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From the Editor

Where Shall We Wander?

With depressing regularity, it seems, we hear of projects
that threaten the accessihility of favoured walking country, if not
the despoilation of the country itself. Coal mines in the Southern
Blue Mountains; transmission lines near Medlow Gaps a radar-type
installation spanning the Nattai Valley; and, of course; the
extension of limestone querrying at Bungonia - — all these are
disturbing schemes that have materialised in the past twelve months.
Sometimes it almost seems that we are going to be crowded out, or
at least hemmed in, by the "march of human progress™ (cliche). o
By the way, is it really progress?

So it may be timely to have a look at what has happened to
deprive. us of walking country in the forty-four years since the Club
was founded.

Some of the country once frequented by day-walkers has been
lost — the French's Forest, Oxford Falls area, for instance - -and
in other places habitation has spread out towards the rim-of the
gullies, as at Sngadine and Heathcote. But the presence of reserves
and parklands both north and south of Sydney has contained this
sprawl, and more recently the establishment of the Blue Mountains
Naticnal Park has secured a meascnably ''safe" area in the foothills
west of the Nepean. :

In the weelk-end walking country, Burragorang has been flooded, but

we still have the Cox =2nd the Kowmung above their junction, and now
protected to some degree as a catcument area. The Wollondilly south
of Jooriland is still ours, and the Nattai above Blue Gum Creek,
notwithstanding some coal mining ventures. The Grose flows largely
through the Blue Mountains Fark, and so far we still have almost
unlimited access Lo the vast and unchanged Colo River system. Some
of the Shoalhaven Gozge will be closed by future water supply
proposals, but walkers rarely enter that part of the valley.

The increase in the ovmership of private transport has also
extended enormously the range of our walking ferritory. Complete
generations of walkers thirty or forty years ago never saw the
Budawangs or the Northern Blue Mountains, or the high country behind
Canberras - places that now appear regularly on the walks programmes
as the site of normal two-day trips. Even the rash of fire trails
and bushk roads carved out for various reasons ten or fifteen years
back (and we deplored them at the time) have allowed excursions to
be made into some intercsting plsces within the compass of two days.
This includes the Middle Colo (from Culoul Range) and the Southern
Blue Mountairs (from Bindook).

Thus, in over forty years our sphere of activity has not been
too seriously diminished, and our increased mobility has so far more
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than compensated for the regions lost to us. There seems good.
reason to hope there will be plenty of unspoiled places for our
successors to walk in long after we have crossed our last watershed.

This doesn't mean we should be complacent zbout it all. There
is only one Bungonia. There are no readily available replacements
for the Nattai Valley. Whilst we shouldn't cry despair that every
inroad into walking country spells irretrievable disaster for the
sport, neither should we accept such development as necessary or
inevitable. It's a good cause to fight.

e i

At the December Genersl Meeting

Thz attendance of 35 at the beginning of the meeting was
reasonably good, considering it was a wet night in o sequence of
showery days, and there were no huses on the roads. Two of the
four new members were present - Nora Freeman and Deidre Jones, but
the two male representatives, Dennis Brown and Bill Terpstra, hadn't
made it.

Since neither Minutes nor Correspondence contained anything of
real moment, we were quite quickly at the Reports stage, with the
Treasurer advising a closing balance in November of $1,171., only
a small amount below the previous month's tally, Pat Harrison
duly produced a fairly full statement of November's actlivities,
commencing with Roy Higginbottom's Christy’s Creek trip, which had
seven starters, found low water in all streams, but experienced a
snow-fall during the homeward trip. On the same week-end Neville
Page's team of ten was on the Clyde River, going up Pigeon House
on Saturday, but abandoning the attempt on Byangee Walls on Sunday
owing to rain. The seme rain dempened Joan Cordell's day walkers,
14 of them; along the way from Waterfall to Ulocola, but it was finer
in the afternoon when they sighted an outstanding display of flannel

flowers near Audley.

A week later was the second car-swep Colo trip, reported in
the last magazine. Don Findh's account of the reverse-way party
mentioned a couple of Colo walkers who were well down towards
Angorawa Creeck and thought they were still above Wollemi Junction!
Bill Hall took over and re-arranged Alan Hedstrom's trip in the
Kiama arca, but details of the walk were not knowns and Jim Callaway's
Sunday trip from Garie to Heathcote was diverted slightly to provide

swimming opportunitics.

Bob Younger had the Friday nighter next week-end, out into
Martin's Creek and the Nattai. Despite some rain Saturday the trip
was highly successful - Bob applauded the early starts feasible with
daylight saving, and considered there was scope for time and motion
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studies., Saturday saw Neville Page with 13 people, including 9
prospectives, heading it over Mount Solitary, and debating with a
person claiming to be a Water Board Ranger who wanted to see their
permits. Meryl Watman reported that the Sunday trip from Heathcote
to Engadine via Kangaroo Creck was attended by 17, and was a routine
walk.

For the final week-end there was a choice of Max Crisp's Bonnum
Pic jaunt, which took out 19: they met a Mr. Sampson who owns the
Wanganderry proverty, and is quite amenable to walkers, but likes to
know who is going through — his Sydney 'phone being 78,51445 or
Peter Levander!s substantial day welk in upper Wollongambe Creek,
with 13 people who found the stream very muddy.

Arising from the final report, there was some discussion on
the fouling of the headwaters of some of the Colo streams. Wilf
Hilder was able to tell us that a sand-washing plant near Newnes -
Junction was responsible, gnd on a motion by Pat Harrison it was
agreed to draw the attention of Federation. Owen Marks also had
a comment on the Walks Report, perticulerly on the party which
acknowledged it didn't have a time-piecces Don Finch, who had reason
to be interested; pointed out a watch was not one of the essentials
listed on the Walks Programme.

Xath Browm reminded the mecting that as yet there were no takers
for the convener or organisers of the 1972 Re—~union - but no offers
were reccived. Phil Hall mentioned that the reservation covering
the Barren CGrounds ended 50-ft below the plateaus there were coal
deposits, and if mining were permitted it could cause subsidence and
damage to the rare swamp ecology on top. Wilf mentioned that the
50-ft vertical was a normal practice in such gazettals, but agreed
it could have bad rosults if mining occurred. We then carried Phil's
motion to write to the Lands and Mines Departments, and ask Pederation
delegates to bring the matter up.

The Cloth Badge sub-committee next presented its findings,
including two samples. Thrce quotes had been obtained, one between
$1.50 and $2, another &t #1.25 (minimum 100), and the third at 85c.
(no minimur1), The samples (for the two choaper models) were passed
round, and considergble discussion took place on which was the better.
It was finally resolved that the cheaper (85¢.) varicty be adopted,
with addition of & leaf on the flannel flower and breaking of the
word "Bush Walkers" - this may slightly incrcase the price -~ and that
the Club purchase 100 fto be re-sold to members only.

Only a few minor points remained. Dot Butler was able to tell
us she had persuvaded the Blectricity Undertaking to divert a power
line away from Cooclana, and Wilf Hilder rcported that the access
from the Mongarlowe Road to the Budawangs had been plotted on a maps
the owners of the property were quitc content for people to pass
through subject to reasonable bchaviour and cleanliness. Colin
Ferguson referred to prospectives on day test walks without packs,
and Geoff Mattingley said it was included in thc list of essential

e -, -
— A e
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paraphernalia, and newcomers werc also advised accordingly.

The meeting closcd at 9.52 with a S. & R. alert for a youngster
astray in the lower Bluec Mountainse. As it happencd, he walked out

early the next day before the searchers took to the bush.
RIEHHHH NN HNH

FOOD

(At the Club's Christmas Party the western wall was decorated
with a scries of sketches and the following verse, which Dot Butler
describes as "mostly Hilaire Belloc" -~ but certainly with Butler
additives.)

Alas! What various tastes in food
. Divide the human brotherhood!

Birds in their little nests agree
With Chinamen, but not with me.

Colonials like their oysters hot,
Their omelets heavy — I do not.

The French are fond of slugs and frogs,
The Siamese eat puppy—-dogs. {

The nobles at the brilliant Court '
Of Muscovy consumed a sort

0f candles held and eaten thus

As though they were asparagus.

The Spaniasrd, I have heard it said,
Eats garlic, by itself, on breads
What if your President should come
To lunch with you at healf~past onc
And you were jovially to say,
"Here'!s bread and garlic! Peg awayl"
I doubt if you would gain your end .
Of keeping Spiro as a friend. 1

In Ttaly the traveller nobes ’
With great disgust the flesh of goats ‘
Appearing on the table d'hotess

And even this the natives spoil

By frying it in rancid oil.

In Maryland they charge like sin

For nasty stuff called terraping

And when they ask you out to dine

At Washington, instead of wine, ;
They give you water from the spring

With lumps of ice for flavouring
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DO YOU WANT TO XNVOW WHAT!'S IN STORE FOR YOU; OR
DO YOU HAVE THE "CHE SERA' FHILOSOPHY?

e can tell you one thing that's in store —

in a few years you will be using maps scaled in
kilometers with the height indication in msters.
But for a long time you will still have to use
meps gradveted in yards and miles, and with the
heights shown in feet.

You won't be able to count those ounces {because
every ounce counts) — you will have to think in
terms of grammes — or litres if you insist on
carrying fluids.

If you wonder what's in store for you, try
Paddy's Store, where the equipment available
is light and rugged, whether it's rated in
pounds or kilogrammes. Even a decimal dunce
will get the full pound (or kilo) at Paddy's,

PADDY PATLIN

65 Liverpool Street, Sydney

Phone 26-2685

PADDY PALLIN 2

Lightweight Camp Gear
69 LiverPoor STREET, SYDMEY

26:2685
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\ That sometimes kill and always freeze
The high plenipotentiaries.

- In Massachussetts all the way

From Boston down to Buzzzrds Bay
They feed you till you want to die
On rhubarb pie and pumpkin pie

And horrible huckleberry pie,

And when you summon strength fto cry,
"What is there clse that I can try?"
They stare at you in mild surprise
And serve you other kinds of pies.

And T with these mine eyes have scen
A dreadful stuff called Margarine
Consumed by men in Bethnal Green.

But I myself that here complain
Confess restrictions quite in vain.
I feel my native courage fail

To sec a Gascon eat a snailg

I darc not ask abroad for tea;

No cannibal can dine with me.

But Walkers are a racc apart

Their eating feats delight the heart. ,
Comec join our ranks, dear Jill and George,
Youlll love to sec the devils gorge.

N\

|

HIEEHIHHIEIEH N R

About 20 yoars after those expatriate Kiwis, Nan and Paddy Bourke,
first came to Sydney and the S.B.W., they have lit out for Melbourne, where
Paddy is to fill another niche in the hierarchy of I.C.I., Nan, of courses
has been one of our back-room girls as Club Auditor for a good many years,
and they have been sounding out Melbournian Geoff Mattingley as to walking
clubs over there. No fixed gbode as yet, because.daughber Rosemary is
studying Indonesian as her language at High School, andthecre'!s only one
school where this is taught in Melbourne. S0 it's a case of first
finding & home in a suburb within the terriboty of that school.
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Moruya, — Doua River — Aralucn -~ Braidwood.
by Jess Martin.

In 1936 Gordon Manncll and his unclc Jack Lynch (2 years Gordon's
senior) were visiting a policeman relative in Braidwood, and during
their stay they browsed amongst old papers in the convict~built gaol,
which recorded details of early settlement in the area when convicts
were incarcerated in the gaol or assigned to work for property owners
in the district. Amongst these o0ld papers they found a skebtch map
of "George's Pack Track' across the ranges from Moruya to "Bendethera"
(owmed by the George family) on the Deua River - the upper waters of
. the Moruya River.

The boys msde plans for a later holiday and after consulting
Myles Dunphy, who had visited the area some ycars before and then later
returnec. from the Krawarree side with his sister Cora to holiday with
the Rankins (a few miles downstream from "Bendethera'"), Gordon wrote
to 0ld Mr. Rankin advising him of the planned trip and asking for
permission to pass through the property.

At the last moment, unforitunately, Jack Lynch and Nanette Gorringe
dropped out and Jeane Travis, Gordon Mannell and I caught the train to
Bomaderry one Saturday morning early in March, and were driven by
Mt. Con Bartlett to Moruya. We had to weit for the vehicular punt
at Bateman's Bay and arrived in Moruya just in time to buy some bread,
parcel up our homegoing clothes and mail them to be collected in
Braidwood & week later. We walked a short distance cut of the town
on the Araluen Road to camp for the night.

On the road early next morning, and crossing the bridge ncar the
Kia~Ora butter and cheecse factory we began to watch for the mouth of
Burra Creeck. Just then we werc hailed by a man with an Irish brogue,
who told usg that Mr. Randolph George had ridden out to "Bendethera'
the day before and he was cxpecting Mr. Alan Rankin to follow him,to
look at somec cattle running on the river banks. "Tell him Dinny
Millkin said that Alan Rankin had a poisoned foot and would not be
out". He discribed the beginning of the Pack Trail, where it went
up the spur behind some old fruit trees near an zbandoned farmhouse.

When replying to Gordow's letter, Mr. Rankin had advised him to be
sure to take the right-hand fork in the track near the top of the
ridge, because only on that track would we come to water.

We came to an enclosurc on the ridge; in which stock were penned
‘when they were being walked to Moruya for sale, and in a shallow gully
below this Gordon found water, and as it was near 4 p.m. we decided
t0 stop for the night, not knowing wherc the next water would be found.

Shortly after leaving our camp spot rext morning, we reached the
top of the range and the track dropped steeply down to Diamond Creek,
one of the lovelicst creeks I have seen, sbove a fine waterfall. Wading
up the creck for a short distance and crossing to the right-hand side,
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and then dovmstream for a few yards, we again climbed up and up and
then down to Coondella, a really lovely grassy spot, ideal for a camp.
This place, we werc told later, was used by the family when crossing
to the coast on horseback - a ten-hour ride.

The track wound its way round the hillside and then we saw
"Bendethera® - or what remained; Jjust the kitchen which, as was
usual with so many of the old homesteads, was separate from the main
house. Mr. George welcomed us, thanked us for Dinny's message, and
showed us a good spot to camp, and suggested we come over in the evening
to spend some time in front of his fire, a large open fireplace in which
we sat toasting our toes. It was cold cecnough for a good fire, too.

An cnjoyable evening was spent listening to Mr. George's tales.
He was T8, and could remember the police coming to the house when he
was a small boy, hunting the bughrangers of the Clark/O'Connell gang.
They uszd to hole up in the Nerringundah country necar the Deua source.
Near Braidwood later we met onc of the Renkin girls who had married a
member of the Clark family.

Mr, George told us of a good fishing hole ~ next day Gordon caught
three fair-sized perch -~ alsc an apple tree, the fruit of which we
thorovghly cnjoyed.

We listened and yarned late into the night and Mr. George told
us that quite a number of University peoplc had visited the Bendethera
Caves in earlier yearss and then he said he-would show us the entrance
to a cave next morning. Con Creck runs into the Deua ncar the house
and, riding his horsec, Mr. George toolr us up Con Creek until the bed of
the creek becamc dry, with the watoer issuing from a hole in the hillside.
Thereon we were on our own, being advised to take the right-hand creek
where it forked and we would find the cave cntrance behind a figtree
on the right-hand hillside of a blind gully. Mr. George told us that
the aborigines in that district always planted a figtree to screen
such places.

We entered the cave and found s wire rope descending into a
sinkhole, scrcened by ferns, at the back of the cave. However, our
torches were not ver rcliable and, not being keen on dark holes, we
went no further.

Next day we said good-bye to Mr. George and wandered down the
river, the water so clear that 15-ft. of water locked shallow. Flenty
of wildlife -~ kangaroos, huge goannas and small and large birds, also
a few snakes; there werce many wildflowers and tree orchids.

Mrs. Rankin and her two dasughters, Irene and Kathleen, welcomed
us, insisting we have lunch with them, and then we made our camp on
the river bank. Mre. Rarkin had come to the river as a bride (at the
time of our visit she was in her late seventies) and they were practic-~
ally self-sufficient, growing their own vegctables and fruit. Poplars
had been planted when they first made their home, and thesc and the
almond and walnut trocs were magnificent.
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Mr. Rankin and ¥r, Jim George had ridden to Krawarree to a
cattle sale. In thc afternocon the two men returned. Mr., Rankin, a
finc locking white~bearded gontleman who looks belied his age of 84,
did not secem tired by his long ride. Mr. Jim Georgce was Randolph

Georgc's vounger brother, and was living with the Rankins.
J = 9 (%

The Rankin womenfcold showed us many of their handicrafis. Snow
lies on the ground in wintor, and the girle had made quilts of rabbit
fur, piccing the differcnt coloured skins intc beautiful patchrork
patterns. The house 7as slab-built with a bark roof and the interior
walls lined with periodicals and novspapcrs; a large open fireplace
in the kitchon and 2ll thelr cooking, including bread and cakses, was
done in camp ovens. The brick fireplace and oven outside had fallen
into disrecpair. The family were hoping to porsuade the old couple to
meve to Moruya,. whiclh thoy did o fow yoars latoer.

Yie reluctantly rcfused & prossing invitation to stay all our
holidey with the Ranking and after 2 couple of dsys sot off down the
river towvards Aralucn. o noxt met and lunched with the Blanchards,
father, mother and daughter who was home on holideys from training at
Royal Prince Alfrcd Hospital. Their housc was near the track leading
out of thc vellcy to Krawsrrcc. Furthor dovn river we met Mrs. Davis
and her daughtor Nite, and the two childron, iMyrtle and Vernon.  The
two women had built their own cattle drafting yards and worked +the place
theomselves. Af%cr en aftcornoon talking with the Davis' we went on to
Neringls Crcck.

Up Meringla Crock to "Yong Yelley", e proporty cwned by a Mr.Beonsley
who lived out from Braidwrocd. M. Huggett, the mensgzcr, came dewn to
creck wes rising

our camp and said wc werc to come to the housc as thoe
and would isolatc us. ¢ ztayed in the housc overnight.

- o

3

Into Aralucon, vhoere we bought morc food. e planned to go to
Major's Creck and from thore te the Shoalhaven Riveor, but werc warncd
there had been a steop rige in the rivor and vhat we planned to do would
be impossiblce.

The publican ab Hajor's Creck, onc Syphrenc Turnbull (dclighted to
have a now audionco), rogaled us with gossip about all the people we
had met, showed us his aviarics of birds, drove us to & goldmine vherc
we were invited dovm thoe shaft for an spoction - but as we would have
had to stend on cnc foot in a buckot to be lowered, wo declincd - and
thon he drove us somc milcs across flat, scrubby, unintercsting country
to ncar the Shoalhaven.

Ve loocked at the rivoer and as it was running o bankor, we decided
it was not attractive, and hcadod for Braidwood. Te lunched in a
paddock where 3 hord of Abordecn Angus cattlc became too intorcsted in
us, and hurricdly sct out for our next camping spot, on a creck just
out from Braidwood. '

After dark we ontercd the town and as Joane and I considercd wo
were both too dishevelled for public gazce, we waited in the doorway of
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a shop whilc Gordon visited the meil-~car office to vick up our "towm"
clothes. Unfortunately, the town's cloctricity supply had been inaug-
urated the night beforc and the loczl policcmen noticoed e girls and he
returncd, accompanicd by tho sorgoant; just as Gordon was pulling his
trouscrs up over his shorts and we woro fastoning our skirts.  "Hnm,
drossing in a public placc!™ o were theon guestioned as to our identity,
agc, and where we wore staying.

Vhen we celled at the polico staion next day to obtain dircetions to
the Bonsley's on the Braidwood-lcrrige Read, =nd Gordon mentioncd his uncle
who had been stationed in Braidwood; thc sorgeant was vory affablc. A4fter
reforring to the provious night's cncounter; the scrgeant told us they
were on the look-out for some cscapces from an Institution.

T inspected the town, including the old gaol and somc of its
records, and thon ou to the Bensloys, whom Gordon had mot on his previous
vigit.

On the Saturday the Benslovs drove us into the town, and Gordon was
ntervicwed by the local newspaper, and account of our "intrepid" +4rip
m

Ppcaring in the next weck's paper.

@

The ovening neil car drove us to Tarago, where vwe bosrded the train
for Sydncy, aftcr a most successful holiday.
.)\L

FIH ORI

Yhy Bulldoze the Boyd 27

Q3

t good question is put by the Colong Committce in a "white
t

For a long time, it says, forcstry has ranked sccond bottom on tho
land usc scale, just above national porks and reereation roscrves. Since
a good deal of land which is +too rough or to- pocr Tfor agriculturc or
grazging is Crovm Land, this is +hc land vhich +the Porcstry Ceommission has
had to usec. Its proposal to usc the Boyd Plotcau for growing pinc
forcsts is thus consistent with its past policy and means.

Q

Howover, the "white paper" soys, the situstion hos changed quite
drastically in rccont times. Australic hos o import timbor and timboer
products valucd at about $200-million a ycar, =nd this may be oxpocted
to incrcasce The action to make Australia sclf-sufficicnt in timbor is
to grow cortain high~yielding spocics, such as pincs - rarticularly pinus
rodiata. For mest officient working the plantations nccd to bo concon—
trated so that large volumcs of tirber can bo supplicd 4o procossing plants.

On the othor hand, grazing hns beocome largely unprofitable in the
ficld of wocl producticn, and at proscnt the country has to cxpend large
sums annually in subsidizing the wool industry.

It argucs that = strong casc cxists for examining the practicability
of devoting to timbor production arcas of tho Central Tablolands now given
over to unprofitablc grazing, instcad of laying waste naturally forcsted
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AUSVENTURE

WILDERNESS —

Have you heard of UDJONG KULON on the Westorn Tip of Java?
Charles Lindbergh (President of World Wildlife Pund USA) called
this ~ "The Last Paradise".

We have just scoubed it., . It is a place where you can just be,
eat mango, swim, run naked along a white coral sand beach,
explore jungle, travel in fishing boats and hide up to see one
of the last 37 Javanese rhinocceros in the world, the Banteng,
bariing deer; wild pig, leopard and monkeys galore!

MOTORIKI ISLAND - North of Suve ~ another unspoiled spot near
Fiji.

KILABT farm centre; Mount Hagen - another.

If you don't want to trek to Everest or Annapurna, or in the .
Indian Himalayas, or climb Mt. Wilhelm, or trek across Viti Levu,
or if you would like %o combine active and more passive enjoyment
of wilderness - and if you want peace closer to home, what about
a weekend at Chakols Wildlife Refuge, Kangaroo Valley?

That's our gane.
For catalogues
- AUSVENTURE.

P.0., Box 54,
MOSMAN, N.S.W. 2088

Telephones 960—1677;
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arGas, such as thc Boyd Platcau. In this way it would cnablc men of

the land to continuc their choscn way of lifcs utilisc their skills and

a good deal of farm cquipment and machincry, as well as the "infrastructure"
of roads, homes, farm buildings, power installations, otc.

Such a programme would utilisc already clcarcd land in o locality
climatically suited to pinc culturc, land on which somo of tho worst
crosion in the Statc has occurrcd, and this could be arrcsted by
ro~afforestation.

thy Bulldoze the Boyd? As the Colong Committce puts it, it is a
good questiona

Buck. by Alice Yyborn.

(A letter written by Alice Iyborn from Canads was so long in the
mails that Alice had returncd before it was received. Lecompanying the
lotter was a verse of appreciation about "Buck", the golden retricver
ovmed by Ross and liargrict, who kopt Alice company while the "children"
were climbing in Alaska during July, 1971.)

Vho wagged his tedil when first we met

and alnost said "I don't know you - yet'"?
Vho always wanted to lcad the way,

but alweys stoppced whon told to "stay'?
tho carricd his pack both therc and back,

and always menaged to find the track?
Vho loves to swim and chasc a stick,

not small oncs, but some quitc thick?
Tho comes downhill the fastcr,

carrying thc ice-axc for his mastcr?
ho swam to save the canoe from sailing,

when the rope came loose, and thoe light was failing?
Thosc funny whistle in the fog

sounds likc e marmot, but is rczlly a dog?
Yho runs with me until I fall

but immedistely comes to me when I call?
Tho eats his mcal and falls aslccy

the whole night through without a peep?
“ho comes inside the tent at night

and cuddles down until it's light?
“ho elways scems to find the right spot

whon we want our lunch, and the sun is hot?
Tho loves to go with me in the car

and roam the hills hoth nesr znd far?
“ho loves the mountains and the snow

as much as anyonc I know?
“hose fricndship meant so much to me

when family and fricnds werc over the sea?
and now I say "Goodbye - Good luck!

to my handsome fourfooted hero, Buck.

FRRIEHINNX
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"Li-lo Landlubbers"

by Neville Page

Like thosc who search for the first elusive "ocuckoo" in spring, here
we were cager to partake of the first blissful carcfrece rapturous li-lo
trip this scason. Li-lo fanatics from way back, lining up to indulge
in theo fostivitios offered, included our Club Jester (4lan Tiyborn), Laurie
Quaken, Don Finch (Commander-in-Chicf), Heather Smith, Dave Rostron,
Lesley Page and myself. Those vwho sasid they might be along were Pctexr
and Barbara Finck (down from thc bush), but apparcntly not bylnb firecd
by the missionary zeal of thoe rest they didn't turn up.

It was programmed as a day trip but Losley and I (being Monday—to-
Friday-only urbanitcs whenever possible) sot forth on Saturday aftcrnoon,
driving as far as lMount Tomah therc to camp by courtesy of John and
Heather hite on their most magnificont picce of rcal cstatc, complet
with panoramic vistas for miles, fresh mountain air and rich soil Just
right for rhododendrons. Don and Heather joined us that cvening and
the four of us settled down for a somcwhat coolish night. Later we got
a heavy shower of rain which continucd stoadily almost until dawn, thus
making firc-lighting for breakfast a job for a good wizard with az flame-
flssh gencrating megic wand. Nonc of us being wizards however, we had
to be content with bresking up twigs into half inch lengths and using
our lungs. Barcly helf—way through broakfast were we when Dave Rostron
rolled up in his Fairmont. Little past 7.30 a.m. wes it, but we took
thoeir hints kindly and hurricd oursclvcs along as much as possiblc, not
to have the day pass wastofully.

Away to Mount Tlilson we roafed, not many miles distent, thore to
be greeted by that incxhaustable supply of wit, good humour, and straight-
out corn, Llan “yborn. Alice was there too, but she had no intontion
of going li-loing, cspecially on a cold, miscrable, weot morning like this
was. dlan too, although ho had his day peck with him in vhich was stowed
his lunch wrapped in multitudinous plastic bags, said he wasn't too keon
on a cold li-~lo trip and would just as soon go home and do some concrcting.
This was just cnough, of coursc, to cncourage the whito-ant clemont in
the group and soon we had a loud chorus of disscenters, not the least of
whom was ‘the leador himsclf. tUhore had all that onthusiasm gonc? That .
a bunch of pikersi! The leador, who wasn't in too good a mood at all,
had nothing botteor to suggest uaan a change of routc to Bluc Gum Forest
and return via Pcarce's Pass. hat being the casc, 4lan Tyborn was
definitely going home to do his concroting, but wait a 11nute, he had a
map showing a good wallz to The Crator via Bell Creck and Tollongambe Creck.
In true democratic stylc the matter was put to the votc, The Crater won
(by a small margin), instructions and countcr-instructions issued, Alan
Uyborn was finally porsuadcd to comc along as guide and we sct forth by

car to the starting point furthor up the Bell road. That the leador
really wanted of course, was to spoend the rest of the day in the warmth
and comfort of thc Uyborn wockonder at Mount Tilson.  Tell that was not

to be, and thank goodncss too, because we would have thus missed out on
a beaut littlc day walk,
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We set forth from the Bell road about 8 miles west of Mount Wilson,
Don clutching his Wallcrawang 1 inch to 1 milc, and Alan studying his one-off
yborn special 2 inchcs to 1 mile. With such guidance how could we go
wrong?  Immediatcly (as we later, but much later, learnt) we procecdod
down the wrong ridge. But thon, what is wrongnoss anyways it's all
relative, and as long as we got to whore wo want to go, it can hardly be
said to be wrong. As T said, wc followed the wrong ridge (too far west)
resulting in our arrival, aftcr a couple of hours walking, at the brink of
a2 formidable drop by way of a sheer cliff. 4 substantial creck flowed
below, possibly Bcll Creck, but impossiblc to determince from the top. But
the walk had beoon an cye-oponer to some very ingeresting torrain so far,
and cven had we peen forced to turn back ot thet point, the day would not
havc been wasted. But oven if the thought cntored our heads, the nood did
not cventuate as cO-lcader, advisor, navigator Dave Rostron found a good
way down to the crcek where it was confirmed to be Boll Creck (by its
dircction, volume—flow cte, though how I don't know sincc thosc crocks flow
in all sorts of funny pattorns).

By following thc creock a little, sliding down a fow rocks, and doing
a thigh-waist docp wade, stripping off where necessary, we woerce able to
negotiatc the narrow canyon-like watorcoursc and by chance locatcd a safe
oxit, thus cnabling us to continuc on our choscn coursc. We now passcd
through country prescnting o varicty of intorcsting scenery including
monolith-type outecrops of rock, 10 and 20 fcot tall, twistod and misshapen
by weat and crosion over acons of time. Evory now and then we would climb
to the top of onc of thesc monoliths +o survey the surrounding landscapc of
creggy peaks covered with scrubby tca~trce and low profilc cucalypts, criss-
crosscd with deep-cut gorges. One speetacular feature of the walk was the
prolific display of flannel flowcrs - clumps of crcany wnito blossoms ox—
tending for up to 25 or 30 feot in a patch. Beautiful to bchold indccdl

By now thc initial gnawing of sharpcning appetitos bogan to vwarn
walkers that the time was approaching for a meal stop. It was decided
hough, that we should not stop until Wollongambe Creek was gaincd, and
there we could satisfy our hungor in comfort at wator's cdge.

As it turncd out, wo didn't have long to wait bocausc we soon came

upon another of the arca's charactoristic deep gorgos. Tacing us from the
other side was the beautiful warm facc of a decp yellow—-orange sandstone ,
cliff, and botweon us and the river stood three or four levels of cliff linc,
First away again was front-lincr Dave, scarching for & way down. According
to alan thore was e relatively casy way down, as doscribed by daughter Lyn,
involving a squecze holc and tunnel which ncgotiated the highest of the cliff
lines. Upon discovering the way, it proved to be exactly as degeribed, and
in fact was quitc casily ncgotiszted by cveryonc.

What confronted us at the bottom, however, was no crystal clcar stroam
avaiting our indulgonco, but a thick, bright yollow, very vory dirty river.
We were not unworncd asbouth this greoting as the subject of the Wollongambe's
polution had becn raiscd at thce Club meoting that very week, but it was still
a terrible shock to scc this man-madc despoliation of Naturd!s beauty, and
horc of all placcs, comparatively quitc isolated from the activitics of man.
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Mountain

ment

-
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Perhaps you have come hack from that long holiday trip
over Christmas/New Year with gear that has worn well, but is
now well-worn.

Sometimes it is these testing trips that convince you that
you really will have to replace that pack or that sleeping bag -~
certainly before the rcturn of cooler weather means a resumption
of energetic walking jaunts.

That still leaves plenty of time for your to come over to
North .Sydney and see what we have to offer in the way of high~
class; super-light equipment designed to go on taking the kind
of punishment that walking gear should be built 4o take.

The address is - : ‘
167 Pacific Highway, North Sydney

and the telephone — 9296504,
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Apparcently a gravel-washing plapt 1s cmptying muddy outflow into the vallcey,
and this is cventuelly finding its way downstrcam and into thc Vollongambe
in quite substantial volumecs. So thick was this colourcd mud that visib-
ility below surface was nil. Tortunately wo were able to locatc a side
creck running frecely with cool, clecar water which was boautiful to drink,
but the contrast was manifcst o us as we sat and watched this untouched
mountain strcam mect the dirty yollow river and merge together, to dontinuc
its journcy as a pollutcd flow of harsh, undrinkablc colourcd fluid.

llecre it was wec had lunch, in a convenicntly plecoed overhang, floored
with lovely soft sand,; our fresh watcr supply bebbling down across the rocks
at our loft. Heather passcd around first of 2ll o billy of delicious
tomato soup, which was ftricd by cveryonc, and thon followed it with a
gourmct's delight of diffcrent shocscs, smelly end not so smelly. Others
partood of the usual cabanossi and biscuits ctc. otc,

$111 overcast and coocl, not many of the party felt much inclined
towards having a swimg in fact the only water numph to venturc forth with
swimming costume wag Lauric Quekon, and hce only as far as his upper calves
(lower kncos).

Insufficiont timc wes now Loft for The Crator, and since hlan's
indications wore that it wasn't all thet spoctacular anyway, we decided to
chango dircection and hcad for homc. Our way back followed thc routc along
which wo- shiould have come, so what we cnded up with was the trip in roversc.
But egain, it's all = mattor of rclativity, and who's to say that our mistakes
didn't result in o faor better wellk than what was inteonded.  Alan Uynorn
took charge to lcad tho woy back, thoroughly baffling +he truc lcader (Don)
and somc of tho party mambors by tcking us through about 200 degrecs of +the
compass, thus glving tho impression of walking in a cirelc. But his local
knowledge of the arca proved supcrior to ocur supposcd logic and we ovont-
ually arrivced back at Bcll Crock, this timc at a diffeoront spot from carliicr
in the day, but at o much casicr placc to srosss & simplc walk over a
convenicntly fallen log. he way into Bell Crook at this point was worsc
than following a mazc, bub to the man with local oxpericnce (Alan) it was
simples down onc cliff and follow its hasc clong, dropping 211 the time
until the creck is rcachod. Llan also showed us & porfoet littlc camping
spot down nscar the creck, sheltorcd from the winds by cliffs, with a ncarby
swimming holc and unspeoilt forny glon, crystal clcar pool snd whitce sandy
bottom L recal Garden of Tdeni

The weather wag now threatoning rain, as 1t hod on and off throughout
the doy, so we pushed on, spirits still high. The party in gcneral was
bearing up well against the Wyborn wit which herdly stopped for a breath
between jokes (do you know why clcphants hevc yollow on the soles of their
foot ?).

Ls we procccded we could faintly hcar the sound of cars on the Bell
road., so we kncw there was not too far to go, but boforc wo made the road
a gr-eat bank of cloud rolled over the hill shoad of us, threstening to
cnve:lope thoe party in ite billowing whitc misty moss. L8 @& preceaution we
took: compass bcarings on cur goal to safopucrd ageinst the dengers of being
comprletcely surrounded by mist and low visibility. Onwards we marched as
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the cool moisturc wrapped around our cars and our faccs, but we weren't far
from the road and our cars now, and we pushed on merrily and in high
spirits. In fact we finished up right at the spot where we started on
the Bell road, thus initisting a round of sclf--congratulatory rcmarks by
thosc who considercd themsclves responsible.

Back we went to the Wyborn weekcender where we ate them out of housc
and homc, and drank gollons of tca and coffcc, magging and chatting about
what a beaut day it had becn. Reluctantly we left, for a slower than usual
drive back to Sydnecy after the great li-lo ftrip that wasn't. But who
cares, therc!ll always be the next time.

R S i

Membership Notes by Geoff Mattinzley

At the time this edition of the megazine went to press, January's
committee meeting had not been held, so I camnot list any new members.
Due to the Christmas break there are only four prospectives to welcome;
however we hope that their cnjoyment of walking will not be any less
because of this. They ares

Philip Brown Bob Beattie
Josgeph Rivers John Adams

At the cnd of February, the term of the following prospectiv members
will expire. Thus they should ensure that they have completed their walk
requirements and passcd their oral tests in time to be interviewed by the
committee at its March meeting,

Leigh Sheridan Neville Lupton
Susan Hancock Margarct Merrotsy
Sa2lly Briggs Alan Rice

Hugh Ferguson Charles Sudek

You still have time! Don't wastec your prospcective membership fee -
complete the rcquircments and become a momber.

HHWRIENRAN R

Just before Christmas word reached us through Peter Donnelly
that our recently retired Membership Secretary, Barbara Bruce, was still
part of the Broken Hill scenes having evidently found it a much more
agreeable spot than originally expected.

She had even located a walking group at Broken Hill, but up to that
stage hadn't been out with them. Seems the Flinders Ranges in South
Australia are within striking distancc for week~end jaunts, and no
doubt Mootwingec (where the abo cave paintings ars reputed to be rather
more inspired than those at Red Hand Cave) is almost in the day-walk
bracket,
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Lotter from Frank Leyden in the Old Dart

Rambling in Sussex -
24th November, 1971.
Dear Fellow Walkers
Uinter's first snow is Dbright in the morning
sun gcross the gardens and houses outside my window. Autumn gold lingers
everywhere in the leafy landscane, but is fast being strinped gway by the
freshening westerlies.

The local Ashdown Ramblers Talking Club has mede tho weckeonds for me
something to look forward to. The large extent of the Ashdown Forest
exists because the scoll is too poor for farming. It is largely a Hatural
Reserve arca managed by a Board of Conservators for recreation and pre-
servation. Animals are decr, foxss, rgbhits, squirrels, birds, pariridge,
hedgehogs, inscots and fish, swans and ducks in the ponds.

I arrived at the end of the blackbsrry scason. The Devil swishes
his tail if blackberries are caten after liichaelmas, but as appetite is
slightly stronger than religion, we cleaned up vhat was still left of
blackberries of the Sussex Weald and Wold, not to mention windfall apples,
guinces and whabtever was too close to the public footpath.

Thesec footpaths or rights—of-way were originally vhere the famm i
workers used to wall back across the fislds and through the hedges and
lanes to their cottages -~ a sort of travelling stock routse for peorlz.

Now they ars Jealously preserved by legal epactmontsy track clearing parties
and volunteers to walk on tThem to keepn them in use lostly farmers co-—
operate. Sometimes they retaliete with barbed wire, bulls and sundry
confuscments. Nevigation requires detailed maps and grcat skill and
constitution as the 'path' may be through eighi-foot bracken, imprenetrable
chestnuts or the lounge of "The Blacksmith's Arms'.

Walks start from the local car park dOW‘ nasi
well's house. Then you drive liko 1e
motorists to a place wherc you can get - o7 om the rotten things.
Walks are graded 4, B, C, D with A, 20 - 30 miles end D, 5 miles. D's
have 30 - 40 peonle and A's 6 or 8. D's often finish in some lovely old
home, stonc walls scvoral feet thick, cosy fire, tea and home made cakes!

the late Oliver Crom-
1 the othsr nad
To
n

Hs w0 <d

They are a great crowd, and I cnjoy all trmes of the walks. In
sumnmer thﬁ“e ro ni.ht wellks in the long twilight and interesting coast
cliff waiks. A wall is described on the Programme cg "Alfriston with
cafe tea‘1 or "Lay-by at Piopingford” or "Stumblewood from The CGoat!.
Walks revorts arc fully published in Path local newspaiors. There arec
no club rooms, hardly any officc boearcrs or any business at all except
walking and tracl: cloaring. Lke annual sub. is only five beb, and
slide nights or social togethorments arc at the vrivet. homes or by
takecover of the local school.

I enjoy the beauty of the green rolling countryside with the holly
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and bramllc hedges, the giant oazks and the slender white birch, the
beeches, chostnut and fir. Instcad of stumbling over middens on walks,
substitute covens, old gravestones, mysterious monuments and hidey holes
Last Sunday's 20 miler was in the Kipling Country ncar Hastings. Also
famous for 1066.

Had a most enjoyable evening with Bill O'Neill at Covent Garden
Opera House performance of "Anastasia" ballet. Also "Great Waltz" as a
stage performance at Drury Lanc Theatre. G. & S. "Paticnce” done by a
local group was great fun and included in cast some of the Ramblers.
Also "My Fair Lady" at another local theatre.

My Hillman car is great for excursions further afield such as
Turbridge Wells, Crawley and the coast. But icy roads and fogs take
every skill onc has. Am totally converted to the GIVE WAY system, but
riot yet to the GIVE Ur system.

The night sky when clear shows my old friends The Great Bear, Pole
Star, Dragon, Cassicpeia. Ylelades is about 35 degrees south from
zenith and Orion's Belt, upside down right and left reversed, just above
the south horizon.

Every day I'm getting more like a whitc man, but it's the rich,
gluggey local jersey crcam and cakes thet’s really killing me, and I'm
getting a proper TV bottom. But you should insist on colour TV in
Austrzlia, and stop looking at black and whife substitutes.

My tasks here are the most intercesting I have cever done; meeting
people from all countrics and levels, meking lots of friends and learning
many new things.

Wishing you all sunshine, good walking, season's grcetings and all
the very best -
: From Frank Leyden.

FERK SN

Well, now.... apout that change of addresscccco.
)

Mlong with the Annual Report each year goes a -ist of membersy
their addresses and telephone numbers. This leads to three questionss

(1; Have your vital statistics changed during the last few months?
(2) If so, have you notified the Secretary?
(3) If not, do you want to keep them secret?

(and not receive any Club publications)

If your answers were (1) Yess (2) Nos and (3) No.... better tell
the Secretary RIGHT NOW or your entry in the Pink Pages for 1972 will

be wronge. FHR IR HHHIK

Talking of changed addresses, Wilf Hilder has recently moved, and
for the benefit of people who want to contact him on mapping and similar
matters,; advises his new address 1ss

21 Jean Street, Seven Hills. Postcode 2147. Tele. 622-3353 (home)
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Coming Valks -~ Fcbruary 1972

by Pat Harrison

There has been a plethora of Tollangambic trips on
this programme. The river is also being spoilt by
the sand-washing activitics upstream st Bell. Bill
Gillam has thereforc changed his outing to s fishing
trip, cither for Bass cn the Colo or for Trout in the
Middle Kowmung. 3Bill's phonc 520~-8423 (H).

Bundeena to Otford, the best coastal day walk there
is. Leaders Jim Callaway 520-7081 (H).

Wildflowers and apiary inspection at Darkes Forcst.
Frivatc transport. David Cotton the leader.

a different »ert of the Shoalhavenr, lod by Max Crisp.
Phone 20,333 BExt.220 (B). lay be swimming.

Absciling in XKanangrs Deop under the carc of Roger
Gowing 43-5281(H).

Nan Bourke, who was to take charge of the Swimming
Carnival at Leke Eckerslcy, has gonc to Melbourne to
live, Yatch for notice of change of leader for this
eventoe

4 Tlezible trip to the Vollondilly with Robin Blumb
916-6183 (H) or 40-0280 (¥). Bring thc children and
rclax in scenic surroundings, or wander off on your
own for womething more energetic.

Arcthusa Canyen.  Jbsciling and swimming absolutely

unavoidablc. Pray for & heat wave. Alen Pike the
1oader
1008 .

Tony Denham 99-1246 (H) has all thc wrinklcs for a
beout trip through Hidden Valley and ascross to Folly
Peint in the Budawangs.

Bill Hall 57-5145 (H) has a 1. day camp trip in the
Royzl Naotional Paric, Train 12,50 p.m. elcciric to
Cronulla.

Jim Brown 81-2675 (H) loads the last round-up from
Helensburgh to Tilyvele via DBra and Burning Palms.
Train 8.42 z.m. country. Return Lilyvalc.

RN
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The Smokewalkors.

A circular from the National Farks Association's Fire Fighting
Torce has been received, seeking additional manpower, and sctting out
its objectives. The following is o summary of the main points made
in this publication.

The Smokewalkers ig a body of fire fighters dedicated to the
protection of bushland from fire. They are willing to walk through
rough country to get to a fire and, when rcasonablc safc to do so, to
extinguish the fire without resorting *to the back-burn method unless
more direct methods orce impracticable. The most appropriate role
is in suppressing quict fires burning well away from roads in rough
"inaccessible" country.

The need for this force ariscs from the fact that fires burning
in bushland away from roads and houses have frecquently been left tc burn
unchocked, fire fighting offorts being mostly confined to the vicinity
of private propecrties. his is wrong becausce—

S

¢ If the firc becomes wind driven it may later threaten property.

Renecated fire in an arce endansor its ccological integrity by

destroying certain specics of »plants cor animals.

4

¢ Tirecs causc scenic depreciation of the bushland.

The Smokewalkers oporatc mainly in National and State Parks and
Neture Rescrves, bubt will fight fires if rcquosted in other natural
arcas, including Crown Lands, Statc Forests and Water Catchments, if
sufficient voluntoors arc avallable. On occasions assistancc may be
given to save privatc proporty. :

The telephone contact syston: is so arvanged that the wholc force
can be alcrted within about ha an hour. Transport is by members'
cars and cquimment is provided by the Parks and 7ildlifc Servicc. A
support foreco has beon formed to deliver food and drink to the fire
fighters, to assist in driving, communicationws, first aid, ctoc.

te
1t

The Smokewalkers arc not intonded to compete with, interfore with
or criticisc the Voluntary Bush Firc Brigadc organisation, whose main
conccern is the safeguarding of life and property, and is esscntial for
that purposc. This is a perfoctly legitimate limitation (not thot 1t
always applios), but the Suckewalkers consider it should be someonc's
responsibility to protect the bush itsclf. The two forcesg should
thorefore co-oxist and co-operate with mutual understanding and
tolsrancs.

The Smokewalkers have askced that bodics intorcstcd consider the
formation of Club groups, which would provide their own centact and
support organisation, and this mattor will come before the next General

Y .
HMceting. RN



