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"There is an increasing feeling that wild land and wildlife mgy be strangely
impartant far the pre servation of Man, himself. With the untridled growth of
technologicel civilisation, with its regimentation, specialisation, and tension,
the pre ssures on the human Sspirit grow more interse. Man needs a refuge, a place
for escape from artificiality and confirement, vhere he can com to grips with his
own still-primitive self.

"Pethaps the major limitation to the expansion of the .State's systen of Wild-
life Refuges and Faunal Reserves rests in the attitude of the cormunity. Some of
" the community are oblivious of the needs; some know, but are apathetic or fatalist—
ic, fesling that the effart to conserve is doomed to failure anyhow. A still mare
dangerous diversion comes from those who would shart-circuit the drive for the
- retention of habitat by accentirg the values of aviaries, zoological gardens and
botanical garders as the only mearms of saving animal and Hlamts from extinction.

"From many sour ces of informetion have come the stories that rumerous species of
animals thought to be very rare o even extinct are agaln aspearing in appreciable
mumbers. This has occurred in New Scuth ales were close vrotection and adequate
cover in the fom of natural enviromment have created a hapy corbi mation. The
maintenance of such conditiors is the purpose of the wildlife Zlefuge and (aunal

Reserve System," . .
From "Fauna Conservation ard the §jildlife Refuge Idea",

(Publication of the Faura Protection Panel.)



POSSULLE.
Kath1Mchay.

Somewhere beyond the circle of the lamplight
there comes a stir and rustle of the branches.

I do not pause, but know that eyes are watching,
and a small furred thing waiting patiently

till I have finished with my stupid scribbling
ard can attend to more important matters.

At last I stop. "What are you waiting for?"

I ask the possum somewhat querulously.

"You lmow I always put some food for you
beneath the gum tree: go out there." But still
she waits, in silence., With a sigh I screw

my pen together, put away my papers,

take off my glasses, put them in their case,
heave myself up and go in search of biscuits.

When I emerge again upon the verandah

I see the little figure of the POS sum

drawn to its full height, and her bright eves Heening
over a chair between me and the railing.

Her thick grey fur fluffs healthily around her

and down her chest merges to creamy fawn

with a long reddish strealr beneath the throat.

Her bushy tail is black, and blaclk her hands;

her eager nose, pale pink., She sniffs the biscuit,
and as I try to hold her little paw

she nips me, very properly, on the wrist,

Bidding me keep my place.

She takes my food,
yes, but she still is wild, she still is free
as she has always been. I am the interloper.
She is part of the real, the old Australia,
living before the shabby civilisation
we whites brought with us, 4s I watch her nibbling,
quickly and daintily, a hundred years
seem as a day, and all our sorry laws
are an irrelevance. Poor helpless man,
surviving but by labour of his fellows!

Why, not a month, scarcely a week maybe,

could we eke our precarious existence

as all these wild things do... Humbly I watch
as, biscuit done, she melts imto the night,



SOCTAL NOTES.

Pam Baker,

Members have enjoyed Keith Renwick's articles in recent months and can
look forward to seeing "Burope" in colour on May 18th. (fngland and Iceland
will be shown later in the year.)

On May 25th, slides of the Butler-Putt expedition will e shown. (Six
weeks in the W.Z. slps.)

EASTER PARADE .

A1l parties enjoyed fine weather after a wet Thursday night.

David Ingram's Warrumbungle party of six renort a successful trip. Camo

Pincham was a popular spot - 15 cars, numerous rocl climbers and a multitude
of Scouts,
Snow Brown's Bendethra trip - &.

Frank Leyden's Shoalhaven Carge - Tolwong - 13.

Newnes base camp 18 adults and 20 children . . . Day-trips included one
by a party of 6 across the range to Glen Davis. The peace of the camp was
shattered at frequent intervals (all hours, day amd night) by the echoing bangs
of rifles, as youthful shooters (’Huntsmen', as one of the children described
them) pursued imaginery rabbits up and down the Wolgan Valley.

Page's (Jamberoo) - 8.

Colin Putt's exploratory trip of Danjera and Bunmbundsh Creeks was hampered
by rain and mist, but was otherwise successful for the all male party of 7. Ve
hear of Little Kowmung-lile gorges, luxurious camp sites and a 100' waterfall.
A1l this was rounded off with a quick trip to Point Possibility.

Read about it in the June Magazine ! ! !

STOP_PRESS:
A1l parties? Not quite. Franlk Rigby's party found freezing cold, windy and
wet weather at Kosciusko.

COIGRATULATIONS TO 4
Joan Walker and Frank Rigby, who have just announced their
engagement.



af QU FRID MEEITIC.
There were no new members to welcome, so buciners onened with the rsadine of
the minutes of the last meeting., Members who listened then understood, dfteg n
interval of a month, what they had decided to “o at t:at meeting. Correswongence
contained a request for a volunteer - an adult lady - to educate somze 600 ;1rl§
in the art of bushwallking. .is nobody of that description volunteered, the President
instructed other volunteers to queue up on the left.

Motions for the anmial August Conservation Conferencé were requested by next
month,

The Walks Secretary, iric .\deock, reported that 8 of the 9 walks listed went
generally as planned and one had no starters, Because of the reunion there were 251
starters on official walks. Jim Brown's trip was an umusual one and most of the
starters "nearly got there". Three members and three prospectives attended the
instructional walk, Tt was decided to hold future instructionals on the same lines -
i.e. make it a walk and give the instruction informally en route.

A vote of thanks to the organisers of the reunion was moved by Edna Garrad, .
and members showed their apwreciation of a wonderful weekend's reuning and camp fire
entertainment by hearty applause. :

Ron Knightley told us that 16 members of the S.B.I. attended the Federation
Reunion, ard that they had all been good.

FTank'Young, Brian Harvey, Jack Gentle and ‘lex Colley were elected room
stewardsfcr the month. ‘ '

When it came to gersral business, Jaclk Gentle moved that we subscribe to the
magazine "Walkabout". The meeting debated the quevtion of whether, if we digd
subscribe, the magazine could, or should, be takea out of the club room. Franl-
Ashdown was concerned as to whether people could be induced to return it in good
time, Joan Walker thou-ht that late comers to the Clubd room would have a noor
chance of getting it to take home if we did let it ;o out, and, if they must read
it somewhere else, they could 50 to a doctor's waiting room. Colin Putt was unzble
to make up his mind until the Chairman ruled on the question of whether it could be
read during meetings. It was decided that the magazine should be murchased, but
kept in the clubroom.

Votes of thanks being the order of the cay, Jim Brown moved a vote of thanls
to the 1959 committee far the good job done last year., The motion was nassed before
you could say "boo",

Frank Ashdown then told us of a haven for bushwallers vprovided by ifr, George
Prince, of Redbank, Swansea, Tasmania, at Coles Bay, Freycinet National Park,
Mr, Prince was, in Frank's words "one who thought human beings 0.K." and welcomed
bushwalkers to camp in his extensive graards beside the bay.

At the conclusion of the meeting it was decided that it was better at our June
dance to pay 7/- a head for a caterer than to try providing owr own supper,

[



IT WAS NEARLY, SNOW'S FAULT.

2 npuffing Billy".

”MMEre'S the susper? I asked as I came to the Dottom of the Long ingle Cully
track.

" Supper?' echoed a dozen voices. "Bit early aren't wou? ‘Supper at toree 1n
the afternoon?

"I'm looldng for Snow Brown, and he's bringing the cupper; so if I find
supper I'1l find Snow" I explained.

However, it appeared that no supper had yet arrived at the 1960 Federation
Reurne, so Jack Wren ard I as the vanguard of 3.B.W. wemt in search of suitable
pastures to camp on.

"Somewhere discreet", suggested Jack. 'Somewhere we can have a quiet sing-
song with congenial accompaniment after the campfire, without disturbing others'.

"Ard vice versa'", I endorsed.

We turned right, amd fourd ourselves surrounded by Kamerukas; turned left and
fourd Rucksack Clubbers all around; forged ahead, straight into the C,M,W. forces;
dammit - all the ground was taken, except the fringe of one clearing on which
obviously would go the main campfire. The choice lay between this and a hundred-
yvard walk to the clearing further on. We chose this.

Two temts went up, two fires were 1it, amd one man busily gathered wood. No
daibt about our Jack; in ten minutes we had a wood heap like the woodchop at the
Royal Show - arnd some pieces were conveniemtly waddy-sized for warning off the
poachers who later appeared! '

The S,B.W, conmtingent came trickling in, "Is this where we're camping?"
enquired Bill Ketas, complete with fiddle, 250 frankfurts, Lyndsey Grey and Gwendo-
lyn Seach.

"Sure is" I answered., 'Like a cuppa?!

"Well now, that's mighty nice”, agreed the three.

"No trouble at all", said I. "It's over on Jaclk's fire, actually", "Yes",
Jack chipped in, "but don't you remember draining off the dregs about ten mimutes
ago?' '"Like I said, no trouble at all", I concluded.

Snow came smartly across the clearing.

"Where's the supper?’ I queried.

"Bit early isn't it?" asked Snow, - "As a matter of fact, I haven't got it."

Slowly, my eyes wert from him to Bill Ketas and his 250 frankfurts. "So the

reputation of S.B.W, as providers of supper at the Federation Reunion is to hang
on a fiddle and a string of snags," I mused.



"No, really", Snow assured me "the Dalai Lama's got it in his car. We'll go up
and get it when he comes down'.

The new arrivals set about tenting, fire lighting, water bucketing and all that
stuff. Kath and Jim Brown came by, spurned our cammsite 2nd moved on to more remote
pastures. Wise people. They escaped the raucous noise of the razzle-dazzle, the
transistor radio ard the bungers that soon became a constant irritant in the vicinity
ef the main camp. '

Bert Whillier arrived with daughter Lynette straight from the nages of Harver's
"Bazaar''. Bert after all these yvears was attending his first Federation Reunion.
By virtue of the razzle-dazzle, the wireless and the bungers it was m~robably his last

The Wagg's tranped in, swinging baby-baslet between them. Finding a convenient
black stump they set up camp nearby, with baby in basket on stump beneath mosquito
netting.

Keith Renwick and Frank Young flitted to and fro across the scene, obut I never
did find vwhere they were camped as they seemed to have different meals at different
fires; and T distinctly remember seeing Max Gentle for a few moments at the canp—
fire later on., When I enquired about him next morning I was told that he had gone
on to Katocmba., A man of eloquent actions!

Most of the S.B.W. disappeared to our own campfire where gallons of cocoa Were
coaxed along. They never explained whether the water that heated the frankfurts
subsequently went into the cocoa and we discreetly refrained from asking. Those of
us who didn't cook the cocoa remained to watch the concert, but we didn't seem to see
much of it as we were busily buttering 250 bread rolls, placing therein 250 hotted up
frankfurts and then dabbing thereon 250 sploshes of tomato sauce.

We do remember Jim Brown and Geof Wagg giving a racy version of "Stored Water",
Bill Xetas' sweet notes on the violin, and one or two other items that nearly brought
owr production line to a halt,

Finally, the call rang out: "Supper!" in Snow's triumphamt accents - ard in
a furious 15 mimites we transfarmed & gallons of cocoa and 250 hot-dogs into two
empty buckets, four empty boxes ard over a hundred full bushwallers.

Thinking that the time had come, I passed a quiet word around and retired to
the cocoa fire where I was soon joined by the remainder of the S.B.W. 3o we nassed
the bottles around - sherry, muscatel and the lilte - until sSnow arrived loudly
proclaiming the virtues of a small phial he carried.

"Here - have a try of my cactus juice'.

I tried, but I regretted it. It Was cactus juice; with the cactus still in
it. |

' Geof Wagg grabbed a song book and of course we started singing. This contimed
until we were interrupted by Der Feuhrer, correctly titled President of the S.S.S.
?i pzesented himself, along with a one-gallon plastic demijohn of claret-coloured

uid,

. "Good stuff' he confided. "Personally, I don't go for all tat expensive
liquor, Here, have a try," Aftcr the warning of the cactus juice I declined; later
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he admitted that it had cost him eight and six far the centents and ten bob for
the container!

At a 1ull in the singing, I facetiously remarked to Keith Renwick "Tell us
about the Carlsbad Caverns, Keith". :

"Ah yes" said Keith with meditative mien. '"The Cerlsbad Caverns. You drive
up in a car and then it's about a hundred yards walk to the entrance. liost of the
Yanks can manage that. Then there's a guide who devotes two mimutes to the wonders
of mature within and three minutes to a harrowing descrintion of the difficulties
ard length of the route. Seven-tenths of a mile and vavement all the way. Well,
you go in and after a while he points down a side carridor and says that anyone who's
feeling the strain can take a short cut to the underground cafeteria and we'll nick
them up on the way back; but about half of them heroically decide to do the full
distance",

Bed time came and I went; dawn came and I got up. Some bods were still
recumbent by the fire and apart from a hand or two stretched out to accept a cuppa
they hadn't moved when a few of us left at 10.30 for some rock scrambling above
Fitzgerald's Creek.

A half dozen of us spent a pleasant two hours wandering w and down the crags,
but I did find it a trifle bewildering to scramhle up a chimney, claw my way to the
top, and find a set of silver-lacquered finger nails straight out of Harper's
"Bazaar" following close behind! '



Down again to the camp to find a motley collection from a number of clubs
clustered round my fire. I didn't mind them cluttering up the dining room, as they
had made a bucket of tea which was just the right medicine.

Then off up the hill we all went; three Srowns, three waggs and the rest of us.
But not before we had carefully distributed all bods over the available cars, to
save them the trouble of the walk to Warrimoo; and from the expression on keith
Rerwick's face, I knew what he was thinking - he was thinking of the Yanks and the
Carlsbad Caverns.

"CHOOSE YOUR COMPANIONS C.RTFULLY - YOU MAY HAVE
TO EAT THEM' - ADVICE TO YOUNG EXPLORERS.

— Grace Noble.

Among all the chit-chat which was going on in the Magazine a while ago about
FOOD, no one seems to have mentioned that it is occasionally necessary to regard one's
fellow walkers as emergency rations. For instance, confronted with a choice between
say, Jim Brown and the Editor on one hand, and Gil Webb plus Brian Harvey on the
other,)there 1s no daubt as to how the intelligent dietician would decide (or is
there?

This all leads up to a tale of far off times and long ago - I was one of
the rabbits who was always getting mixed up in tiger trips. My technique was to
hang rourd hopefully with mouth open until someone invited me whereupon I always
said "Yes" in case I missed something, and then enquired "Where to?' This method
gets you on a lot of trips but also into a lot of trouble.

On this particular occasion I really did consider my companions - at the
beginning there were two nice, juicy, rosy-cheeked, well-padded blokes (Irving Calnan
and Bill Whitney) - the third was much stringier, hairier, amd generally bonier
and more indigestible - Ray Kirkby. As things turned out, the first two faded out
at the last minute (Bill suddenly discovered he was 21 and had to attend his own
21st birthday party) so that left me with the aforesaid Ray - then a very new
member - plus the plans for a fortnight's august trin from loruya, over the ranres
to Bendethra, down the Deua River to Araluen - thence by cars to Nerriga - then
down the Bulee, the Shoalhaven, up Kangaroo liver +o Yenparoo Valley township,
Brogher 's Creek, Woodhill, Drawing Room Rocks, Saddleback, EKiama - all new to both
of us except from Kangaroo Valley on.

Camped first night just out of Moruya oy some revoltingly brackish waster where
the true wackiness of the trip started to emerge. Peter Page had drawn us a
beautifully detailed map of the route over the ranges to Bendethra, In an excess of
lightweight zeal, we had posted this on to Araluen instead of the South-east Tourist
mep - which must now suffice (it did). Ray's pack was peculiarly bulky; this was
due tg his having been told "X pounds of bread or substitute" and some well-meaning
lass in a shop had sold him dietetic bread, "very light weight", but of course it
occupied an incredible amount of space. This stuff was henceforth known as (and
tasted 1like), fish bread.

' Likewise for 'meat, long-lasting variety, to be posted to Araluen”, he had
nserted frankfurts - of which more anon.



Our first stage was up and over the range to the west of us, rising like a
glant staircase to 3,000', with breathtaking views backward to the sea. Then down,
down we plunged to the Deua - I remember a three o'clock lunch at a fairytale
wattle-glade; a perfect circle of lush green grass, surrounded by tall dark- )
foliaged wattle trees in full golden bloom; then on again along the lovely, wind-
ing Deua,

It was about thls time that the Leader galned (and tept) a lead of about half
a mile on the Tail. Xe kept just within sight (but ot ecrsbot) nor, unfortunately
within stone's throw. .is one who is always sterving for lunch at 11 a.m., by 3 O, m
each day I was -savagely considering stowping him in his tracks with a well-nlaced
boulder. (You lmow, one day I shall really go back and explore that delicious river,
and sit down on every bend.) . We did twenty miles of it in a day, finelly arriving
a few miles from Araluen just at dusk. ‘Here I caucht up with the Leader nd it was
as we were crossing an open grassy slope that a figure shot past us in the opposite
direction., It didn't stop, but vanted "Football wractice" and continued on into
outer darkness. -Why? Why there? This mystery will haunt me to my dying dav.

Next morning Ray, whose beard by now surgested Blackheart the Spanish Pirate,
remarked "I'd better shave. There may be some girls in ..raluen’. (Born to be
Disregarded - +that's me. Nowadays, after a week's holiday at Jamberoo "Think I'11
shave", says John, contemplatively fingering his inch—length ruffianly red stubble.
"I hear Ed Garrad's likely to come this weekend, and she's fussy'.) The road into
Araluen was reached early thet day; it was hot, dusty, and my feet rebelled, For
the first (ard last) time I'd followed orthodox advice and worn 'stout walking shoes"
instead of my beloved sneakers - with the resulting blisters - so finished the
last few miles into Araluen in my socks, There I promptly posted the shoes home and
did the rest of the trip in sreakers whose uppers were almost adrift from their soles
at the outset. Here also we collected the food sent on, including the frankfurts,
now feathery and smelly and promptly dlscarded and were unable to get any replace-
ments. No matter!

- Cer to Braidwood, camp the might by the river under the willows in an icy wind,
but just outside at evenlng saw the alluring jagged outline of Budawang—Currockbllly
range and swore to climb it; and ever afterwards think of it when I read Chris
Brennan's

"0 desolate eves along the way, how oft despite:your bitterness, was I

warm at heart! Not with the glow of remember'd hearths, but warm with
the solitery unquenchable fire that burns a flameless heat deep in his
heart who has come where the formless winds plunge and exult for aye
among the naked spaces of the world, far past the circle of the ruddy
hearths and all their memories. Desperate eves, when the wind-bitten
hills turn'd vidlet along their rims, and the carth huddled her heat
within her niggard bosom, and the dead stones lsy battle-strewn before
the iron wind that, blowing from the chill west, made all its way a
lonellness to yleld its trlumph room" .

Next day, off by car to Nérrlga (still no more food avallaole), and straqut
into the gorge to follow the (to us) unexplored Sulee. This was a delicht - durple
black walls, deep sapphire pools, and once, a solitary peach-tree in full bloom, dark
gleaming branches leaning downstream across pale, pale gold sand. So to the . hoal-
haven, and on to the Horseshoe'Bends =~ the weather becoming so warm that I remember
Ray sitting in the river to drink his tea. It was heré we met a couple of horsemen
who assured us that the Block-up was quite impassable ‘= '"a mile of straight river
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clean through rock walls'. As far as we knew we were the first bushwalkers to
attempt it; wup till then the orly record Ray could find was of "Dr. Dark going
through in a canoe in 1910". So we agreed with the locals that we were insane, and
contimied on cur way.

We reached the Block-up at evening, camping on the left bank on a littlo square
of rock cut like a nick out of the gorge just at the entrance. A few feet below was
the grey-green, clean, wonderfully-shining water, unfathomable and silently flowing.
Above soazcdthose tremendous lilac-grey walls, with a single cleft where the late
sunlight fell in misty radiance; no tree, no sign of life but for a solitary bird
flying through, whose call echoed from side to side. To float down these waters
tomorrow -~ would we even get through, or would we too sink into silence? The Swan
of Tuonela must surely move through here at nightfall. :

Morning, as always, brought a change of mood, Lverything sparkled and danced,
vacks were tied in groundsheets and launched gently while we followed swimming after
not such a very long swim after all, but a series of short ones, with ledges and
clefts every so often to give one a breathing space. Still, it was with quite a
sense of accomplishment that we reached the downstream side - a "first" for the
S.B.W, : )

On again, camping at the junction of Bungonia Creel:, where we actually had a
half-day's rest, 4t least I did - Ray went off to exvlore Bungonia Coves. (There
are times when I am convinced that some bushwalliers ~re dirsct descendants of the
medieval monks who wore hair-shirts). As we shot on below Badgery's, the foing
(eight miles a day), and the diet-chart (sorry, food-list), both started to get
slightly tough. Having found some under-nourished fresh water shellfish, we
proceeded 1o boil them for hours to try and soften them. It didn't. By this time
I was even eyeing my companion hungrily., :.fter all, compared with the unamnetising
fishy-smelling murk in the billy, even he, skin and bones as he was, might wrovide
some pickings., As he insisted on drinking the juice (the bodies were now like
rubber), I thought "Better wait till he drinks it and absorbs the extra nourishment!.
Mlas, I dallied too long - I was always one for thought rather than action - and
we were up and off again. '

Inevitably, and rather sadly, the river and its banks become gentler,prettier,
milder as one goes further downstream. Noon one day found us at a wide lake-like
expanse of the river, grassy banks crowned with trees - ard contact with
"civilisation'. 4 flash of exquisite blue-green iridescence — the report of a
rifle - and the limp little body of a duck lay a few feet away on the water. "Yer
can have it if yer like" said a voice from the far side. We shuddered in unison.
No, we were not yet that hungry.

Our last camp B.F. (before food) was at the Junction of the Kangaroo River.
Here we had the fun of watching a wombat swim the river towards us from the far
side. He lumbered through the water lile an old tug-boat, and beached himself
practically at our feet, so puffed and out of breath that he didn't 1ift an eye-
brow when I patted him. Last meal next morning consisted of half a vitaweet
biscuit, one dried apricot, and half a boiled egg each -~ at least cur »acks were
light. A1l through that last lighthearted swing along the Kangaroo River I was
haunted by a Beethoven concerto - both banks of the river were lined v tall
flowering wattles, and as the tracl: swung round bends to the rhythm of the music,
the golden trees on the far bank, those on the nearest, and the mysterious green-
gold ones reflected in the depths of the river wove a counterpoint which was omne
with the music in my head.
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HEALTH FOOD SHOP odVEGETARIAN CAFE

FROSTY JIORNINGS  coes
o 1O CEREALS

NUGRIST GRANOLA WEETBIX
TERRY'S MEAL WEETQRIST
WITH HOT E4SILY-DISSOLVED DRIED MILK -
~—-E C 6 NOXILK

I3 HUNTER ST. SYDNEY. BWI725

Hustling into Kangaroo Valley village to refuel before the shops should close
at noon, we made it only just in time, and then went to the local shop-cum~cafe for
immediate replenishment. The dame behind the counter looked us over and said "Oh
I remember you, you were here last year on your honeymoon'.

Me: (Always a blt vague, and merely trying to remember whether I might have
come through on a walking trip) "Perhaps, I'm afraid I can't remember",

Ray: (virtuously drawing back his skirts) "Well, it wasn't me',

Whereupon the dame gives me a look, and we shale the dust of the town off wvery
rapidly amd cut across-country to Brogher's Creek, on to Woodhill and the Jevitt's,
and up to camp at Drawing Room Rocks. Ray thinks it will be a wonderful idez to
get up early and see the sun rise over the ocean. TFor this I have = deep fecling
of no enthusiasm, but am too polite to say so. (I have outgrown this.) 3Being
brought tea in sleeping-bag in the morning was enourh to get me out, however. i
bright spring dawn everything to arder, but where was the sun rising? Certainly
not over the ocean (I suppose any truly scientific types would have worked this
out), but far to the north across the hillside. .1 few muttered romarks from me
about false pretences, but the rocks themselves, curious surrealist shapes, more
grotesque than ever with that pale unearthly light casting strange long shadows,
were more than enough compensation.

And so down and on to Saddleback and into Kiama, Here, I say to myself, I



12.

- shall become once again truly feminine. I have a clean skirt (it may hang in .
festoons due to the loss of inches round the waist, and my smeakers are tied on with
string), and at last I emerge for the Leader's approval.

"My God, you look like a refugee", said Ray.

THOSE SUND.Y WALKS .GaId,

‘E.‘i«xo ;.

Far some time I had considered making a return to Bushwalldng but thousht better
of it. Then, at the Reunion, after hearing the sad lament of Sunday walks deing
diverted to spine bashes I thought "After all, why shouldn't I?" There is a new
generation in the Club now - they obviously resnect age and infirmity. I shall
find a collection of eager young walkers leen to give me a nice easy day. More robust
spirits may complain, but this is just what I have been waiting far! :

Ldmittedly 7 miles M on the programme brought back urhappy memories of walks
that had tuwrned out to be anything but that, but of course, things have changed now.
When the leader thoughtfully asked one of the prospectives at Waterfall if he had done
much walking I should have woken up, but by the time the bus had dropped us at Bola
Creek it was too late.

A few yards after we started I nearly fainted with horror. After years of
inactivity was I expected to go down there? To cut a harrowing story short, I was,
and I did! Hwrriedly forgetting all I had been told as a prospective (don't use
.your hands - You'll wear the seat of your shorts out - etc..) I dropped back and
came down on hands, seat, and amything else tlat seemed appropriate at the time.

The rest of the party kept dry but I soon decided that the water was the only place
for me if I was to finish in one piece.

: Strangely enough, after lunch ard a swim I was almost beginning to enjoy myself,
and by the time we had climbed to Uloola Heights I began to think Bushwalking wasn't
so bad after all, On the tops, even the bush played triclis, with a beautiful display
of Christmas Bells, heath and ti~tree. With the worst of the walk over I began to
romenber the staghorns, orchids and mosses of Bola Creelk.

When we reached the Waterfall track ow valiant leader said "Oh! did they
mark it as Medium? I should have said Rough. They disallowed it as a test wall
because we took the bus!"

Courage, you energetic ones, you can stretch your legs on Some Sunday wallks!

IS YOUR WIFE ACTIVE?

Our Treasurer offers these words of economic logic :-
One active husband plus one non-active wife e e £
One active husband plus one active Wife  .vvuvevvuronrsnnnnnon... £



PADDY }

Little Tom Tinker

He set out this winter
To buy some camping gear.
Mama, Mamsa, :

Poor little innocent desar.

Well he might cry, for he was ill advised, he did
not go to the old firm for his gear and ended up
with poorly designed shoddy ecuipment that caused
him plenty of trouble.

Prospective members, take good advice and be sure
to visit Paddy's when nurchasing vour equipmert
for walking, camping, climbing or skiing.

Hire equipment is available for wallking and sldiing
but book early to avoid disappointment.

Special Line now available:
ex. British Army Prismatic Compasses
Price - With case  ......... e 59,15, 0
Without case ......... «es £8, 5, 0
Limited quantity only.

ss 20 s e

Ask for our new illustrated price list of camping
equipment due in June. Posted free on request.

)ADDY PALLIN &
PADDY PALLIN!

casuku?s’?gvonw :
. BM2685




WALKING GUIDE. . .. .

Walks “for May21-22 meet at: Baroks 4. Ste fichice Board for
‘ " further details of the Barbecue. “

Man leerpool Military.

N E

MAY 21-22 ¢ ¢ Glenbrook - Euroka - The Oaks - Erskine Creek - Euroksa
‘ : ) (Barbecue, see below) - Glenbrook. : R
Mostly track walking, joins with ‘the Instructional for Saturday 2
night- camp. Good camping at’ “Buroka Clearing. - . '
Leader: Frank Young.

- Instructional - * Gleénbrook - Duroka - Glenbrook.
Barbecue on Saturday night in aid of Federation Fund o
Prospectives please bring Liverpool Map, and Compass.: -+ =~ -+~

leader: Helen Barrett. S

wy 322

Glenbrook -~ Glenbrook Gorge - Nepean Lookout - uuroh'a =L

Wy 22 -
r S Glenbrook.

Leader: Ern French.

MAY 27-28-29 : - Yalwal - Bunbundah Creek - Wilf's Way -~ Ettrema Creelc — Dog* Leg
Lo AT e Pass - Yalwal. e
A trip for thesnergetic. Unspoiled Creek and Gorge Scenery
Spectacular cliffs at Point Possibility. .
Car to Yalwal see the remains of the old Gold workings. Some
rock hopping end scrambling up Danjara Creek; over the pass :Lnto
Bunbuncah Creek and North along the ridges to the Ettrema pass -
found recemtly by Wilf Julius. Rock hop and scramble up the
Creek (a miniature Kowmung) and climb to Poimt Possibility. via .
imtrepid Dog Leg Pass - good nerves needed around here - anc_i"'
back to Yalwal. ’
Map: TYalwal Military.
Leader: David Brown.

MEY 29 7. Waterfall — Uloola Falls ~ Audley - Boat to Cromulla. -
: C Pleasant track walking past the Blue Pools, Uloola Falls and . .
along Gurrumboola Heights to Audley. Scenic ferny 'brlp through _,«‘
Port Hacking. ¢
Map: Port Hacking Tourist. P
Leader: Joan Cordell.

JUIE 3-4-5., .+ Leura - Lockley's Pylon — Blue Gum Forest - Grand Cam Jon -
: P Tl Blackheath. S
Road track walk to Lockley's. Views across and down t*n, Crose
(Mts. Hay, King Ceorge, Tomsh, etc.).
Steep descent to Blue Cum - good camping in a farest of stately
gums. Then mostly traclk walldne un tnro,mn the Canyon.
Map: Katooma Military.
Leader  Roy Craggs

Colo Vale - M't. Flora = Nattai, ?:Wer,— Starllght s Track - Hlll— .
"% top. Views'of M. Jellore. “Pleasant walking (some scrafmbllng)
w7 . along the upper Nattai, . Track walk ouL,.

Map: Mittagong: Bhlltary BRI

: Leader-* Pam Baker

PP

T 4= 5. ¢
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JUNE 10-11~-12-13 “Queen's Birthday Weekend.
Blackheath - Car to Kanangra Walls - Cloudmaker - Tiwilla Buttress
Xowmung ~ Cox's -~ #hite Dog - Narrow Neck - Katoocmba,
Wide panorama from Kanangra Tops, Steep climb to Mt. Cloudmaker
(quar%zite ridges) with views into Kanangra Deep and across to
Yerranderie, Wild Dogs, etc. See the Hundred Man Cave at the
head of Tiwilla Creek. Pleasant walking on the lower Kowmung,
some scrambling towards the Cax's Junction., Steep climb out via
Whit=s Dog and track walking along Narrow Neck.
Maps: Jenolan Military
Map of the Gangerangs - Myles Dumphy
Blue lMountains and Burragorang Tourist.,
Leader: Roy Craggs

JUNE 11-12-13 Blackheath - Car to Cox's Turnoff -~ Cox's River - Billy Healy's
Galong Creek - Nellie's Glen — Xatoomba.
Pleasant river walking, scrambling and rock hopping. Granite
races and cascades near Megalong Creek Junction. Pink Granite
Canyons in Galong Creek - Tack walk out from Carlon's farm via
Megalong Valley and the Glen. :
Maps: Katoomba Military
. Myles 'Dunphy's Map of the Cangerang.
Leader: Jaclk Centle

NIAETY MILES ON Cicse .ub DIVER.
(ConcTuded)

- Molly Tlocgers.

The ridge up from the Kanangra was very steep and each member tool his own time.
I was considerably hindered because my feet, clad in two vairs of Paddy's socks, levt
sliding out over the back of my sreakers. However, on arrival at the saddle we were
rewarded with magnificent views of Kanangra #“alls and we could look into the velvet
folds of Thurat Rift, Danae Brook and the Thurat Spires.

The march flies hurried us on and soon we were sidling arcund towards the hump
on the end of Craft's Walls, then down to Gabes Gap. Don and Tine were already there
and had retrieved their hidden food and after a short rest we proceeded down the
ridge to Gingra Creek, Once more through that lovely patch of flamnel flowers whers
Irene and I had posed far photographs over two weeks ago and soon we saw Gingra Creek
sparkling through the trees. Frank turned off to the left in search of our food
cache and the rest of us went on taking a wide berth around what resembled a diamond
smeke but which could have been, we discovered later, the dangerous hoplocephalus
bungaroides! '

Frank arrived soon after with one of the tins of food and our mouths (and those
of the Matthews') watered as he produced, among other things, the tin of peaches, the
Christmas pudding, fresh potatoes and onions, rum amd the piece de resistance, a flask
of wine,

When we had had our swim, lunched and resorted our food, we left our pleasant
lunch site and ambled on. The air was suddenly rent by the noise of four kerosene
tins being bashed by two strong men prior to being buried (the tins I mean)..



16.

The afternoon was very warm, our packs heavy, but we were in no hurry. “e had
time to spare and had decided to make camp at the first suitable site. The going was
much easier than anticipated. In fact there was a good track all the way. Suddenly
we saw & bull charging in ungainly manner towards us but as soon as he saw us he
turned abruptly off up the ridge. Close on his heels came civilisation in the. form
of three horsemen with dogs. We chatted awhile and they asked us if we had passed
any cattle. We hadn't nor had we seen any fresh signs.

After leaving them, we continued on ard on. There were no special camp sites
offering and the water was somewhat cow~y but before long we found ourselves at the
Kowmung. How good it was to see it again! After a rest, during which we eyed off
two civilians with rifle, downstream, we decided to go upstream and camp at the
first suitable place. This turned out to be an elevated, level, grassy area on the
left bank. There was little argument about the pitching of tents that night.

The rext day, New Year's Eve,.was declared a rest day. We rose late and after
breakfast we washed owr clothes and ung them to dry on lines strung between the
tents. The day was hot and everything dried quickly. We swam and lazed sbout. In
the afternoon, {Alex, Frank and Bill summoned up enough energy to go for a walk ard I
decided to make pikelets for supner in buckled plates over an open firc in the hot
sun, Never again!

LAs we lgy back after dinner watching the stars and chatting therc came a sharp
explosion from the direction of the fire. We all jumped. Comversation resumed, then
Crack! again.

"Must be a river stone in the fire", said .lex with wonder. Crack!

"You wouldn't think there'd be river stones up this high, would wou?' said .ilex,
intrigued. Crack, Crack!

Willy sterted laughing and then handed out crackers to all as part of the New
Year celebrations, We all exploded omr crackers, some deservedly behind Vill. Don
made several abortive attempts to explode his inside an empty milk tin in the fire
and Will let off a whole string at once. The Kowmung echoed the explosions amd no
doubt there were raised eyebrows in the civilian camp down yonder, Afterwards
pikelets, glazed with oily butter, and wine were served but we couldn't wait to see
the New Year in,

Our packs were the heavier by 2 dampers next day, Alex's plain one and my fruit
one, which Frank entreated us to keep intact till he prhotographed them,

The day was very hot and humid and we were glad to dunk ourselves at every
possible opportunity. At lunch, the dampermakers were duly photographed with their
creations,

We were in no great hurry to move but we had to push on. The water was the
only thing that made the day pleasant., Once we passed Frank and Bill submerged
except far hat and boots and a few yards further on Don ard Tine. Will put down his
pack and assuming that he intended to join Bill ard Frank, I wernt in search of a
pool for myself. When Frank ard Bill passed me, I hastened to join them, .fter
awhile we discovered that Will wasn't with us., I thought he was behind, they thought
he was ahead, Weweited awhile and then Don discovered footprints ahead, So we went
on till we came to a beautiful big, deep pool e all stopoed with one accord and
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wished that Willy wasn't ahead of us. We downed packs and Frank hurried ahead
emitting fearful bellows guarantced to be heard down on the Cax. The rest of us
couldn't resist that gorgeous pool. 4 little later Frank rcturned alone tut ten
mimites later Willy returned too with a sheepish look on his face. Somehow he had
passed us vhen we were in the water amd thought we were ahead and hastensd to catch
us up and then he heard Frank's calls from behind.

We spernt so much time in this lovely green water that we decided to camp by
the side of it but next morning we hurried to get brealfast over beforc the sun came
over the ridge. Then down to the Junction and along the Cax.

What a terrible day it was! The sun became ovpressive early, shining out of a
hazy sky. Everything was still and lifeless., The sun beat down on us and the heat
rose in suffocating waves from beneath ocur feet. In spite of my big hat, I could
feel my skin tightening and the perspiration trickled down my body. “hen would we
come to shade! We passed the mal-odorous body of a dead walleroo mid stream and
hurried on. Shade at last, and deeper water, I couldn’t wait to change but went in
fully clad.

We lunched leisurely then moved on. The heat was as stifling as ever and we took
every opportunity to immerse ocurselves., The afternoon passed slowly and Kanangaroo
was always around the next bend and our shoes filled with sand at every crossing. But
at last we were there. The boys had collected the hidden food already and disposed
of the tin.

We lingered awhile and had a swim amd Tine and I half-hoped that we might camp
here. There was a debate in which Alex pointed out that the further we could go *
that afternoon in the cool the easier it would be for us the next day. Seeing the
sense of this argument we went on,

The next creek we came to was the last water till Merrigal Creek and Frank and
Bill were all far staying, but Alex urged us 2ll to contimc, saying we were sure to
find water in Yellow Dog Cresk, We went on. However, when we came to a rather
pleasant looking campsite beneath casuarinas there was a general strike. Don
comtinued while we stayed and argued, e finally decided to stay ard went about
pitching camp. But, Don had not returned nor was he in sight, so Tine went loolding
for him. Sometime later they rcturned. Said Don, "ile were wrong, slex. There's
no water in Yellow Dog Creek!" -

Before we léft the next morning we disposed of everything we couldv rather than
carry it. Then, with heavy hearts, we poured the contents of a flask of rum into
the Cox and gave the flask a decent burial,

The rest of the trip was made in dull, humid weather. wWe made use of every
inviting pool and the very last fragments of food were disposed of at our lunchsite.

That afternoon it rained heavily and we perspired profusely under our ground-
sheets. Sheltering from the rain on Mrs. Carlon's front verandah, we spent time
removing leaches, then, after collecting cur odds and ends in the stringbag and
regretfully refusing a cup of tea, we left,

It was just possible that Mitchell's Creek would be up and Hatswell unable to
cross the ford., Will and Frank raced shead in the hope of catching him at the
ford to tell him we were coming., However, when the rest of us reached the top of
the hill we sat down for a rest. I didn' think for a moment the cars wouldn't
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come and sure enough in a very few mimites they arrived bringing baclk Frank and Will,
At the ford, they stopped and gave us time to wash and change into clean ClO‘tl:lG?
(except for three conscientious objectors...Bd.) and then sped us back to civilisa-
tion.

On the train home Frank went methodically over his food list with me, adding to
some quantities and reducing others, Sorting wy pack out next day I found I had
accumulated two dozen various sized aluminium containers , one dozen approximateLy
cloth bags =2rd a similar number of plastic bags, which was inevitable after all ovr
food cachlics, but infinitely better than carrying nire days' food.

There was yet another meeting two weeks later to conclude finances and then our
Organised Trip was officially over. : -

THE HRSE'S TAIL,

- wath Drown.

Having been chermed by Bill Ketas' music-maldng first at our own e-union
Campfire ard then at the one held by the Federation, I thousht I would asglk hia o
show my little daughter Chris what a violin looked lilwe close uwp.. Like so many
children of this age she had never seen one. 3ill did no+ mind showin: his
treasure -~ so on that golden Sunday morning at Lone Lngle Gully he took it out of
its case, wmwrapped the silk wrapning cloth, and demonstrated how to w.lo the strines
sing. He also told me that his violin was 200 yvears old. "Although", said 3111,
"that doesn't necessarily mean it is any better than one made now'. Jut 200 vears!
Before Mozart was writing his first violin concerto y this violin was being nlayed.
It must have been cherished and played as generations of music lovers came and went,
and now it graced our bushwalker campfires! '

But I must admit that what impressed Chris most was the fact thet a violin bow
is made from a HRSE'S T4IL!

THEY WENI TO THE DOGS!!

Eight members, three prospective members and two visitors
made up the party of the alternate Anzac Weekend Official Walk to Splendour Rock,
when the opnortunity was taken to lay a wreath on the Bushwalkers' War Memorial, in
memory of aur fowr late Club members, Publicity of this act was given in Column 8
of the "Sydney Morning Herald" of 23rd Lpril. The party felt "as safe as houses"
with a doctor, ex-A.I.F. nursing sister, Ex-Leading Sick Berth Attendant, R.ALNCR,,
first-year nmurse, and a Captain of Commandos in their numbers! In spite of this
imposing array, one semi-crock did come out in Harry Lorang's car from Carlon's!
The weather on Surday and Monday was gloriously sunny, much to the delight of those
who were visiting the "dogs" for the first time. And home in a first-class carriage
in the Silver Train. 'Tis a pity there won't be Anzac ieekends umbil 1965 and 1966.

SECOND~HAND PACK (CHILD'S) W .IMTED.
Can anyone sell us a nack far a four-year-old girl?
Cash buyers. alternatively, will sell four-year-old to match a pacl: you won't want
to sell. If interested, contact the Knightleys.

.
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