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THE HALP YBARLY GENERAL MEETING

Jim Brown.

Over the past few months we have become accustomed to unusually
docile general meetings, but it was September which broke the se—
guence, even without a single Constitutional amendment to debate.
Not that this trend was evident at the beginning when three now mem-
bers were welcomed — (Barbara Bruce, Rhonda Willis, Wilf Deck) — and
two cthers werc summoned but weren't there ~ Bob Jones and Ross Hew-
lett (still not greeted after several months) .,

Minutes for August were confirmed, with Phil Butt adding to the
notes of the Federation Report that a Treasurer was still urgently
needed., Very little to do in Correspondence (which contained a let-
ter from Betty Farquhar that she would be unable to organise the
children’s affairs at the 1970 Reunion., The Treasurer quoted a ready
cash balance of $791, adding that 80 members were st1ll unfinancial,
and we may run our funds very close this year.,

Walks Report related that, at the beginning of Auvgust, Owen
Mark's proposed trip to the Kangaroo Valley Property lapsed for want e
of starters, and on the same weekend Sam Hind'!s day walk to Burning
Palms salvaged some scouts overcarried in the train. Neville Pye
was joined by six members and nine prospectives on Lugust 8-9th for
an Instructional Weekend at Bonnum Pic., At the same time Doone
Wyborn's party to Mt. Kelly came to snow only above 5,000 feet. Sam
Hinde took 25 on a leisured day walk on the Hacking River,

The middle week end of August the President aimed to go from
Yadbora Creek %o Currockbilly - only 2 in the party, and it was fin—
ally judged best not to aim for the mountain. There were 29 out on
Jack Gentle's south coast day walk — 14 of them Prospectives,

The weekend of 23-24th August was to be one of Bill Gillam's
Ski Instructional tripss bad weather and poor snow disturbed the plan.
In the same dismal conditions Mike Short led g pParty of six from
Wanganderry north along the plateau, and down Boloon Gap pas to the
Wollondilly. Joan Rigby's trip in the same area, but across to Hill
Top brought out 7. On Saturday 30th, about 40 people were at Cooper
Park, Bellevue Hill, for Owen Mark's "moon watching and pre-nuptial
celebration. David Ingram with 27 went on Sunday to the George's
River, just missing a regular ~loudburst on the return to Minto.

34



3. THE SYDNEY BUSHYALKER " October, 1969

As & rider to the Walks Report, Bill Gillam voiced appreciation
of John Campbelll!s accommodation offer at Coomas it had been thank—
fully accepted on his Kosciusko weckend, '

In Federation Notes,'Wilf Hilder said the proposed "Snow Sur—~
vival" demonstration had been cancelled (probably because there's

not likely to:be>snow0 but may be held next year. A new fire road
extends about 1% miles along the western ridge near St. Helena.

Selection of a Reunion site for 1970 came next. Some one nom-
inated the 0ld Woods Creck venue which has seen us every year (with
two exceptions) since 1952, but public opinion came dowm heavily for
our own block in Xangaroo Valley. Bob Younger was voted Reunion
Convenor. o

In tribute to the late Taro (Talter Tarr) who died Just after
his 90th birthday, we observed silences then the announcement that
a plaque would be placed at Clear Hill — details to be given later.

General Business - and Gordon Redmond was telling us zbout the
Kangaroo Valley purchase. The S.RB.W. share cost 83860, which ab-
sorbed $1557 from the Era funds, 81000 from Club funds, and the bal-
ance in contributions from members and other inteorested Zroups.
Certain expenses had been incurred by the Club!s Hon. Solicitor, and
by the "intermediary" who had purchased the land pending determin-
ation of the prices to the Club and the Quakers. Then these costs
were settled, a final detailed statement would be made.

Now came the question of mahagement, and Gordon proposed a com—
mittee of management of five members, preferably not including any
of the Trustees. Motion accepted and nominstions sought,

Finally it included George Gray, Bill Gillam, Jane Putt, Bob
Younger and Spiro Xetas, but before this, there was great argumeént
over nomination of the Prosident. 4h — he was there ox officio,
anyway. But walt, next year, unless he was president, he wouldntt
be. Tell then, how long would the Management team hold office?

Some said a long, long while; others argued that all offices "spilled"
in March ~ oven Trustees were elected amually. Finally a motion
that they be appointed until the Annual Meeting; an amendment to
make it the September 1970 meeting. The debate raged around ~ once

a motion of dissent from the Chair: someone else attempting to move

a motion while tho other was still in discussion. Finally, with a
fairly general acccptance that new managers should be appointed in
March, the motion was "not now put".
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No, it wasn't over yet. Bill Ketas moved (separately) two
donations of $10 to (a) Myall Lakes Nationsl Park Committee and (b)
Colong Committee. .In each case Gordon Redmond moved an amendment,
one for 350 and the other for $25. The Treasurer's face grew longer
during the two dsbates, and he mentioned we weren't exactly flush
with money. Finally both amentments and motions were carried. In
the second discussion the interesting fact emerged that the Colong
Committee was making some progress, and the cement manufacturers were
apparently beginning to waver over the ebsolute necessity for mining
limestone in Church Creck. '

This was a cheerful note, and, as the meeting closed at 10.0 PoMey
there seemed to be an atmosphere of - "Hell, what if we are broke?! -

we've got the Kangaroo Valley land and we may be on the way to saving
Colong". Perhaps it was as well no one had any other proposals for
donations with the meeting in that mood.

00 0—

AT TAST - MOUNT POMANY

Jim Brown.

During the winter of 1953, some years before a network of fire
trails or military access roads were carved along the main ridge
systemns of the Northern Blue Mountains, I was out on a trip organised
by Alex Colley from Putty via Mount Monundilla, Mount Coricudgy,
Mount Uraterer and back to Putty. Somewhere along the bleak wind—
swept ridges between Monundilla and Coricudgy; we looked west and
north to a group of high basalt crowns, and Alex remarked that it
was still country fit for bushwalker exploration. Amongst the most
prominent points north from the iong crest of Coricudgy were a con-
ical peak (Coriaday) and a flat—top (Pomany) .

From that time forward both Coriaday and Pomany became symbolic
for me of the places that must some day be visited, and when some
rather more informstive maps became available, about ten years later,
I planned an assault on the two high points, following a route from
Nullo Mountain via Coricudgy, Coriaday; down into Widdin Brook, on
to Pomany and back along the comnecting ridge to Nullo. The attempt
was made in heat wave conditions 'in January 1964, and Coriaday was
reached, but the parched march along the ridge north of Coriaday
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proved almost toc much, and once I managed to get down into the
agreeable pastures of Widdin Brook, nohing could persuade me to go
up on to the equally torrid dry ridge along the western wall of Wid-
den Valley. At least there was the satisfaction of being one of the
first walkers in enjoy a joust with the approackes to that particular-
1y lovely valley. : )

However, Pomany still remained: other walkers playing around in
Widden and its flanking mountains discovered the bridle track which
runs north from Fullo, across a decp narrow saddle, past Mount Cox to
Pomany: they als found a way up a creek on the western side of Widden
which treaches t1e cliff wall Jjust below and south of Pomany. A4t least,
when I made my August 1969 trip, I knew that Pomany could be reached
from Widden and tiat +he way back to Nullo Mountain was fairly easy
going. Which we& just as well, because at the outset of the trip I was
getting over a singularly loathsome head cold; and had scarcely enough
wind to blow out - candle.

Shortly befo:-e 10 o'elock on g Saturday morning I drove to the
northern end of Nullo Nountain, and at the terminal Property gate
vhere the mail box carried a name "The Range"; saw a trail turning
sharply to the right. I was almost certain this was the way to Cedar
Creek and Widdin, but decided o confirm it at the farm. It had been
reining the previous day, the hasalt soil was soft and sticky, the
car's tyres carried a fat greasy deposit of mud, and + ere was no in-
centive to drivc any further. After all, the further I drove now,
the further to walk at the ond of my planned circular route.

The farmer said Yes, that was the way to Widdin, but why not
leave the car inside his fence, where it may be safer. There were
some dog traps to beware of on the First three miles of the Widdin
trail. I also asked zbout the look-down into Benjang Creck on the
other side of Nullo, go% directions, and spent best part of the next
two hours visiting the ventage peints. It's quite an attractive view,
but was not really worth the two hours lost: having once gone down
Benjeng Creeck a few years ago, I was interested to look into it from
above,

Thus it was near onbugh to lunch when I parked inside the farmeris
fence and turned towards Cedar Créck and Widdin. In fact.I ate a}most
as soon as I was really on the way and then followed the jeep trail

out along the ridge north from Nullo.

It was quite casy pleasant going with some patche@ of grass cov-
ered volcanic soilg and fairly open forest. At one point a wheel
track vecred sharply right and I was tempted to follow it, but eclected
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to stay with the westerly trail. About three o'clock, just before
the track entercd a large grassy are a with an outlying shanty, the
trail forked again, and I Bécame aware that a new creek was taking
it rise-in the centre of the ridge. The maps arc quite inadequate
(3" to the pils) but it looked suspiciously like the head of Myrtle
~.Criceky-so I tried the right hand branch, found it led down to 2 dam,
and came back to the clearing.

i Here I'set down for a brief spell, and went to sleep for half an
hout,” Uy barely cured cold and my carly morning start from home were
evidently catching up with me, and soon after going on at 3e45 Demay

"~ I Became intoTlerably tired. The weariness increased until it was

- such-tormient’ that I decided to stop for the night at the next water,
everl though my progress of only six or seven miles from the farm was
most -discouraging. ' '

Dimly through my headache I was aware that I was going west of -
the supposed Myrtle Creck, and that I should never be able to drop
into Cedar Creck as intended. I could scarcely have cared less, The
track tilted downward.through nice grassy. country with light forest, "
then suddenly began to fall quickly into a rocky ravine where dissect-
ed ridges and rock faces glowing gold in the afternoon sun made it

: seem impossible that oven a jeep track could get through. Just before
five I came to the first water, threw up the tent, crawled into my
sleeping bag and was asleep by 5¢15. Apart from a midnight awakening
and a’ snack of sardines and biscuits by torch light, I slept for al-
most thirteen hours, and awoke feeling wonderful, '

On the way before 7.0 a.m., the trail now crept down the gully,
at times almost synonymous with the water course. After half an hour
the valley widened, and the jeep trail was able to keep out of the
creek most of the time, and an hour from camp I emerged into a lovely
clearing, hemmed about by broken cliffs, with miles of grassland
reaching ahead. :

In the next hour before I passed the Ffirst farm, I was able to -
work out ‘that I was certainly not in Cedar Creek which goes almost
north until it is close to Widden Brook. This was probably Myrtle
Creek (or Right Hand Flat) which joins Widden on an easterly courses
‘the assumption was confirmed when another stream and road entercd
on my right just before I came to Widdin at 10.0 a.m.

So far the morning had been cool and overcast, but gradually the
sky was clearing, and by the time I was moving up Widdin Brook towards
Holbrook property; there were wide streaks of blue sky, and sunlight
on the lovely shaggy cliffs that flank the valley. The big decision
was taken: as a concession to my feebleness, I would not do a recon~

T



(A

Te THE SYDNEY BULHWAIKER October 1969.

naissance up Blackwater Creck as planned, nor would I walk along the
road up to Widdin. I would stay right down by the stream, crossing
the paddocks and avoiding the ocecasional car and the well-intentioned
offers of a 1ift from its driver. Sufficient for the day to reach
the point where I was to leave the valley and climb out to Mount

Pomany.

Wilf Hilder once suggested that s basalt "spill" on the western
side of the valley may give access to the range north of Pomany. I
kept a look-out for 1t, and although I could not confirm that there
was a basalt scree slope; there did appear to be at least one ridge
that would "go" without rock climbing. I formed the opinion that it
would leave a long trudge along the western wall to reach Pomany, so
decided to stick to my programme of getting out via the creek.

About 3,0 pom. the outlet of Blackwater Creek and the big stud
property of Holbrook were passed. I was on the opposite (western)
bank, and continued on over easy grassland to pass the last farm in
Widdin, about 1%—miles further up., Just north of the property a
creek comes in on each side of Widdins the one on the eastern side
was my way into the valley in the 1964 heat wave trips the western
one was to be the way out this time.

Quite early, only a little after 4 o'clock, I went up to the
point where the creck issues from the ravine into the grassy slopes,
and made a pleasant camp on one of the last level open patches anongst
the casuarinas. A very comfortable and leisurely evening, disturbed
only by my reluctance to eat anything, and then another long peaceful
sleep. ‘

The dawn again was grey and misty, but there was no menace in
it - wishy washy blue was visible through the morning haze as I moved
off at 6.45. Travel up the creck was very slow, although it was not
particularly rough golng. Usually one could keep up on the slopes
where the vegetation was reasonable. The main stream came from the
southerly gully, and this was the one T followed passing through the
first cliffy defilec about 8.0 a.m. Immediately it was obvious there
were other cliffs to negotiate, and the creck which had levelled out
a little, would go on to the south quite a long way.

Not far past the defile, a side stream.dropped in from my right
(west) s its bed was clearly very steep and rugged, but immediately
beyond it the slope up to the base of the cliffs was fairly open and

. appeared to have been "souffed" by the passage of animals. I clambered

up to the cliffs - not very far - and there it was, a beautiful chimney,
practically a walk-up, almost right on the shoulder of the ridge reach-
ing up from the creek junction. Almost certainly it was the way other
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varties had climbod out. Only had %o take the pack off at one place
and push it up cight feet to thc next sten, and at 8.45 I was out of
the gorge and on the upper slopes.

"Upper slopes" can be a rather ambiguous tcrm in this country.
Widdin is about 12007 above sea level, the top of the cliff line say
2400%, and the sandstone platean about 28007. However, on this sand-
stone bench the basalt tops are superimposed, rising another 800! or
1,000', So Pomany, which looked so closc at hand across the head of
the side creck, stood anbthér 1400" or 1500' above me, and in my de-
bilitated condition, it tock almost two hours before I could go any
further. The %ctal of four hours to climb up from Widdin Brook must
be an all~-time rccord for sloth. t

Unlike some of the other basalt tops in the northern Blue Mount—
ains (for instanco Coriaday; where the vegctation stops you seeing
the view) Pomany is & good vantage poirt. Thin grasses and some
scrub and small forest grow near the swmit, but there are many places
where uninterrupted views arc to be had from the rim. It was etill
hazy, and the jumble of gorges and ridges o the north werc all photo-~
graphic possibilities, but over Widdin sunlight was glowing on the
castern cliffs.

Visited the trig which is near the northern limit of the crest,
and then went over the north western side, down a big basalt scree to
the little clecaring and the slab shanty which marks the cnd of the
trail from Mullo. 4 very relaxed lunch there, savouring the satis-
faction of rea@h;pg Pomany after all thosc yoars.

The rest of the tale scarcely neecds recounting, but it may be
best to describe the'route bricfly for the bonefit of any others
who may go that way. There is a bridle track all the way to Nullo,
but it does got a bit vegue in spots, notahbly where it skirts the
western side of Mount Cox. Phil Butt cnce sald that it "goes down-
hill all the way to the saddle north of Nuilo". Being of feebler
physique, I wouldn't call it "downhill all the way”' but the undulat-
ions are not unduly severe. The track sidlcs a great deal to get
the easiest going and finglly twists down into the saddle between
Mount Cox and the north-eastcrn slopes of Nullo. I locked down af—
fectionately into the gulf of Hool ‘'om Boy Creck (what a cattle-
duffers' name) the way out,which I'd taken back in '64, and then
made the long gradual climb up to &ullo.

Orice on the rich tasalt of Nulle én&.under the canopy of big
trees;, I felt back at home and was on the logkout for the srring
which gave me refreshment in the heat wave. Woll, I missed it, as

f4
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the bridle trail, still faint in spots, now winds along the castern
rim of Nullo. In fact, it was almost a waterless camp on Nullo,
except for the puddle of semi~liquid yellow mud in a hole where =
tree had been uprooted.

Tuesday morning was fine, but the valley of Widdin full of mist.
Half an hour from starting, I ceme to the first vroperty on the
eastern side of the mountaing the fields werc still white with frost,
and I broke the sheet of ice to get at the water in a horse trough.
Then the clouds boiled up out of the gorges, and as I trudged back
along the road to the north end of the mountain, a Scotch mist driven
by a cool damp wind settled over the high country. Just three days
in elapsed time from arrival at the gate of "The Range" — at ten in
the morning - I saw the track Junction and the fence and the car
emerge from the swirling fog.

~—=-00000——-

MEMORTAL SERVICE FOR TARO

4% the Federation meeting on September 16th, it was decided to
hold a memorial service for Walter Tarr at Clear Hill on Sunday 26th
October at zbout 2 pem.

Transport arrangements arec: (1) ir travelling by private trans—
rort try to make arrangements with friendss however, if you have
spare scats please contact Don Finch, (2) train to Katoomba, taxi
to the ladder or Narrow Neck; return walk about 13 miles along the
Narrow Neck fire trail. (3) train to Katoomba, then to the A.B.

Cafe where peoplc will be picked up in a Land Rover, this type of
transport is limited and will te reserved for the more senior
members. : '

Please let Don Finch know if you require the third form of
transport or for any other information. Don Finch may be contacted
in the Club Rooms or via the secretary over the telephone. ‘
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THE FALLEN IDOL.

_ in fairness to Pat, I would have gone in any case. It was my
week-end off, Septomber is an ideal time for walking ridges and it
had been raining, 'so L imagined there would not be the stark necess—
ity to find a way off the ridge bofore dark. I didn't have to be
back at work until Tuesday and T had reztl Jim Brown's manuscript of

- an identical trip. If Jim, weakoned by “loathsome flu" could get

out of Widden Brock, so could I. If Harrison could get me into it.
Vhen I returned carly on Monday morning; I re-read Jim's article and
decided that it suffered, as advice %o mariners, from the same de-
fect as the % tou the mile map: a cerfain vagueness, what a physicist
- blithely calls the line of best fit that tells you nothing of the
next sixty vertical fest. It iz all very well to be ablc to identify
all .the majof peaks in 6,000 square miles of country, to sce from
eighty mi%es away vhere cne suffored twenty years previously, on
Cockroh, Losey and Mt. koyal, following a similarly vague map with
far lcss confidence in your leader. It is a fecling like the first
sip of something you thought was coffce but turns out to be tea.

You can live with it but make a mental note to be more careful next
time.,

We started well. Pat’s transport overtook me and we followed
him, No hiding in service staticns this +imc. Ve camped together,
Pat sheltcring from a freezing mist under a roadworker's caravan,
myself on a mattress in the back of the truck. Billy Burke and Pat
wandersd around in suits, old style favoured by Bob Menzies, locking
like local squircs. All +he transport crept up Nullo Mountain Ho-
gether. The usual "after you" through the farm gates. Ve left the
cars together,

. Mists rising, as Jim doscribed. Cliffs appezring. Pat, wrist
compass Chronometer, marsupizl map holder all in position names the
obvious peaks. This is the country and tcmb of my ancestors. Con-
fidence, clation. The rock bridge to Mt. Cox is found — indeed if
you don't find it you are nowhere man. It is the most perfect rock
bridge ~ justification for the trip in itself, A4 long way down on
one side to Widdin Prook, ten fect away a canyon that lesds out, a
long way to thc north, past Gluey Gulf. I begin to have the first
disloyal feelings, stirrings that we shall be coming back this way. -

The track is obviously a cattle track from the Hunter to the
west ~ bullt up, graded, sufficiently obscure for nefarious activities.
It skirts Mt. Cox, passing impressive balancing sandstone slabs, the
foliage only slightly scratchy. Towards Pomany the only water is
encountered ~ muddy, barely flowing, incredibly sweet. This is not

«
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where Pat has plamned lunch. He is no match for the white ants.
Two dried leaves, a flaring match is icgitimately the start of a
lunch fire. It is, aftor all, cxactly mwidday. The orapngcs can wait
for more desporate times.

Pat zssavlis Pomany. Not a difficult +task. Thore is an Alpine
flora on top and the afcresald 6,00C square milos of view. While the
rest of us disport oursclves, Pat looks ot his map for the thousandth
time. There is no ready solace. DBenenth the map, in his marsupial
holder, there is an zerisl rhoto on which T can't even sece the abund-
ant cliffs. Dencath the thoto, & last wmesort, thore ig a preliminary
contour map. The cliffs arc roally black on this onc.

el

We all descend the basalt screz like the men of the Duke of York.
Below the basalt there is scratchy follage and e cliff. Ve sidle
through more scratchifolia to = ridge. And ancther cliff, Te look
with more intorest +than hope over other oliffs and into deerer chasms.
Pat is confused. L am not, I know that T will cany near the Pomany
hut, rise latc and retrace my steps along the ridges.

1t was a Deautiful camp sibe, elevated, 2 view to the west to
catch the fading light. Muddy water still very sweet and a keen wind
to make an early rotirement acceptable, 4 cup of special coffee.
Tomorrow thers would be the same beautsful cliffs, aboriginal rubbing
grooves on superb lookouts, a dry lunch but there were oranges left
for that possibility.

< pulled my sleeping Lag over my head. I had made a separate
pGace.

e QO Qe e

TROM THE "INBORNDALE TO VHE TURCN ,% PAT HARR ISON

When Alex Colley suggested a trip from DRathurst to Caporftec across
the Winborndsle Rivulet and the Turon River, I knew that the tcmptation
would be %oo great to resist, although at the time I did not give him
a definite answer. My army training had becn done in the Infantry
Battalion necar St. Anthony's Creek (a tributary of the Winborndale -
or Winburndalic as it is also spelt) and I had very pleasant memories
of walks in thc arce whencver I had some spare time. In fact, the
first day after I arrived at Rathurst we werc taken on a great 28-miler
-out along the Western Highway to Yethiolme, arcund the Ovens Range, and
then back to camp along the Winborndale. For many years nostalgia had
been tugging at me, and consequently it did not take me very long to
give Alex an answer in the affirmative.
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Fridey night before the Labour Day Weekend saw five of us (alex,
John Scott, Gordon Redmond, Reg Meakins and myself) aboard the T.00
Pems train for Lithgow, whence we took a taxi to Napoiean Reefs at
the head of St. Anthony's Creck, or Green Swamp Croek as it is also
known. Although we were in camp herc at 1130 p.m. and had the
billies boiling on the fire, some of us stayed up yarning until 4.00
aem. on the Saturday morning. We were just far encugh away from the
road not to be troubled by the incessant roar of ocars hurtling their
way towards Bathurst and tho Motor racing therc.

Saturday morning was very clear after z crisp night and we were
up and on the move by 7.00 a.m. The countryside was a picture of
green, and as Spring comes later up here, the occasional Willow along
the creck was the mercst fleck of gresn. We followed the creck for
& while; then headed north across the foothills of the Ovens Hange
whick rose to 4,183 feet on cur right. Reg Mezkins kunows his flera
and fauna, and was ablc to idontify a vartvicularly attractive red
Styphelia which grows on the slopes of the Overg. ther wildflowers
whicl bloomed along our way werse Indigoffera australiis, Burchardia
umbellata, and the blue Dianella.

The Winborandale is a stream that carrics a full head of water,
but we managed to keep cur feet dry by crossing ©n a swaying wire
fence not far below the dam. The gecent to THuboradale Mountain (4,083
ft.) was stecpish in parts but free of scrub, znd somewhere near the
top we cut across a fire road which cams up from the castern side.
There was a superb view of the green and fertilc Bathurs: Plaing and
as far away as Mount Caroblas on the western side, but the other side
was of ridges around the 4,000 ft. coi* ~ur, some of which were being
got ready for pine plantations. Reds of Spaghnum Moss were growing
around the trig. The goologists also informed us that thers was sand-
stone on the heights across the Rivulet and that this sandstone was
the very extremity of the Sydney Basin.

We welked across the Big Flat and found water for our lunch on the
southern fall of the saddle immediatcly cast of the Big Flat. The
fire road thercafter provided us with several miles of walking near the
4,000 £t. contour until wo dropped into the head of Coolamigal Creeck
around 812818, The walk down the upper part of this cresk (which means
"Good Water' and is pronounced Coola-lly-Gal) was a sheer delight.
There was forest of Ribbon Gums, no scrub, grassy tussocks underfoot,
and the creek gurgling in its grassy channel. 4% 3.45 p.m. we reached
a spot that nonc of us could resist, four or five T..g Ridbon Gums with
their white upper branches conbrasting against the long strips of bark
banging from their trurks, Wattlie in bloom, and the clear sweet water
of Coolamigal close at hand.
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There was rain during the afternoon and night, and we got out of
bed at 5.30 aem. on Sundey to a grey morning which threatened rain,
Heg was in his glory as the tress vibrated to a multitudinous chorus
of bird songs. Heo wag particularly delighted with the performances
of the White Throated Warblers, but for looks it would be hard to beat
the Mountain Lowries.

We got away at 7.45 a.m- and in an hour had reached Mr. Eric
Smith's "Albany" Homestcal. We had intonded to walk by the farm on
the far side of the creeck; but the old bushman (he was born here TO
yesrs ago) was given clear warning that someonc was sbout when one of
his horses lifted its head and pricked its cars when we were hurndreds
of yards away; consequently he had Yeen watching us come down the oreck
for some timc. Ve spont an interssting half hour talking to bim, and
no doubt, on a winter’s night, with the fire blazing and the pipes 1it
he could recall many an interesting event. We asked him how far from
his place to the Turon and he said 0 or 12 miles. is home was the
only habitation we sncountered anywherc on our walk.

Below "Albany' we walked through open fertile paddocks until we
came to the narrower, uncleared part which lies above and telow the
junction of Coolamigal and Cox's Cresk. We had Iunch above the junct-
icn. From here lownstream we continually camp upon holes that the
miners had dug a hundred years ago. The junction with the Turon was
reached at 3.45 pom., and we spent half an hour here listening to sales
talk by a chap sbout the Tanks, and Germans, and othaers he takes out
on High Safaris and other synthetic adventures.

The Turon is a great walking river - it is just like the bost
parts of the Cox. There are succossive horseshne tends and the result
is that therc are the largest flats you ever saw, all the way. You
can camp anywhere and you can cross the river practically anywhere.
You couldnit get a better river for walking.

Our last camp was made at 5 p.m. and we wore up again at 5.30 a.m.
next morning (Monday) and on our way by T30 aem. for zbout 8 miles of
beautiful river walking before pulling out on a good ridge which got
us back to the Mudgee road about 2 mile from Capcrtee.

£ brief pause at the hostelry where threc indulged fully, one
partially indulged, and one completely abatained, then on to the Rail~
way Station where we boiled the billiss on the Stationmastor's fire
before catching the 5.p.m. train For home.

L
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OBSERVER

After last month's issue your observer was accused of becoming
fanatical on the subject of native orchids. The accuser was wrong -
I am fanatical. It is better to be vile than vile esteemed. Not that
I have yet a definitive collection - orchid books, of which there are
now meny, illustrate two or three types and then add NOT LISTED - a—
bout forty spociecs. Botanically they are probably more prevalent than
most other wild flowers = this year on walks between southern Queensland
and northern Victoria I seem to have been treading on a succession of
flowering terrestials. I am still picking prickles from a shirt worn
in bashing through lantana on a friend's property at Nambour to find
a tree with "two or three hundred" of the Brush Box variety of the
Iron Bark Orchid (read that again). Obstinacy and fanaticism aren't
synonymous ; there are still two or three hundred somewhere in that
lantana.

Local building blocks have been scrutinised for orchids sighted
four or five ycars ago - one patch of a magnificent bearded orchid,
a real Brothers Grimm type gnome and beard, poked up its distinctive
leaves no more than a fortnight before the bulldozers arrived. Fires
in rain forests from Queensland to the south coast have dehydrated
and dislodged tree-growing forms which would die on the ground. Ny
children, on long car trips, have ceased fighting each other to '"case
the joint" for specimens. During the September school holidays, we
camped oxn Carrow Brook, near Singleton. The last dwelling, after 27
splash crossing was a gragier's hut. The boys, after cyeing an orange
tree loaded with sweet fruit, hollered loudly to guard against sur-~
prise discovery. There was no one there. Called for tea they told
of an enormous clump of dendrobiums at the back door, as big as the
truck and expounded an elaborate plan to reload the truck to remove
the clump in ome piece. Juvenile fanaticism, Lord of the Flies and
all that.

In the past six months I have discovered, with other nameless
fanatics that for twenty years I have only seen half the bush through
which I walkcd; that in some places there is more orchid foliage than
tree foliage and trees against which I have rested my weary back have
been almost encased in cucumber leaved orchids. I never saw them.
The distribution of species with respect to altitude, exposure, tree
cover scems amazingly precise, the plant forms endlessly diverse and
the flowers astonishing.

In the adaptive evolutionary sensc the plants are extremely
specialised to ensurc reproduction. Some depend on their ability to
imitate the form of a specific wasp to induce living wasps to pollin-
ate them, others "trigger" to enclose a wandering insect, still others
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have a throat just wide enough for a bec o enter if he brushes aside

a pollen platelet before he reoaches the nectar. The platelet is carried
to the next flower until the bee has a collechion on his noggin. Seed
pods of the native cymbidium have an estimated several million sceds

in their pods of which cne in perhaps one hundred million will lodge
where conditions are suiteblc to cstablish s plant. ™ho could fail to
be a fanstic?

All native orchids have an assoeiatcd funguss the epiphytes to
convert cazpturcd leaves %o Tood, the terreetials to help the rudiment-
ary roots storc cnergy repldly in the brief pericds the green parts.,
often a singlc leaf, apnear. One rchid, Dinolium or Hyacinth Orchid,
has dispensed writh chlororhyll altogother. It has g3 mavve stem and
mauve and whitc flowers. Native Cymbidiums only occur naturally in
standing decaying logss in cubt over Fforosis they Form tremcndous plants
with roots 30 to 40 feet lonz. Dedrobium tetragonun has four-sided
leaf stems, geometrically precisc, insiets on growing upside down with
the shiny side of the leaf dowmwards - complete contrariness. The
bulbophyllums and monophyllums - single leaf or single bulb affairs
range in size from a network of matchhead sizcd almost transparent
bulbs to scft knobbly cones with five inch leaves., Among the dendrob-
ium speciosscma there are two main forms: a yellow Fflowerced form Erow—
ing on rocks and a white flowering form growing in trees. They hybrid-
ise readilys on the Kangaroo Valley land there is g specimen with al-
ternate yellow and white flowers. Also growing at Kangaroco Valley are
a host of the pencil orchid Dendrobium strialatum, a fow weeks ago the
flowers of which were like stars ageinst the moss covered rocks., A
magnificent scent is not the least attractive part of the epiphytes.

]

n

The btright pigmented Glossodias or Wax lips in the autumn and the
finger orchigs, caladenias in blues, pirks and whites in spring, are
a continual source of wonder. ILess conspicuous among the terrestials
are the Greenhoods and the associated grecn and red flowering forms.
These form immonse colonies on forost Tloors and multiply rapidly under
cultivation.  On the heath of the Kurnell hegdiand, there is a green-
hood pterostylis barbata or_plumosa9 with a trembling bearded tongue
with a pendulum like knob on the end of the tongue. The tongue is a-
bout half an inch long. Growing among them ig the Plying Duck Orchid,
Caleana major. ¥hen you tire of trembling the tongue you can snap
shut the sensitive ducks head. It is an exercise as refreshing as
worrylng trigger plants.

It is also important to be aemvsing while cducating.

wren O O O Orerrenm
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A VBT WEEK--END

by "Agonistes™.

The proposed trip was Mount Wanganderry (off‘the.Wombeyan Caves -
Road), along the tops to Belloon Pass and down +o the Nattai to camp.
Then back up the Nattai and return to Mt. Wanganderry via the Surveyor's

Friday night was cloudy. After transhipping at Rarry Wallace's
place we had not gone many miles when a red light showed up on the in~
strument panel. Sure enough, a broken V belt. (Not fan belt, V.¥W. TS's
don’t have fan belts). The retaining nut was not easily loosened but
eventually yiclded to Barry's determination. Then came the problem of
positioning the new belt over the rulley wheels. Somehow or other,
this was managed and we drove off in the light rain.

At Mittagong, we stopped at Miks Short's grandparents' cottage
where we were plied with tea and toast made before an open fire. After
thanking our hosts for their hospitality we set off again, turning into
the Wombeyan Caves Road, three miles out from Mittagong. ALfter the
tarred road had finished, there was a "Now Work" dirt section which
Barry thought was going to be fun to drive through on the return jour-
ney, if the rain kept up.

On turning off the Caves Road we saw that Joan Rigby's party,
which was going via Wanganderry Creek and Rocky Waterhole's Creeck to
Hill Top, was about to bed down for the night. Joan warned us sbout
the six inches of slush which lay on the road ghead. We were relieved
to find that she had been pulling our leg, and after opening and clos-
ing five more gates, we eventually came to David Cottonis utility and
tent, where we camped the night.

Ve were up at 6.30 a.n. After much effort we prrocduced a sizzling
fire and were able to eat a sustaining breakfa st. Then off on the
track.

On climbing the big green hill we could sec the little green hill
from which we entered into what was left after the bushfire of last
summer, We made good time until Pat Harrison pointed out that we should
not be going west. After finding the right ridge we carried on. (Rain-
ing). We then came to a confusing piece of country. Pat headed out
along a west—running ridge, Mike in another direction; to see what they
could see. Pat rcturncd with reports of the sighting of something
vaguely resembling Bonnum Pic, bub very obscure due to the mist. If it
was indeed the peak, we knew just where we werc,
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FPifteen minutes! walking confirmed all. We now entered the
region of large outcrops of bare rock whichk made navigation impossiblc,
but happily provided us with an overhang for a lunch spot. Two inde—
pendent forays for water were both successful so we were able to make
a large billy of tea-

(Raining). We set off after carefully dousing the fire. The
prospective, Rhonda Willis, was very impressed by our solicitude.,

By this stage we had no idea where we were. Ve came upon what
we thought might De the headwaters of Colemsn's Creck and skirted a-
round them. .Apparently they were the headwaters of the creck before,
Douglas Crcek, because on heading north we found that we could go no
further except by crossing a five hundred foot gully, this being
Coleman's Creek. '

At three ofclock we reached the spot that we should have reached
at one. Another hour (raining), during which we were walking along
the narrowest section of the Wanganderry Tableland, brought seditious
murmerings from amongst the party. It was being said that a nice dry
overhang might be found nearby, where the party could camp, instead
of having to set up tents and cook in the rain. The leader pretended
that he hadn't heard and pushed on. However, the agitators peorsisted and
at last, Pat, as thelr spokesman, suggested an endeavour to find a cave
before darkicss fell. Everyone seeing reason, we searched and, after
half an hour found a couple of adjacent overhangs at 341750. Here,
most of us spent a very comfortable night.

Not having reached our intended camp site, the Nattai, we de—
cided to go back via the Wollondilly the next day. Sc up at seven,
to find a patch of blue in the sky. It was not there for long, though,
so we weren't too optimistic about what weatheor to expect. After a
leisurely breakfast we made our way up out of the east~running gully
and out to the cliffs., The mist in the valley cleared to give us a
splendid view of Leke Burragorang and the surrounding hills, fading
into the Bluc Yountains in the murky distance.

After teking our fill of the scenery, we dropped the 400' down
to Belloon Pass. No one being enthused by the prospect of climbing
up again to the summit of Mt. Belloon, we made our way carefully
downwards. It is hard to visualise a horse and dray going up the
pass as 1n years gone by as now only a steep, rocky route remsins.

On dropping 500 we came to an old road which led to a clearing.
In this area, rccovering from the fires of summer, we found a pretty
orange and red two petalled ground flower. Travelling cross country
and disturbing a few wallables we eventually rcached the Water Board
Road.
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It was here that we had arguments for and against tubeless tyres,
I know not why, the road wasn't all that bad. Barry had had an unfor-
tunate experience with tubeless, Pat with tubed tyres., Despite the
discussion, Barry and Pat remained true to their convictions.

Having become tired of the road, we headed down to the river. Ve
didn't go across to Joorilands. Not because the river was up. Oh no!
But because it wag close upon lunch time, Iunch time was soon decreed
by Barry; he rushing off to obtain a bucket of water to give us more
incentive to halt. Not much incentive was needed though; as he had
chosen a beautiful grassy spot with firewood handy, besides which the
sun was shining! Dot didn't feel very hungry because at morning tea,
she was one of the lucky recipients of seven ounces of Walnuts "crisp,
sweet", graciously provided by the leader.

Reluctantly tcaring ourselves away from the lunch spot, we follow
ed the river upstream. It wasn't long to Bonnum Pic Creek and farm—
house "River Lodge" on the other side. We hadn't gone far along the
nearby road when we were startled by rifle shots in our direction.

Some fortunate (to escape) birds were also startled. Pat arrested the
boachers' fire by means of a few ecarnest Hoys'e

It is every bit as quick and much more pPleasant walking along the
river downstream from Douglas Flat. Also the road is rather uncertain
of the direction it wants to go in the vicinity of Bonnum Pic. Pat
knew of a gully plus ridge below Fowlers Flat which would bring us on
to the road after this wandering section. The reward of our climb was
the sight of a beautiful White Box in flower.

Back on the trail for a few miles and then Burnt Flat Creeck and
up the road which was constructed, I suppose, because of the coal mine,
long disused. The road has been replaced by a cavernous gulf at one
point. Other parts of it are exteemely steep. It eventually led us
to the cars at 5 o'clock (still raining).

Pat, who attended to the gates, was subject to an icy blast from
the west has his numbed fingers grappled with chains and wires., We
let Dave's higher riding Holden Utility carry most of the load back to
Mittagong. This was just as well because the mud was quite deep on the
"New Work" section of the road. It was a relief to get through to
Charlie's Cafe where we had a clean-up and foed. Then down to Mike's
grandparents again to tell them of the trip.

" After Mr. Lee had shown us some of his bushwalking photos we left

for Sydney, having enjoyed our trip to Burragorang and its Walls despite
a wet weekend.

———0000 0

y
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’PADDY MADE _

From Mike Feller & Ross Wyborn
e OO0 0o

(ADDY PALLIN'S "BOGONG" SLEEPING BAGS: "These were the
spandard Dogong model sleeping bags made wider to contain
fir half bags and down jackets. They were kindly donateds
y Paddy Pallin Pty. Ltd., 1092 Bathurst Street, Sydney.

#AY no time throughout the entire expedition did any membe
bve to_use his half bag even when the temperature dropp ‘
below O F. (~3°F was the lowest temperature recorded), i,e.@
© below freezing point. I personally, never had to usel 2%
down jacket as well as my sleeping bag. " 3

CONGRATULATE s

The Australian Andean Expedition on their success, al -
Djectives were attained including the climbing of 19 pes

. The ingpiration and motive force behind this expeditys
s developed in the bushwalking and mountaineering activi%

: . A e, .
\1ps here in the Australian bush and mountains and the New; W

paland Alps. This spirit of adventure is in all who lov
Sgmping, walking and climbing, activitics that require .
2ied and tested lightweight equipment, Paddymade equipme »1‘ :

Buy your Paddymade gear and all your camping and clidb—
82 gear from Paddy Pallin Pty. Ltd., 1092 Bathurst Stree“
Fdney. \ ‘ |

Phone 26-2685, The Adventure Shop. ILatest catalogue
bw available. = :

o

PADDY PALLINET
Lightweight Camp Gear

15t Fleor, 10BA Bathurst Street, Sydney

_ 26-2685

.

P vt Sl

S

hyr e
\K"
oL

PR R R ST S Mo i




20. THE SYDNEY BUSHWAILKER October, 1969.

THE EVOLUTION COF A UNIQUE PSYCHOLOGICAL TYPE
~ A WARNING TO BUSHWAIKING PARENTS! -~ .-
c R RHHHHH : Lo
From your Club Psychiatrist.

Is your child ncrmal?
Does he refuse to go bushwalking ' o

a) because he plays sport on Saturday?

b) because it's boring?

c) because he has B.0.?

Then made to wear old clothes, does he
" a) try not to be seen?
b) cook them and eat them?
¢) go neked?

Does he refuse to collect firewood
a) because his shoulders are sore?
b) because he has to find a special beetloe?

c) because his hands will get soiled?

When told not to bump the side of the tent, does he
' a) Jjump up and down? '
b) draw designs in the moisture?

c) sleep outside to avoid the drips?

If you can answer "yes" to these questions, then your child is
relatively normal and you can be confident that he or she will never
become a Bushwalker. If however, you answer "no" to any question,
~then your child may be in danger, and I advise you to observe the
following notes.

It appears that we have, for the first time, a phenomenon
which has evolved uniquely as a by-product of the comparatively
recent minority-activity of bushwalking. That is to say, there have
appeared on the scene, individuals with bushwalking parents. This
new breed is trying to establish itself in a predominantly non-bush-
walking enviromment, and bushwalking parents should be made aware of
the severe psychological stresses which they are putting upon their
children.

s
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As a product of the above system, I feel it is my duty to en—
lighten parents and at least put them in a position where they can
recognise the signs in their children which point to normal state,
"oushwalker-phobia'. Once this stage is reached,” the child is quite
incapable of becoming a bushwalker, T e

' 1..The Sandwich Syndrome: _ ‘ .
This condition is likely to be found in any ¢hild subjected to

the trauma of a healthy diet., At lunchtime, the school playground
becomes a centre for hard bargeining for your child as he learns +o
barter his vitamin-packed raisin and honey or cheese and date sand-
wiches for another child's yummy (if teeth rotting) jam or lemon
spread. But brown bread is, unfortunately, not.so easy to get rid of.
In fact it will be found to have a noticeable inferiority complex,
and indeed, it just refuses to be flogged.

Your child then, will find himself n g dilemma. He may try to
overcome it by the method of "swapping centres", but it is inclined
to get rather tedious at times — especially if the- deal happens to be
grated carrot and apple for hundreds and thousands.

2. The Composition Complex:

A1l bushwalkers' children will-come in contact with the compos—
ition complex at one time or another. o

Our exceedingly unimaginative school system ensures that after
nine out of ten school holidays, the pupils will be required to write
an essay entitled "My Holiday". For the normal child who' went to
Surfers Paradise or the Blowhole at Kiama, this presents no problems.
For your child however, the situation is different. It makes no dif-
ference whether he climbed Pigeonhouse or bludged on the Wollondilly.,
The reaction of his classmates will be the same, ranging from blank
expressions to mild disbelief or the inevitable Mwhere on earth is
that?" Your child can either : _

a) Cheat (This includes calling your Cox-trip "4 Holiday
in the Blue Mountains") : L

or b) Refuse to go on holidays

The second choice is obviously preferable and is the more likely
for families specialising in Wet Easter Tripse.

3. School Bag Schizophrenias

Typically, the parent will have stated that "no child of mine is
going to have drooping shoulders, deformed back or a lop-sided gait"
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and, in a grand pack—carrying prelude, will send the child off to
school harnessed to a body-building, health-giving satchel. This
will bring mockery from the entire district and cause the child %o
cither ‘

a) lose the satchel, or

b) lose his parents.

If you fail to observe this Phenomenon, the only sure solution
is to choose a rainy day when your child has left his rain gear at
school, and procscd to send the child off t0 school in a CAPE
GROUNDSHEET.

Any child surviving this last treatment is beyond saving and

would by psychologically unsuited to anything other than bushwalking
anyway.

00000
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NEW BIGQER SHOWROOM FOR VAIKING GEAR.

"THE CANOE CENTRE', 4 PDOMPLEEE DISPLAY .
CENFRE FOR "GEOFF BARKZR" cmrows, KAYAKS
AN® AECESSORTES.

HIRE YOUR FAIRY DON DLEEPING Ez’g, h-FRME
PACK ®R TENT FROM OUR vovm_mm
DEPARTHENT.

USE QUR NET, FREE LIBRARY SERVICE-FOR
VATRKERS AWD CLIMEERS.

And just to moke mure we are givimg you top
gewviec we open at 8.30 a.m. on Saturday
mornimgs - you can pavk right in Fron so
make MOUNTAIN DQUIPEENT your flrst stop!

165 Pacific Highway, North'Sydney.
\ .
929--6504.
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