.

FOOD_JARS = Aluminium and plastice A largc array
of shapos and glzese :

HEAVY WEIGHT SOCKS e Bottor than evor quality
pink miners socks 8/6 paire _

And much moro than we can tell you herc so come

R EeAcH & Svowev

At ——
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P _,\.Promptly a'b:: ,s:.x otclock on the Fr:.day night, I was waiting by “the map
at uentral, eylng my ridiculously small and light rucsace Mo crampons, ‘10 TOp
no felt-soled shoos, no pitonse Gould I rcelly survive a hiko in the y‘ﬂalps for
two, days with!a more fifteen kilos on my back? I learncd that I could -
cram;pons and ropq would have helpecd. ;

= By & q artor after six I began to fcol apprchonsivo; as no oth’_ e
bearers of rucsazs had converged on my place of waitings By 6420 I was stingkly . :,
agitated and bogén scarching tho wholc concoursa. ; foe s

) Ahl  Therc was Digby, hurrylng towards 'l:he platforms I c:hasedt«ﬁ‘»aftc::l:*h %
him, "D:Lgbyt " I callod, "Wait for mo." Lo

"f"*Hurr:Ledly he grasped me by the arm and prOpollod me pagt the tlcket
barr:.er, along the platform and into a carriago. - L

. "Wherelnhell have you bin?® hc askod as we strodc down the pla’ﬁform. ‘

"I?" I enq'turod, indignant at his tones "I have boon wa:.tlng;: faithe
fully by the map s as ingbructed." : - '

“Well, why didn't you come over with tho rest of us?" he enqulred as
we en'tered the corrldor of the carriage.

"er‘z 'bhcro wag no-onc elgc thereln I ob,]cctcd.

*"There was a whole mob of us there," hc sa:Lde "You been on the grog or :f::
someth:l.ng? 0 ; i}

:."D:Lgby," I said solcmnly, roallslng that thore must bc some mlsunde

standlng, 1] gwent to the enquiries man and I said to him: Wherc is the map?
A.nd he. po:Lnted to the wall and ssid: TYou blind, chum? D:Lgby, I Wc..l'th; 'by Jt}he o
map, ut I sweer therc was no-one elsget

o “I\Tot T_HAT mepl® ho almogt shoutod. .RO-o~-oh? he groancd, "ncx_t}ér m:Lnd.
Here - thls 1 whero welro holed upe" el f

' -'I en’oo-red the compartmont and guiled ag ‘Snow waved a cheery greetlng. e
"You made it ‘NMino. Thought you must!ve got picked up at the Jross or somethlng."

. “Bigby” 1nbroducod me., MThis ig Nino, fellase Alpini and all tha't. S
The Matterhorn, “tho Wetterhorn, the Drierhorn, the Gasthof and tons of J’ungfra.u-
There was much laughtor, but as I had only understood the words, Mattorhorn, - .
Gasthoff and’ ‘Jungfrau, I was unable to sppreciste the humour. "Mcet the boys,
Niro.: ‘Snow you know. .. This ig MickelficksseGooff, the wag...Don...Jlm Browtis:
Mlke..‘.uolput’q ...and Dung Khan »tho Dala.l Llama. " _ .

"'.

) J‘ff,-‘ Those who could reac‘ﬂfme shook n3y ha.n \a,rmly and the othcrs gave a o
cheery waves The Dalai Llema 1if’oed “the’ flap of a ra’cber ridiculous-locking fur
hot; which ,qbscured ‘helf hig face dhd ‘said in a deep voidt, "Sorl Das jungfrai ..
igh: geluffﬁy, ?" I ‘wonderad 1f he; too, wore having dlfflcult y w:Lt h the .
langutagee o e
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Soon I was scated alongslde' Dighby who, likc a good leader, bogen to
quesgtion me as to whether I had brought everything neccssarye.

nGot all yor tucker alright, Nino?t".

#Tuckor?® I raised my sycbrows.

"Yor grub, Food.!

"Ohl but yose I have enough for threcc days, in caso we are bonighted."
MGround sheet?n

NYog.t

NBag? 1 . -

"I havo scveral bags, Digby e..®

‘"FLEA m—== 1 mcan, SLEEPING bag."

"Oh, yosen

“Snako-bife curo?"‘

"My snake-blto cure? No, I did not thirk to bring e curc for snakege®
UNo snako-bito éure" Man} youtll d:Le." |

"You think I am unwise to go into tho nountains without a snako-bito
cure? !

"Wmdsel?  Nino, you!ll freeze.n
MI will froozo? The snako-bito, it will meko mo cold?®

. "Now, walt a mimuto, NMinoe Ict's put it in basic Englishe. . HAVE
YOU BEROUGHT THE RUM?® - ' o

"Tho rum? Why, ycse I have brought the rum, as you instructod me.
Sixtoen ouncos in g plaghic flaske That will curc thc snako bitos?®

"NAno es.es® Ho was intorrupted by a tall, loud-mouthed individual
who oponod tho compartment doors with a crash and, with a mogt inane grimace
upon his countcnanco, bollowod: We-e~11l} ~ Didja oversee sucha goonylookin
nmob of fosteringslobs? 4ll sct for the big weae classic, oh?®

"ihi Tho Admirél,“ chorusod a number of voicaose

: “uumm::.noub abit,; arncher?" callod Snowse Who lot you off tho string
for the weokond? Or do you haftorbe back boforo tomorrow night?®

"It11 ignoro that uncouth thrust," roplicd tho ncweomor. "But how
about you goons movinup and meking a spot of room, ch? I%d string the lottaya
from tho yardarm, so holp moe™
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Theoy made room for him end we wore introduced by Digbye #Nino -~
meet the Admirale Admiral - mect Nino. Alpini and 211 that. Tho Mattor-
horn, the Wotterhorn, the Drierhorn e.et

And Jungfrausk® intorruptod two or three of the othors.

Whon they began to talk animgtodly and somowhat loudly eamong thome
sclves in their peculier un-English way, I got from my pack the map which I
had purchased and loocked for the mountain wo should elimbs I soon found
Katoomba, and thon Mte Cloudmskore Thoy socmed much too far apart for a
wockondts hikinge I measurod off thc distance by tho scale in milos and
montally convertod it to kilose Porhaps I would approciatc the lightnoss of
my pack aftor ally in tho Alpini wo did not attompt such dightances, ovon on
skige

"Dighy," I gald during a lull in tho uproar, "Perhaps you would bo
so kind as to show mc on tho map what the oxpedition will be liko?

Burc thing, Minoe Wo ghart off at Katoomba, horce Heve a noggin
or two at tho good old AeBs3 roadbash out to The Jausoway, heroj thon a
burn slong The Necks hit the sacks at Glon Raphacly bit of a bush push on
White Dog in tho morning; spinc-bash on tho Cox for s whiloj and thon, if wolre
still koon, wo!ll roar up ovor (loudmskor and on to Tho Wallse Gonfidontially,
though, The Admiralls up to his whitc antics alroady, so wo!ll probsbly finisgh
up polishing off the grog on tho Gox tomorrow and ambling slowly homo up
Nellio!s for o sossion at tho A.Bet '

Tho othors murmurod in obvious approval at this lasgt romark.

"Yair,® seld Show. VE!g only a prospoctivo. Wouldntt wart *o.
burnimoffe# :

Thoy would not want to burn mec offe I wasg still pondering this
statomont whon the train arrived at Katoomba and we gathorcd on the platform
out sldo tho carriages Wo wore anveloped in & soupy fog which the dim lights
of tho station 211 but failod to ponotratas s

}

_ As tho rost of ug moved toward the oxit, the individual celled The
Admiral wag frantically rummaging in his rucsac and calling out, tHoyd  Walt
for mo, you lotta goonsse Think you'ro gomma stoal a march on mo in tho raco
to tho A.4Bs; eh?  Ahl horo it ise Thought I'd lost me ticket and might

Iﬁafﬁa do a bit of fast talkings Quito outa practico at that sinco I got
ookadet . -

Ho camc pounding aftor use Suddonly, wo worc haltod by Jin Brown:
I say, you followss Doos anyons belong to that pack back thore?®
ug

Wo locked back and indood thorc was a solitary rucsac on tho platform.

"ow, thoro's a man with sonso," said the onc called Jolputte
"Probably got a room bookod at the Sarrington and intonds doing tho mogt
luxurious whito ant classic of 2ll timo. Now, who could it bo? Mick? J.Be?
Nino? - hell; noe Hoyd Whoro's Digby?"

4 dozon voicos babblod at ones and thc ono namod Gooff, the wag, was
saylng, "Now, just what sort of a Charlic is Isading this trip? Gan't oven

(CONTINULD PACE 22)
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RUGGED WALKING IN TASMANIA

-~ Heather Joyce

Many pecple have asgked me to tell them of our trip to Tasmania and of
all the difficulties that befell us whilst walking in the roughest country in
the world, so let me tell you of some of our more intrepid adventures.

Leaving Hobart we were farewelled by our friends, who wished us luck
and good weather, and for s while everything went well and according to plane
Our transport took us through the suburbs and out to the more interesting
surrounding country arsase About 30 miles out of Hobart we stopped for a
light meal and there our troubles starteds We found ourselves in what was
surely the lonelisgt part of Tasmanis and certainly the quietest and most
unfrequentedes From our meps we could see which way we should go, tut how to
get there was the problems after a brief conference the party split into two
groups and moved off separastely in an attempt to solve the dilemma. '

It mist have been thres-quarters of an hour of slow walking with
frequent stops for rests before help arrived - a car was approachingl At lagt
our trip up the Easgt Coasgt was no longer without hitches - horc was an actual
hitche.

Snow and I thumbed frantically and yes, the car; vintage '29 era so
older than tho Renault, ground to a stop for use Thankfully woe piled in - no
great need to worry about pack frames on this car's losthecrwork - and rested
from our strenuous walking. 4And soon there was tho rest of our perty still on
the track, Mick Peryman standing with an appealing smile on his faco, hopefully
moving a thumbe I replied, with a somewhat difforent gesture, btut our gar
driver, good Samaritan that he was, decided therc was room for one more. And
so there wase. Well, almost.

At the next road junction we got a quick hitch on a dirt lorry for a
mile or so, and then we had a long rest near the top of a range whoro there was
a fallen log in the shade of a tree and a good uphill stretch of road on which
to play a game of "fly% until a festering car csme by, scattering our sticks
and not even stopping to offer us a 1ift.

So, once morc we had to face reality and get back to walking. Lot
me tell you, it was a tough trip and I've slidos to prove it.

I won't bore you with all the painful details of our tour, but like
all Tasmanian walking, it isn't the miloage btut tho rate that counts, and our
pPa ce was very slow indeed and in short tursts with long rosts betwecen each
stretchs

Nor was our meking camp an easy thing to accomplish - Duncan will
agree with me hore when I sey that gotting a tont up in Tasmania is a long job.
involving groat gkill and patiences So, for cxamplo, at Triabumne wo had to
cunningly pitch our tent behind the only patch of bush in such a manner as to
hide it from the oyes of the local constatulary. Or st St. Holens, whero wo
were unable to persuade tho camp ranger that we should spond tho night in the
Youth Hostel and where that seme Wgentleman" gencrously gave us the choice of
two adjoining cempsites of some twonty foot in this camping ares of ? acrege
But never mind, the "reservod® noticcs of othor umised campsitos mado good
firewoode Or sgain ot The Basin at Leuncoston whore we snosked in the park
gates after dark to avoid the ranger. :
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But at last our great edvanture wes onded and we saw the great sideg

of the good ship "aruna® loom above use Now our walking days wore over and.
wo could end our period of starvation by pestering our table steward for second
helpings of every course on the mem (after all, for the past five days wo had
had to exist on meals of fresh fish and crayflsh at 2/9 2 pound).

And the fact that we were almost tossed out of the firsgt class dlning

room of the "Taruna® just bocauso wo had no tiecs or long pants proved how
dangerous and rugged can be a walking trip to Tasmania.

who'!d be a walker
: ' ' - 1 was

i was in the Tushwalkers once
they gave me a pack

a rucsac

a haversac

call it what you wlll

they gave me one

quite new

with a2 frame

a present from the president
the old fellows

walked over mountaing

© with theirs

forded rivers
climbed c¢liffg
camped at night
and the president said
jolly good show chaps
that was the day i showed a prospective
how to be
a walker '
i put this pack on hig back
we wont on a marzthon
we came to a cliff
tako a short cut i said
he did _
he fell on hig head
tho ° ‘
presidont
was
gemiinely o
digtressed.

(JORRI GENDUM

In the February issue of our magazine a typographical error occurred

on Page 14 where it was stated "that 56} of Prospective Members do not becone

members"

This of course should rea,d 56%
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v : by a Special Correspondent.
: There are hughlos who can do the mndred miler in a weckend, Some
can do it easily in throe dayse Many could do it in four dayse Tho logser
‘ushwalkars could meko tho hundred milog in.a gontlo six dey stroll (this
includes morning and sftornoon toa). You would only lemgh if I told you that
Lynn a¥d I did it in nine dayse It's truc follow bushioss We are aghamed,
but not wholly to blamee It is 0ld Tess! faults

While travelling along an uncharted road in the depths of a jungle in
darkeet Thailand, the rains came uninvited. When rain comeg, the jungle roads
‘are practically impassable even to old Tess, our Land Rover. She received
this name in W.A. It's very lucky Tess received her name in good old Aussie
land, otherwise the editor would ban it. Tess' trailer ig called Whykickaroon,
a corruption of a N.Z. $own called "ihykicksmoocow", Bsfore carrying on with
the jungle story I'd like to inmtroduce the other members of the party. The
organiser is Eric Edis, an Englishman, Angela McMahon and Louise Whitfeld » who
are both Y.H.4, members and wish to become prospective S.B,W. members, and
Eruce Russell of New Zealand. The trip ig called "Edis Expedition® byt stands
¢orrecgted to NBgters Expedition”. No eaters expedition could leave Mustralisa
withoitt representatives of S.B. Worshippers, and the Glub is reprosented by
Lynette Baber and John Bookluck. 4s a party wo'lre terrific esters. Boy, how
;;Ewe can eat. No longer the Lord's Prayer; "Give us our daily btread, ut in
‘Heu, give us our daily rioces Rice, not in bushyalker quantitiog, tut the way
‘Buddha likes to see his people eat it (tlree big helpings)s Wo've eaten in
gll types of dives in villages, towns, cities, excluslvo night clubs (the
guthor only in last-mentioned case) and also with jungle pecple and British

¥mbassles. We have eaten ovarythlng that grovs o erawls ~ believe mo, friends,
' 1t's o vonderful pastime, atd the SeBels should bo proud of its ropro sont at iveg.

, Water 18 the only problem - not washing tut drirking weter, which migt
" be bolleds One Yark we met claimed he rinses hig teeth in Pepsi Cola.

I had high hopes of being the first white man to travel from Singapore
%0 Iondon without a bathe Halfway through Indla my most cherished dresms wore
shattered by an Englishwoman on a tea osgtate. ‘ N

~,
\ \. N\

i

Wou mist all take a bath", she gaid.

"A hot .one in a real bath tub?® agked Lynotte exci'b'e‘dly.
‘MYes,? she replied modestly, Mthols firgh.n

"Don't avgue girls," I butted in sarcastically.

, Then a1l fingers pointed to me.  "You go first. You haven!t had
one thisg trip."

- "I haven't a clean towell or -soap," I replied oonfidently. :

"You'll find a clean towell and sosp handy. Ring for the boy if you
need any other requiremert g.n A

"But," I faltered, looking pl‘eadingly at the girls, "Remember I was
soaked by a tropical downpour in the jungle for one week s surely ——- M



"That 's not a bath," interrupted Louise.
"And thet's no excuse,! added Lynette in terms most definite.

~ For & moment I hesitated, end then sulked off to the bathroom. - Five
winiteg later I stood stering at the draining tub. Three things have gone
down that drain other than water - my jungle mud, including some Aussie dust,
ny beemtiful suntan and my wildest dream. _ :

Now to relate how we did the hundred miler in a Land Rover. Pirst,
the road mist be well watered by a troplcal downpour and second, the bridges
rotten or already collapsed. When the road becomes saturated, it becomeg
boggy and bogs mean sticky businesse. . '

I clearly remember Tess! first bogse It was only a little omes I
was the culprit, all becauss of a movie which was to be staged, but turned out
10 be a reslity. Tess wasted no time in pulling out of that bog -~ only three
Quarters of an hour. Some days old Tess averaged two to four miles per day,:
which included two or thrae bogss Generally one before lunch and one before
teas Her one before tea was always at some goddamed forssken places Tess
is a stubborn old girl when in the middle of s bog and refuses to budgee
She's been pushed, pulled and Jacked up. Dogens of jungle folk, Chang the
elephant; bulldozers, lorries and brengun carriers have all pulled old Tesse
Tho most emazing and quickest haul was by Chenge At this poin I seriougly
recomond that the $lub consider purchasing a couple of Elephants for jungle
bushwalking ~ they're terrific. The Jungle folk wore characterss First,
they would tako up positiong and if Tess sark deeper into the bog or our
wheels went through a bridge, they would all laugh. Eventually they would
come to the rescue« Thege people are very kind, simple and trusgting. I
could tell an experience of thair hogpitality that you would nover believes

4 jungle without leaches is like 2 man without o womans I congider
myself a looch oxpert as I've beon bitten in all parts of NeS.W, and Victoria
and slept with leechos in Tassic, but nover have I geon onc like the Thai
loochese In the water they appear like little black snakes. The villagers
ars geared of them - who wouldn't be, their length is between 6" and 9v,

When they sttach themselves it is a job to romove thems To add further to

our misery, sandflies - not just onc or two, but dogens biting away to the tune
of the William Tcll Overturs. Parsonally, I preforred the leechas znd squelchy
yellow muds  About two wocks aftor this episode, we were all rewarded with
Junglo foot, which is similar to gthlete's foot only ton times worse and
accompanicd by & maddening desirc to seratch. Tt takes wocks to cure and
there's nothing like mosquitoes to add to one's discomfort. We also had ocur
feir share of thogsa. ‘

. If Tess wasn't stuck in a bog; sho was participating in a bridge
erogsing. One old bridge I was testing with my foot fell down and so did I.
Boing an engineor, I viewed the problom and made some calculations and specul-
ationse Meanwhile, whilst diligently applying my thoorctical knowledgo, the
Junglo folk were tusy adding a fow pieces of timber. Whilgt in the middle of
a calculation, I was rudely interrupted by Eric.

_ "Aro you coming?" Eric was on tho other gide of the.bark rearing to
g0. ‘
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FOR LLL YQUR TRINSPORT PRCBLEMS

CONT/LCT

HATSWELL *S T/XI & TOURIST SERVICE

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

'PHONE:  Blackheath W459 or W151 BOOKING OFFICE: 4 doors
from Gardners Inn Hotel
(LOOX FOR THE NEON SIGN)

SPEEDY 5 OR 8 PASSENGER C/RS /V:ILARLE
LARGE OR SMALL PARTIES C.ATERED FOR

FIRES:  KANANGEA WALLS 30/~ per head (minimum 5 passengers)
PERRY *S LOOKDOWN 3/- w T n
JENOLLN ST.TE FOREST 20/- ™ " nooow n
CARLON'S F 10/- " u n 1 n

WE WILL BE PLEASED TO QUOTE TRIPS (R SPECI.L PARTIES
ON APPLICATION

One thing is certain with my calculations - the average bushwalker

" who walks 15 miles per day (including morning and afternoon tea) would take

7 days approaximately.
| | Best wishes,
John Bookluck.
P.S. Bushies, Lynn and I agree there is no country like fussie land for

camping, Eric Edis, who is returning to England, says the best camps on the
trip, in fact the best in his life, were in fustralia and when an Englishman

agrees, that's something to boast about.,

PICTCRIAL TLLUSTRATIONS

The Business Manager advises us that the Magazine finances are new
in sach a satisfactory state that we are sble to resume the reproduction ef
black and white scenes, maps, etc, within reasonable quantity. Contributars
are therefore invited to confer with the Editor with a view to enhancing their
articles in this manner,

Zle



224

keep* with us as far as the A.Bs Just how'll he be in the dogs tomorrow when
we gtart to gtretch the legs?h

In the midst of the babel, Digby appeared from the direction of the other
end of the plstform with a satisfied look on his face; and to a chorus of
remarks which, to my cors at lcast, sounded quite ingulting, blandly enquired,
Moll, how're wo doing, men? A1)l sot for a noggin at the good old A.Be? Or
dtyou reckon we ought to bash on out to the Glen?™ The answers werc quite
expressive - and understandablc cvon by me. Wo would bo knockin! a2t the A.Be

I began to wonder if wo would over see this Mount Sloudmskers but by now
I was learning a paticnce quitc foreign to my northern temperamente. What if
we falled to climb the mountain? At loast my vocabulary would bo much crmrichod.

COUNTER MISSION = Dung Khan

The page by Brian Harvey "THEY DID NOT MAKE IT® containsg a few sensible
suggestions swamped in much morslistic nongense. Brian wags a finger at all
whose walking activities do not fit into his own mould. About those who have
a taste for material comfort he says, "The true walker has no other weekend
vices" and, they are dissuaded by "the discovery that scrub bashing in the
harsh sandstone country surrounding Sydrey is not a Sunday school picnic with
string bag and one cut lunch". "

To the group whose taste is for longer walks than he cares to do, he
says, "Just for a change, some leaders might put on officisl walks which
prospectives could reasonably asttend and not some super severe bash, which,
boiled down, is only a privato walk for the leadsr's group of walking friends
under the clogk of an official walkm.

In welking tasteg I belong %o the lgtter group, and I an moved to defend
myself. The memberg of this rather ill-dofined group go only on those walks
they think they will enjoys This is because they believe walking is s recrea-
tion rather than 2 religion. Tho group contains personalitics ranging from
"veterans®" such as Paddy Pallin, who rccontly did a S.W. Tassy trip, to young-
sters sugh as John Manning. It is incorrect to suggest that it is just a knot
of cliquey friondse It may scom to Brian that walks marked with a namo such
as "Snow -Brown" as leoador must be "super soverc bashes which no prospective
could reasonably aftcnd" but thoy aro occasionally attondod by Dot Buklerts
children ranging in age from cight to fourteen, and they attract a steady streanm
of new comerss Unlike the gonoral run of prospectives; 56% of these do not .
deserts Most secm to bocomo pormancnt and enthusiagtic club momborse In the
last couple of years ncw rocruits have ineluded Mick Elfick, Arthur Potors,
Evelyn Esgatc and Barry Higginge Tho rccont ill-fated S.W. Tasmanian party
contained two prospoctiveg, Mikc Poryman and Karl Doherty. The group would,
therefore, appcar to succcssfully attract onc class of progpective.

The other class, thosc who profor casicr walking, arc not forgotten
either, for the bash group harbors in its ranks thrce rembors, Frank Rigby,
Brian Anderson and Bob Duncan, who aro declared white ants and who, while onjoy=-
ing hard trips thomsclvog, will for tho sake of prospcctives regort to any
subberfuge to shorton and softeon all walks on which they are ongagod.

It would socnm, thoroforc, that tho Club will bo best propagated by a
friendly attitudc to ncw mombors and a diverse Walks Progremme so that all may
find somewhere a trip to thoir liking,




