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THE BUSHWALKER

THE BUSHWALKING IDEAL.

Thoreau of Walden.

BY ROY SMEE.
(The TFarrigal Club of N8IV

‘You know, Jack, as we lic here in our bags and gaze into the
fire and beyond it to Lhe outer, lonely darkness, I can't help picturing
Thoreau doing much the same thing a century ago at his lonely camp
on Walden Pond in the wilds of New Jersey. A quecer icllow was
Henry David Thoreau, Jack--queer, that is, by the popuiar standards
—but one who probably deserves a better fate than to be yvarned
about round a fire with the tobacco pouch and the rum bottle handy.
After all, you know, he wag one of the masters of American prose.
Let the pundits rave, however, I still like to regard him as the hush-
walkers’ first chronicler— a man, that is, who wrote not of the rolling
moors, the roadside inn, the sylvan beauty of lake and wood, but onc
who heard the call of the back-breaking ridge and the precipitous
gorge. Nightfall didn’t find Thoreau in tavern or hostel, but streiched
out, he says, ‘in a kind of bag I fashioned from blankets and covered
with india-rubber which enabled me to scorn a tent and the hardest
ground.’

“His walks were long and arduous ; his tucker list nourishing, if
formidable. He once tramped for miles across the Canadian border
and down the St. Lawrence on 26 lbs. of hard bread, 14 lbs, of pork,
some Indian meal, rice, coffee, and other odds and ends which he
carried in 2 rubber knapsack. Toss over that tobacco, will you!

‘When he first started on his long range trips he took along an
Indian guide, but he sccn became adept at ridge finding as wecll as
an expert and an artist in describing the terrain over which he passcd.
As he was something of a public figure by this time, due to the
published accounts of his solitary retreat at Walden Pond and articles
on excursions nearby, not a few people soughl his advice on walking,
routes, equipment, and tucker. One excursion didn't go so well, by
the way, Jack, as he completed a canoe trip with a forty-tive mile
portage. Not that Thorcau himself ever boggled at physical effort,
for hc was an expert mountain climber and a tireles: walker ; ho
once dragged a friend to the top of Mount Monadnock (4000 fect)
only to be rewarded wilh curses from his cobber abkout the ‘unwashed
pint-pots, the impossible shaving, the blazing sun, and the dreary
stete of one's stockings.’ It's rather surprising, isn’t it, that Thoreau
died of T B, 7

A WRITER AND A MAN.

“tIe was more than a chronicler of walking tours though, Jack-—
this Walden business is worth looking intoe. After a Harvard
education and at the age of 28, Thoreau went into the woods near
the town of Concord, there to build himself a hut beside Walden Pond,
wherein he lived and wrote for twa years. There, too, he studicd
his #:rroundings —every inch of them : his Knowledge of the bush
and its denizens was remarkable, and his views on conservation
corresesndingly well based and militant. He once debated for weeks
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before he took action against a rabbit which made incursions upon
his bean patch, and then, having trapped the invader he gazed but
once into its limpid brown eyes, released the bunny, and gave up
growing beans. He was no hatter, you know, like some of the old
settlers you m2ct on the track, nor yet an ascetic ; he often walked
into Concord and enjoyed the gossip and chatter of his friends, many
of whom visited him—often with the gquestion, ‘Henry, why are you
here 77 to which he onece replied to Emerson, ‘Why aren’t you ?’

“He also took up a political offensive on behalf of the slaves in
the South, for which he narrowly avoided being gaoled. But in the
main Walden held him from soeiety in the woods, ‘where he was
better known,’ and from which 'the State was nowhere to be seen’
‘Blessed are the young, he said, ‘for they do not have to read the
President's Message.! Which isn’t bad. Have a fill of this weed!

“Thoreau got quite a kick from the remarks of those people who
thought he had a slate loose, and was ripe, as I once heard a Wollon-
dilly stockman say, ‘for the nut works’! He bhegged the President
of Harvard, who wrote to him, not to regard him as a charity case,
and added that if any of the present students were in pecuniary
trouble and cared to contact him he would give them some advice
worth more than money. He went to Walden for a number of
reasons, Jack, not the least of which was to show that the intellect
and the wilderness were not incompatible, and he was successful in
this and much more.

THOREAU'S PHILOSOPHY.

“The real value of Thorecau lies, T think, in his remarkable power
to interpret the environment to which he was so close. Interpretation
18 guite distinet from description, though Thorcau excelled in both—
as you will remember from 4 Reek on the Concord and Merrimae vers.
Some later-day Socrates hag said rather boldly that the power of
description lay in the brain while the power of interpretation lay in
the guts, which may sum up what I mean about Thoreau. His life-
long study of Nature and his cloguent pen made him the master of
description he remnains to-day, but he added to this a profound know-
ledge of the purpose and direction of things. This he had gained
through deep communion with the growing earth, and that which
grew and thrived and fought and died upon it. ‘This complete one-
ness with his natural surroundings enabled Thoreau to portray so
truly and succinctly the quiet, throbbing strength of Nature, her depth
and serenity, her grandeur and goodness, and her mercilessness too.
His picture is true, Jack. Before you pour me oqut that night-cap,
look out over the creek there and see how primaeval and vet how
present, close, and real the Mother is; look where you will and you
will see no meanness, no artificiality there. It makes you feel at
once both insignificant and complete, doesn't it ?

“Such o feeling Thoreau must have had when, on his death bed,
a solicitous friend asked him if he had made his peace with God.
The answer may be pure pantheism ; it is certainly pure Thoreau.
‘My dear fellow,’ he replied, ‘T have never yet guarrelled with Him '~

—_———
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the enclosures at Berrima. He was next sent to the difficult country
north of the Grose with instructions to determine the character of
the great featurcs of the country betwcen Mount Tomah and the
Wolgan ranges. Although this task was formidable enough to daunt
the stoutest spirit, Govett found the mountain ranges were not the
worst of his trials, and in making out an account of his expenditure
he deciared : "These ounces and fractions of eatables annoy me mare
than the confusion of ranges before me.”

HIS LAST SURVEY.

Govett's last survey in the coleny took in the country lying
between the “dividing range” of Werong and Cox’s River, for which
he was given instructions in August, 1833. In November of thal year
he returned to Mount Clarence, whence he reported :—

“The continuation of my former survey of Ranges & creeks soulh
from the mountain Road to the great bend of the Cox . . , .

“The Kowmung River upwards from its junction with the Cox
for about twenty miles, and also a portion of the Konangaroo Creel,
a branch of wh. runs Westerly round the ‘Highest land' . . . . called
by the Blacks (if the word can be written as they pronounce it)
Kuo-uo-gang,

“The travclling however of the bed of these ereeks I found much
worse than the bed of the Cox—which River is in scme places rendered
tolerable by wide fAats of stones, The Native namc of the thrce
conical Hills, intersected from Jellore, wh. also you [Mitechell) re-
quested me to get is ‘Mouin’ but they are not named separately.
‘That part of the country where the Cascade Ck from the VWeather
board Inn [Wentworth Falls] joins the Cox, is calied Godoomba
[hence ‘Katoomba’'l, ‘the isolated mountain’ Munmu [?], and the
One Tree Hill ‘Gindingbla’ [hence Kanimbla].”

For six years (Govett hnd explored and traversed stream, ridge
and forest in the mountains, covering country previously untrod by
the white man, and perhaps no one in the colony had as compre-
hensive a knowledgze of the Blue Mountain system. It is therefore
regrettable that, when a reduction was made in the surveying estab-
lishment, he returned to London, leaving Sydney by the barque .inn
in March, 1834. Hc died in the 'forties, and is buried in the church-
vard at Tiverton, Devon.

In recent years the Upper Nattai has become quite a resort of
bushwalkers, and a number of parties have made trips from Mittagong
down that valley as [ar as Burragorang or Starlight’'s Trachk. Its
roughness, however, detracts somewhat from the pleasure of walking,
or rather scrambling, along the valley, but it is of interest to notice
that over fifty years ago the hillsides nearby were practically honey-
combed with ¢oal mines and drives. In the first six or eight miles
of the wvalley, the upper coal measures which rigse above river level
are constantly visible, and during last century numerous attempts
were made to mine the coal on a commercial scale. Much expensive
plant was set up at various places along the valley, and three tram-
ways were built from Mittagong to various drives and adits in the
seam. Little public or governmental support was afforded to these
projects, although the coal was of good quality, and they were even-
tually abandoned. In many places, however, traces of the old works
can still be found, and these links with the past make an exploration
of the district well worth while.
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“IN PLACLES YET UNTROD BY MAN"

BY 11I. P. BLACK.
(Y. M.C.A. Ramblers’ Club.)

A fow week-ends ago the Ramblers '"did” Burralow Creck. It
was an experience that will leave a memory not easily erased.

That six miles of mountain stream is as unspoiled as the day
Cook set foot on our shores. It has remained unchanged for century
upon century. There was an atmosphere of solitude about it that
impinged on the senses, imparting a feeling that it was alive and
we puny beings were of another world. The creek holds quite a
suppty of water, covering as it does a catchment extending to the
Bilpin road, its bed being completely of rock, through which it has
carved strange channels in the course of its carecr. This rock
consists mainly of sandstone, with occasional outcrops of a brittle
rock similar in composition to shale. Water-scoured houlders of
different sizes, ranging from tiny pebbles to the size of a house, all
rounded by the elements, are strewn in its bed and along its banks.
The Creek is enclosed within a gorge, whose precipitous sides con-
tinually swing away slightly, then converge, so that the sun is seen
for a short time only. The whole time wc were fighting our way-—
through thick brush growing to the water’s edge and over soft and
spongy leaf-mould, the accumuiation of generations. Lawycer vines
in abundance were threaded across our path, while overhead tall
trees of cedar, sassafras, blue gum and many other varieties obscured
the sun. QOccasional glimpses were to be had of beautiful groves
of ferns ranginz from the delicate maidenhair to the stately tree-
fern, while large, cable-thick vines suspended, pythor-like, from moss
and lichen-covered trees.

THE VOICES OF NATURE,

Rising above the sigh of the wind in the tree-tops and the soft
gurgle of the creek waters in their play could be heard the music of
bollbird and coach-whip, soldier-bird and magpie. Their voices were
heard in song all the way, as unafraid of the presence of man as of
the very canyon walls. The *“ne¢ises of the night,” soft, rustling
grasses and scratching on tree-tups betokened the presence of other
bush-dwellers. In profusicn also were the tracks of wallaby, and
on a small, sandy beach could be seen the story of a morning drink :
the tracks leading down, an c¢xtra decp imprint on the cdge where
the marsupial had stooped, and then the tracks leading away—his
thirst now slaked.

We pushed on still through the almost impenetrable brush, over
and around huge boulders, forced at times to leave the creek and
gidle on wallaby pads on a slope of sometimes sixty degrees, Contrary
to expectations, the going scarcely eased as we toiled downstream,
and we fAnally reached the Grose late in the afternoon. VWe had
bech compelled to battle all the way, and many scratches were evidence
of the conflict,

Thus we left Burralow Creck. How long will its inaccessibility
protect it and similar creeks tucked away in the mountains ? As
we said good-bye to the creek it seemed as though we were emerging
from an unchanging, ageless world intc the twentieth century once
more, just as the waters of Burralow Creek mingled and lost their
ldentity in the still, cold bosom of the Grose.
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This was vested in the local municipal and shire counciis. Further-
more, the saving of the Forest convinced the authorities that the
bushwalkers were sincere in their conservation effarts, and so made
the securing of other reserves comparatively easy.

The Trustees, who are the same to-day as in 1935, charge no fee
for camping in the Blue Gum Forest. They know that the older
walkers are their comrades of the fight to save the trees, men and
women who have earned the freedom of the Forest for life. The
younger walkers are different, but the Trustees know that most of
them are also imbued with the spirit which secured Blue Gum Forest,
and they will carry on the tradition by doing their bit to protect it
in every way from vandalism, The younger walkers should remember

that the Forest is not “just another park,” but very specially their
own.

Although members of the River Canoe Club of New South Wales
lock upon the summer months as their “season,” they are active
during the winter with mapping walks. These excursions are for
the purpose of making members efficient in compiling river maps,
and keep members togcther while their canoes are hibernating.
Under the leadership of Ted Phillips, the Mapping Committee has
prepared twenty detailed river maps, and is in the course of com-
piling a comprehensive “N.8W., River Guide

AT — - S —

Good Vision...

Hikers know the value of Good Sight-—for half the
fun of life is to be able to enjoy the beauty and activity 2
around one without any disability. Take care of vour {
cyes, then, and at the first signs of blurred vision, sare
eves, headaches, etc., consult an Optometrist. By calling
at Saund:rs you will receive understanding care and cour
tesy, und glasses will only be prescribed if absolutely
necessary,

SAUNDERS PTY. LTD.

fewellers and Optometrists since 1878 !

At the Optical Departments at Saunders a Big Range of Compasses,
Torches, Magnifying Glasses, Binoculars, and other useful articles
for Hikers, are available at Low Prices.
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WINTER TRAVAIL.

Barrington Tops Under Snow.

BY . H. McKEILLAR.
(The Rucksack Club, Sydneyg, NS

During June, July, and August, Barrington Tops usually has a
coaling of snow which varies in depth from six inches to two feet.
With winds of skin-piercing fierccness and perpetual cloud formations,
this summer tourist resort presents a strangely beautiful and awe-
inspiring spectacle to any bushwalker imbued with enough curiosity
and hot blood to tackle these heights in midwinter.

I acquired a “walking” knowledge of Carey’s Peak in December,
1938, when climbing and perspiring through intermittent bushfires
which left one with memories of smoke-shrouded mountains and the
unpleasantness of acute thirst, The idea then formed of a trip in
the other weather extreme. I had not then had any experience in
enow, and, for some now unknown reason, was enthusiastically looking
forward to the trip with delightful anticipation.

After encountering a severe sleet storm at the Chichester Darn,
fine days and nights followed till we were actually on Carey's Peak.
Every day, while tramping towards the ranges, thick maases of jet
black cloud could be seen surging up from the south-west and scudding
along the jagged tops of the mountains—never coming over them or
receding from them, but running as a trapeze artist along the line of
mountain.

Our fAirst sight of snow came when climbing slowly round the face
of the cliff track, commonly hnown as "“The Corker.” From this
position the stark rock face of Carey’s Peak could be seen, and,
through the flying cloud masses which obscured the peak, fleeting
glimpses of the fascinating whiteness of snow werc obtained. Tn
another hour boots had begun to crunch through a crust of snow
Inte slush on the track beneath; the icy water found its way into
our boots, melting quickly on encountering the warmth of our feet,
and eventually freezing again in the remote regions of the toea. Any
paiely or jubilation celebrating our arrival at the snow-line had now
subsided ; with every step toes jarred and stung horribly, and hob-
nails on our hoots were useless because of the coating of ice on the
soles. Strangely enough, the air was quite warm, and, though clouds
hid the sun, we were walking minus our shirts and felt quite warm.

Ty make matters worse, thick mist began to descend through
the snow-gums, and instead of the yellow smoke of bush fires which
swirled through the trces in the summer a thick, writhing mass o:
chocolate-coloured fog descended and limited opur vision to about fifty
yvards.

OUR HOPES DASHED.

The afternoon was rapidly advancing, and progress had been
slowed up econsiderably by numbed and swollen feet and the drag of
clumping through the snow. However, with visions of the hut on
Carey’s Pealk, never without its supply of dry wood, we kept plugging
away. Darkness had begun to fall when the corrogated iron hut
loomed up out of the mist, and with almost a spurt of cnergy the
entrance was reached, Never were disgust and disappointment maore
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THE BLUE GUM FOREST.

The Story of Its Reservation.

Unfertunately many men on the land seem to have only one
thought—grass. There is alsno a popular idea. which may or may
not be true, that succesaful businessmen think only of their money-
bags. Yet the Blue Gum Forest has made successful businessmen
talk of fairies! And fairies there must be who love and protect
those magnificent trees—otherwise, why should the man who had
taken up land including the Rlue Gum Forest have chosen a wcek-
end to start ringbarking the blue gums ? In those days, when bush-
walkers were few, why did therc happen to be a party of M.T.C.
and S.B.W. members within sound of his axe ?

Na, the Blue Gum Forest was not saved by the N.S.W. Federation
of Bush Walking Clubs. TIts reservation was one of the major factors
that led to the formation of the Federation in 1932, Here is the
Btary,

In 1931 two farmers, seeking more grass, secured Conditional
Purchases in the Grose Valley, one on the northern and one on the
southern bank of the river. They at once set to work to make a
track by which they could take their cattle from the Bell Road
down past the mighty cliffs into the wvalley., The Grose flows
through a deep gash in the plateau, and grazing flats along the river
are really non-existent ; but the holder of the land knew of onc flat
area, at the junction of Govett’'s Leap Creek with the river—the
Blue Gum Forest. That was where he intended to graze his cattle
and grow walnuts, so he set off to ringbark the blue gums, but had
not much more than started the work of destruction when he was
halted by a small party of bushwalkers consisting of members of
two of the small eclubs which then existed in Sydney.

At that time the Mountain Trails Club had 27 members, the
8ydney Bush Walkers about 140, none of them wealthy, and the
depression was at its worst. Things looked very gloomy, as the only
way Mr, Hungerford, the grazier, could be persuaded to spare the
trees was by a cash payment of £130 within three months to buy
him out. He had, however, agreed to refrain from ringbarking any
more trees until the walkers had had an opportunity of explaining
the position to their e¢lubs and reporting back to him whether or not
arrangements could be made to purchase the land.

APPEALS FOR FUNDS.

Ap scon asg they returned to town, the walkers got busy and &
committee was formed of members of both clubs. The Wild Lite
Proservation Socicty was approached, and gave 25 to pay a deposit ;
its President was added to the comimittee, and he later became the
Chairman of the Trust. Club members and committeemen alike
gave and obtained donations, and raised money by various means.
Somehow or other the trees had to be saved.

Another meeting with Mr. Hungerford took place in the Forest
on November 15, 1931, while thunder rolled and rain pourcd down.
Myles Dunphy and Alan Rigby, of the M.T.C.; Joe Turner and Noel
Griffiths, of the S.B.W.; Roy Rennett, of the WLP.S ; and Mr.
Hungerford, the grazier, squatted on their haunches in a circle under
the trees and talked busimess, Watching them, two visitors crouched
in Rigby's small lean-to tent, and Mr, J. G. Lockley (“Redgum” of
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the “Sydney Morning Herald”} and Dorothy Lawry, who had driven
some of the party to the start of the itrack from the Bell Road,
sheltered in a hollow at the base of a huge fallen blue gur:.

When the storm had passed and the party broke up—some to go
back to the RBell Road and the cars, olhers to walk through to
Govett's Leap—the price was still £130, and the time for payment
within three months, That afternoon Mr. Lockley commented on
the "pylon” which now bcars his name, and when he got back to
Sydney the “Herald” gave the EBElue Gum Forest and the walkers'
efforts tn save it a lot of splendid publicity,

With this additional help the committer renewed its efforts, and
sent out a fresh bateh of appeals to various citizens who might e
persuaded to contribute some of that rare commodity-—cash. Timz
was getting short, and the funds in hand only totalled £50 when one
of these appeals rcached Mr. W. J. Cleary, then Commissioner for
Railways. He took time to consider the appeal carefully, and then
anonymously lent the committee ihe remaining £80 free of interest
for two years-——not expecting to see it again, as he explained when
it was repaid on December 1, 1433,

THE FOREST RESERVED.

Lir. Hungerford was paid the sum of £130, and he transferred
his holding to ithe treelovers, whe handed it buack to ithe Crowan. Iin
this way the Government became awarce of the existence of the Blue
Gum Foerest, and in the “Government Gazette” of September 2, 1932,
the area of 40 acres was proclaimed a Reserve for Public Recreation.
A subsequent issue of December 2, 1932, notified the appointment of
four trustees, rcpresenting the Wild Life Preservation Socicty, the
Mountain Trails Club of IN.8. V., and the Sydney Bush Walkers, namely,
Messrs. Roy Bennett (W.ILP.8.}, Alan Rigby (M.T.C.), and Joe Turner
and Miss Dorothy Lawry (3 B.W.). In 1935 Mr. Rigby resigned from
the Trust, and Maurice L. Berry (MT.C.) was appointed in his place,
a Mith Trustee, Mr. W, J. Cleury, also being appointed.

The years 1932 and 1933 were busy ones for Bushwalkers and
Trailers. Not only were they raising money by various entertaii-
ments so that the debt on the Forest could be paid, but they were
working for Garawarra Park and forming the N.8.W. Bederation
of Busti Walking Clubs. There had been several previous unsuccessful
attempts to form a Federation, but the tremendous effort needed to
sccUre a small area of 40 acres showed club members the necessity
for uniting all clubs so that other larger areas could be saved in
their natural statc for posterity.

THE FEDERATION FORMED.

The extra impetus thus given to the movement for federation
camce just when the mystery hiking craze was at its height, and tho
clubs fcared that the bushwalking movement and its traditions would
be swamped by inexperienced pcople lacking conservation ideais.
Spurred by this fear, as wcli as by their ardent desire to proteet
their beloved bushlands, the fcderalionists suceeceded in 1932 in forming
the N.3.W. Federation of Bush Walking Clubs, ’

Another result of the purchase and dedication of the Blue Cum
Forest was the reservaiion of a strip 300 fcet wide onr cach side of
Govett’s Leap Creek from the junction to the Grose River, up the
river to Blackheath Creek, and for some distance up that creek.
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THE VAIILLY OF THE GROSE.

lts Historic Associations.

BY R. ELSE MITCHLLL.
( The Hearvigol Club of NN H

Rugged and secluded, the valley of the Grose is a favourite haunt
of the walker. Its attractions are numerous, and its profuse historic
associations extend over a century and a half.

The lower Grose was discovered in 1789 by a party under Governor
Phillip which explored the Hawkesbury, and four years later it was
named the Grose, after the Lieutenant-Governor, by Captain Paterson,
who made an expedition some ten miles up the river in small boats,
eventually reaching a point called Canopy Cliff, near Wentworth Creck.
The reports made by members of this expedition, and the description
given of the upper reaches of the river hy Caley in 1804, deterred the
inhabitants of the colony from trying to cross the mountains by
following its course. Settlemoent extended to the Ncepean Grose
junction early in the century, but land was only occupied for a mile
or o up stream, where the bankas afforded opportunities for culti-
vation and grazing.

EXPLOITS OF THE SURVEYORS.

In the late 1820's Major Mitchell, the Surveyor-General, decided
that the valley of the Grose might afferd a good route for a road,
and he determined to e¢xplore the river to ascertain whether it would
be possible “to carry the western road along the valley of the Grose,
and, by cutting a tunnel of about a mile through a ridge at the
head of it, to reach the Vale of Clwydd and so aveid the mountains
altogether.” Before he had travelled far up the wvalley from the
Nepean, Mitchell’'s party was forced to leave the horses, and the
journey was continued on foot for some distance, until the huge
boulders which line the stream compelled a retreat.

A year or so later Surveyor Dixon, one of Mitchell's assistants,
when connecting the trigonometrical survey with Mount King George,
made an excursion into the gorges of the upper Grose and was unable
to find his way out of the maze of gullies for three days. In 1830
Dixon made another excursion neatr the Grose to Mount Hay, and
ascended its summit on February 10, 1830, being the first white man
to achieve that honour.

STRZELECKI'S JOURNEY.

Thesce pioneers, particularly Caley, Mitchell, and Dixon, were com-
petent bushmen, and it is no reflection on their ability that they were
repulsed by the wild ruggedness of the Grose, Even the great
explorer, Paul Idmund Strzelecki, to whom Australia owes the dis-
covery of its highest peak, found exploring in the (Grose a hazardous
enterprise. He was pursuing mineralogical and geological studies in
the colony in 1839, and in August of that year he traversed a sub-
stantial portion of the Grose valley above Mount Hay, eventually
c¢limbing out of the wvalley near Mount King George to Bell’'s Line
of Road, His description of the valley is worth quoting. He said :
“Between these ranges lie yawning chasms, deep and winding gorges
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and frightful precipices. Narrow, gloomy, and profound, these
stupendous rents in the bosom of the earth are inclosed between
cigantic wolls of a sandstone roek sometimes receding from, some-
times frightfully overhanging the dark bed of the ravines and its
black silent eddies or its flowing torrents of water. Everywhere the
descent into the deep recess is full of danger and the issue almoat
lmpracticable.”

RAILV/AY SURVEY AND BRIDLE TRACK MADE.

For some years settlers and surveyors studiously avoided the
valley since nothing was to be gained by further exploration, but in
1857, when the western districts were clamouring for a railway to
Sydney, a survey was authorised to ascertain whether a line could
be laid along the valley to Hartley, thereby saving the gradients
which a raiiway over the main ridge would necesgitate. The Royal
Engincers were entrusted with the work, and, after a preliminary
survey had been made, they were instructed to make a bridle track
up the valley from the Nepean to Shepherd’'s Toll Bar at Mount
Victoria. This track took months to construct, and was not com-
plcted till March, 1860, when the senior officers of the Railway Depart-
ment made an inspection. They decided that the valley presented
a practicable route for a railway, and estimated the cost at £15,000
per mile. Other trial surveys were being made at the same time,
however, and shortly afterwards, when the Government announced
that the most suitable route lay up the Lapstone Hill ridge, the Grose
was abandoned.

This bridle track was a remarkable piece of work, considering
the difficult country and the necessity for quarrying for rock, making
embankments arnd clearing the route of timber. S0 substantially
was it constructed that even to-day parts of it are still in good con-
dition, though landslips, fires, floods and rain have demolished or
obstructed the greater part of it.

The track was used a little by local residents, and people with
a scientific bent, such as L.ouisa Atkinson and the Rev. W, B, Clarke,
travelled up it on cccaslons during botanical and geological ramblings.

A BSOURCE OF WATER SUPPLY.

In the year 1868 a proposal was made to use the Grose for water
supply purposes, and an investigation was made by members of a
Royal Commission who journeyed down the Grose from Mount Victoria
as far as Govetlt's Leap Creek. At this point they considered that a
dam could be built below the junction, and with a wall Afty feet
high at least one year's supply would be impounded. Ultimately,
howover, the weakness of the permo-carboniferous strata and the cost
of building the dam and a take-off weir further downstream were
found to be s2rious obstucles, and the Commission, while praising
the guality of the Grose water, recommended the exploitation of the
Cataract River system.

By this time the Grose had become fairly well known, and interest
in it was increased by the popularity of Govett's Leap as a tourist
attraction. The ’seventies saw members of the Academy of Art
undertaking the first pleasure trip and photographic excursion in the
Grose, and, after the discovery of the Evans’ Lookcut route into the
valley in 1882, many tourists wandered into its syivan recesses.
Before the close of the century the Govett's Leap cliff track was
made, and tourists often made round trips over Perry’s Lookdown
and Evans' T.ookout and up the cliff track to Blackheath.
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After a little scouting about, we picked up our traclks of the day
before. Then it was just a downhill trot all the way, and at 4 a.m.
we lumbered into Malte Brun Hut as the foot of the mountain. Here
we refuelied with twao tins of iced apricots, as we hadn’t eaten since
the previous afternoon, and then it had only been half a bun each
and a piece of chocolate. The apricots more than fortified us; they
kept continually reminding us of their presence as we erossed the
Tasman Clacier to our own little hut at De la Beche.

Dawn saw three smail figures moving slowly up the high moraine
rocks till they gained the hut. The sun rose abhove the eastern bar
and shouted, “Hullo! Hullo!” to a waking world, but we {umbled
into our sleeping-bags and let him shout. And all day long he called
and called, but we lay fast asleep; aye, all the day, because our need
was decp. After our own fashion, though, we had enjoyed ourselves.

REUNION.
The First Federation Camp.

The Federation Camp held in Fcbruary, 1940,
was a new venture, undertaken with a good
deal of trepidation, but carried through with
much more gcneral support from individual
club members than the organisers had antici-
pated. The idea came from the Annual Con-
terence of 1939, and it was translated into action
by a small but very efficient committee with
energy and initiative and the knack of com-
municating their own enthusiasm to others.

Choosing & camp site was difficult, as it was necesslary to _ﬁnc.l a
place to accommodate 950 campers, with good canoeing, drinking
and swimming water, abundance of wood, aecessible by road .and
handy to the railway. Luscombe’s Flat on the Lower Gm;e River
was eventually decided upon, and proved to be a very satisfactory
choice,

The Saturday evening's camp fire provided a thoroughly happy
entertainment, with an extremely impressive opening ceremony con-
ducted by Mr. W. A. Holesgrove, the President of the Fed'eratlon.
Coming down the slope with a lighted torch, he lit each club’s toz:ch
to symbolise the carrying on of the ideals of the bush‘by succe§s|\:e
clubs. The main camp fires were then lit and a bright evening's
programine commenced, including an address by our guest, Mr.
Gordon Young, the State Director of Physical Fitness, who made. a
stirring appeal for help to provide outings into the bush for city
children. o

Although the Sunday was hot a S‘LlI‘pI‘lSll:lg!.y large number turned
out for the various instructional groups, which incl}lded botany, rock
climbing, ornithology, first-aid, and photography, while the Canoe Club
provided an aquatic carnival.

The Camp undoubtedly contributed a great deal towards the
fostering of Federation spirit among club members, as well as pro-
viding an oppeortunity for them to meet the members of other clubs ;
and the fact that 250 people turned out for the week-end clearly
indicated that there is a demand for this type of camp. Therc seems
no reason why it should not be an annual event.
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NOVICES AFIELD.

Wentworth Falls 10 Couridiah.

BY BELLBIRD.

To get as far as possible from
Bills Payable and Bills Receivable
was mainly Sam’s idea, for holidays
in the bank come but once a year,
and the wide open spaces offer a
direct contrast tc the confines of a
hanking chamber.

And so before we knew where we
were, Sam, the leader of the hiking
expedition, had the three of us at
Wentworth Falls station, The after-
noon had all bult gone when, each
with a 60 1b. pack, wc left to reach
the fool of Kedumba Pass before dark.
We barely made it : and there we camped by the waters of Kedumba
Creck.

Next morning we made along a southern winding track which
in a few hours brought us to the solitary farmhouse in the valley,
where we were greeted with much barking from a motley collection
of dogs. Wading across a shallow creek, we made up to the farm-
house, calling “Anyone in'” knowing full well there was. A busy-
looking woman, whose face was hidden bencath a wide-brimmed hat,
came out, asking rather abruptly, “What do you want ? Whatl's yer
trouble 7" We courteously asked for directions. After summing
us up in customary style, she became more friendly. “You sce them
stockyards. Go over the rise the other side, cross a paddock, and
keep goin' due south. Soon you'll come to a stony bottom crick.
Pick up the track again there, and don't follow them cattle tracks
up into the hills, and you'll be right.”

When questioned about her farm, she warmed up still more, her
voice echoing through the foothills. She said what she thought of
the Government for not building a road to the farm, “though we've
been here nigh on fifty years!” TFrowning on us, she waxed indig-
nant as though it was all our fault—"All they worry about is them
there tourists ! Beginning to learn why hikers are not over popular,
we left the good woman, had a quick lunch by the “stony bottom
crick,” and then pushed onward, only lo find the end of the trail
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OFF THE TRACK.

We kept on, picking up a trail here and there, until it petered
out completely. Then we found we were bushed. We decided to
turn back. It was just on dark when we found the spot where we
had been originally led astray, and there we camped.

The morning sun was shining on our airing blankets when a
welcome stranger burst through the bushes, and close behind him
was his four-year-old son. |Frank Duncan and young Ross.- -
Editor.] A cheery good-morning, a cup of cocoa, and the hikers
were friends, the shyness of the boy being broken down by boiled
lollies. The newcomer's name appeared as a place name on the
map which he produced. An cxperienced hiker, he showed us how
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to make a compass cut of a watch if we got lost, and then presented
us with a compass, a spare with the glass broken, but none the less
welcome.

Reluctantly we parted company, our new friends making towards
Wentworth Falls, the little boy with his curly mop of brown hair
and shy brown eyes following his dad. The child was no new chum.
With the smallest of packs (no doubt Dad was compelled to let him
carry that), he had followed in his father’'s footsteps from Couridjah,
which they had left a week before.

Later we came across the beautiful Cox’s River where the
Kedumba joins it. Nearby was a small farm, and the kindly farmer's
wife invited us to take our fill of oranges. That night we camped
in a dried-up watercourse near Moody’'s, and next morning found us
headed for Bimlow, a tiny village. On ithe road to Bimlow we,
Australians all, heard for the first time the glorious ring of the bell-
birds coming from all sides—music beyond description. At Bimlow
the store lacked the usual stores, though for this the storekeeper
offered no apologies.

THE FARMER'S BUGBEAR.

On our way again, leaving the wide Wollondilly with its none too
fresh water, we made in the direction of the Nattai River. Along
the side of Nattai Mountain we came across a weatherbeaten road-
worker, working alone, sweating profusely as he wielded a hammer.
A friendly fellow, he directed us to “keep on goin' for some distance
till you come to a cornfleld. Branch to the left, and soon you'll hit
some old pear trees. It ain't fur from them pear trees to Murphy’s,
and be careful, 'cause he hates campers like poison.,” By this tirme
we were fully aware that campers weren’t popular with farmers.

On reaching Mr. Murphy's, we found him pleasant enough after
his coldness had thawed. From him we learned the farmer'a side
of this camping-hiking business, and the real reason for the hostility
encountered, veiled or open. “You see,” Murphy said, "“parties come
down here—lorry loads of the cows—drinking-up and shooting every-
thing., I've counted as many as thirty cmpties in my paddocks, and
a day or so after they've gone I had me cattle droppin’ dead, peppered
with pea-rifie bullets, But youse fellers are all right!”

Bidding Mr. Murphy farewell, we made for Little River, and by
nightfall reached Topplecver Peak and camped the night at a spot
bearing the colourful name, Golden Moon Bluff. As if to live up
to its name, especially for our benefit, the moon showed itself for
the first time during our journey. It was more like a silver sickle
strung high in the sky behind the branches of some stately pine trees.
As a matter of fact, it locked like one of those pantomime stage
scenes, only this was the real thing.

The air was heavy with bush perfume, and on our leafy beds of
bracken, beneath the starriest of skies, we reclined in real pleasure
and contentment, watching the blue smoke curl from a fire which
delightedly popped every now and then as though sharing our enjoy-
ment. Ledgers, tellers’ sheets- these were completely forgotten.
QOut here there were no bundy clocks!

LOST AGAIN.

Next morning we hit the Little River with water of the pureat,
'midst scenery most beautiful, below Tumble Down Mountain and
the Wild Goat Plateau. A half-day hike brought us to the end of
the trail. Wherc was Blue Gum Creek ? Where did Little River
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join Blue Gum Creek ? Where was the turn-off shown on the map 7
Bank clerks aren’t seasoned explorers ! For half a day we searched
in wvain.

After wandering about for miles and retracing our tracks, we
suddenly struck the crossing, which a fooded river had all but
obliterated. Strangely enough it was only some thirty yards from
where we had at first started our fruitless search early in the day,
but if the morning hunt was futile it added to the fun. Following
a good night's rest we prepared for the final stage of our journey,
a dozen miles up the pass to Couridjah, and sixty miles from our
starting place at Wentworth Falls.

One of us was lame, but we were all happy. Qur lame member
arrived on the Southern Road with one boot on and onc off. And
then for home—home, sweet bome ! What a relief! Hot bath,
shave, clean clothes, good food on a covered table—isn't home better
than the bush ? But is it 7 The mattress might be softer, but is
it as refreshing as the grassy couch ? The food is certainly better,
but does it taste as appetizing as that lump of stale bread and cheese
eaten beside a bubbling stream ? The music from the radic is
soothing, but is it as sweet as that choir of bird music that awakened
vou yesterday morning ? The books on the shelves! Why, you
took a couple in your pack and never even looked at them. And
rightly so!

Ledgers, banknotes by the million, c¢lean and mutilated ; “You
wish to cpen an account, madam ?"—back to all that. Waell it must
be so. By contrast of bush and city, of work and holiday, life ia
enriched. And so0 back to work until next leave. And then perhapas
again the heavy pack and the light heart, the bushy gullies and the
winding river ; back to the picturesque glens and glades where the
bellbirds sing—mnext year!
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“THE FUNNIEST TURNOUT.”

BY IDA McAULAY.
(The Bush Club.)

Imagine, if you can, the southern portion of the West Coast of
Tasmania between Macquarie Harbour and Port Davey. The coast
is a lee shore, wreck-strewn and windswept, where short beaches
alternate with great headlands of rock ending in broken, knife-edged
reefs, the whole guarded on the land side by a barrier of toughly
twisted scrub. Between this barrier and the mountains behind run,
in some places, button-grass plains—strips of hilly country covered
with high tussocks of button-grass and broken by steep gullies choked
with scrub. These orange-green plains are not so easy to negotiate
as they look from the heights of the mountains, but when floundering
and cutting a way through the scrub one thinks of them as a paradise
of open going. To the west of this coast is an ocean whose nearest
shore is Patagonia, and to the east a week or more of travel through
an almost terrifying, though beautiful, desolation of mountains,
gorges, and scrub.

In this large-scale setting our party of six small human beings
walked in pairs, one couple being far ahead. The central pair were
women, my cousin and myself, lurching with our packs between the
waist-high tussocks. My cousin fell and swore wholeheartedly, ex-
pressing to my satisfaction the feelings I had not the breath to express
for myself. But the West Coast, which, through the years, has taken
such a heavy toll of ships and lives, does not tamely submit to the
hard words of woman. The next moment, while going down a steep
bank the button-grass tripped my companion, who fell again, her pack
swinging her outwards while her foot remained caught between the
tussocks. There were two nasty cracks and a cry of pain; the
Coast had made us pay for our temerity with a broken leg. In
addition to the pain, the victim was for the moment overwhelmed
by recognition of our awkward situation. Our party was on the
return journey, but we were still two days of heavy going from our
base, a fishing ketch at Port Davey.

AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT.

Two men in the rear hurried up, and, while two of us did what
wec could for the patient, one of the men attempted to halt the two
who were ahead ; but they were far beyond shouting distance-—a mile
or so away. We gave it up and concentrated on the patient. The
break, as we thought it might be, was just above the ankle. We
bandaged it as best we could. She said she thought she could walk.
And so she did, with support on either side, for two terribly slow
and painful miles. Then she could do no more. The men left us
near a creek and hurried on to overtake the other two, who were to
wait for us at lunch time. The pair ahead were one of the fishermen
from the ketch that had brought us to the Coast and a prospector
who had come with us in the hope of finding gold. They were the
most experienced of our party, the one having spent his life round
the coast in boats, the other in the bush.

During the next three hours I did what I could to make the
injured one comfortable, and the two of us contemplated the immediate
future. We had two days’ food with us, and three more which we
had left with a dinghy at our starting place from Kelly’s Basin in
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Port Davey. It would be a long and difficult undertaking for the
party now to get to Kelly’'s Basin, for the roughest part of the journey
was still ahead. We had seen enough of wrecks and wreckage along
the coast to know that the fishermen would not risk the ket.ch near
the open coast unless the conditions were very favouraple, which .they
seldom were in those parts. The prospects were not bright, especially
for the patient with her painful and rapidly swelling leg.

We had begun to think of spending the night where we were
when the four men came walking at top speed into our temporary
camp. They were without packs, but carried all the spare cgrds
and straps they could muster. The fisherman whom we called “the
Chief” had taken charge of the affair. He had noticed a place. on
the outward journey, he said, where a dinghy could be brought into
a gulch in fine weather, while the ketch stood off under thg lee of
an island. The thing was to carry our patient there as quickly as
possible, and then he and Dennis, the prospector, would go on to
Port Davey and try to signal the ketch and bring her round to us,
if only the weather would hold. A stretcher was soon completed
with the help of saplings lashed together and covered by ground-
sheets and sleeping bags. When it had been tested, our patient was
installed on it and made as comfortable as possible, and our small
procession started. The Chief set the pace, and drove us on with
his silent anxiety for speed ; for he alone knew fully the.rislfs of
taking us off the open coast and the likelihood—or rather unllkellhqod
—of the weather holding. He had picked the place in his mind
where he meant us to camp that night, and he allowed few rests
beyond a moment or two between relays on the stretcher.

Dark caught us before we had gone as far as the Chief intended.
Long after we had halted, and in spite of appeals to them to stop
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The first trip I made into Murruin Creek was undertaken with a
little trepidation, for no one seemed to have been there. At least
that was the result of our enquiries. Since that time, a few years
ago, some other walkers have made occasional trips into the valley,
and we have again sought out its attractions in the course of long
trips. On the first occasion we had reached Mount Werong during
a long holiday walk, and from that village we followed the Main
Divide southwards to Wombat Pinch, a difficult enough task, as there
is no track, and the range makes a right-angled turn every mile,
providing at each turn a false ridge to the Abercrombie watershed.

The views from the occasional open places on the rocky heights
of the Divide give a complete expanse of the Murruin Valley. The
eye takes in the higher points—Mount Shivering, the Big Rick, and
the heights near Mount Werong—and beneath them the cree'ts flows,
well entrenched in the wide valley extending from the Murruin Range
to the Divide. To the south, open clearings on the ridge tops siznify
settlement, but they detract little from the beautiful surroundin-s.

It is half a day from the Main Divide at Wombat Pinch across
the upland valleys of several small creeks to the edge of the valley,
where the track leads to the end of a bare quartzite ridge standing
above the creek in pinnacle fashion. There is a track down the
fifteen hundred odd feet to the stream, but it is precarious, as the
boulders, easily dislodged, bound down the hillside, and occasionaal
slides where rocks have accumulated often give a crack and send a
few of their excess number to the valley below:

WOLLONDILLY COUNTRY.

The character of the country is unmistakably like the Wollon-
dilly. The steep hills with peak-like tops and smooth grassy slopes
rise from the creek, where open flats provide ample camping grounds
for a multitude. Sheep and cattle graze along the creek, and an
occasional stockman’s hut with deserted orchard and cultivation patch
adds to the picturesque scene. Evening in this country is the finest
time of the day. The bare hills merge into indigo with the fading
light, and while the valley is shrouded in twilight the sun’s last rays
paint the eastern hillsides and their myriad of dead trees with liquid
gold. When at last the gleams of day have gone, the flicker of the
camp fire and its silhouetted figures lend a touch of life to the scene.

For bend after bend and mile upon mile downstream the creek
opens up new attractions, until it reaches the Wollondilly near the
scattered settlement of Barrallier. Here its waters mingle with those

of the great river, and our trip, like Murruin Creek itself, is at an
end.

The recent proclamation of the Kurrajong District as a Sanctuary
for Birds and Animals comes as very good news to the bushwalking
movement, particularly in view of the extent of the district. The
-boundaries as notified in the “Government Gazette” run from the
Grose River on the south to the Colo River on the north, and on the
west the highlands around Mt. Tomah are included. The eastern
edge of the area is the Nepean River from near the Grose junction
downstream to the Colo. In this vast area a great variety of birds’
and animals is to be found in their natural state, and we can look
forward to the preservation of much of our wild life in one of the
most attractive parts of the mountains.
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MR. C. D'A. ROBERTS.

At the last Annual Meeting of the Federation Council held in
July, Mr. C. D’A. Roberts, who has been Honorary Secretary of the

. Federation for the last two years, relinquished that position, it being

his intention to enlist for military service.

Mr. Roberts has without doubt been one of the most efficient and
capable executive officers which the Federation has had within its
ranks since its formation, and his intimate knowledge of bushwalkers’
problems, his legal training, and his thorough understanding of
administrative methods have at all times stood the Federation in
good stead. Moreover, Mr. Roberts has succeeded in placing the
conduct of the Federation affairs on a logical and methodical basis
so that they may be carried on with greater efficiency and more
harmoniougly in the future.

In company with Miss Agnes Miller, who has been an able
assistant to him, Mr. Roberts has built up a remarkable administrative
system well nigh to perfection, and bushwalkers generally, and
delegates to the Council in particular, regret to see these two lion-
hearted workers for our cause severing their active connections with
Federation affairs. The bushwalking movement extends its heartiest
thanks to them both, and hopes that they may some day return to
executive positions on the Council and again carry out that excellent
work for which they have become so noted within the movement.

THE COLONG CAVES RESERVE.

Some time ago steps were taken by certain commercial interests
with a view to exploiting the limestone deposits in the Colong Caves
district near Yerranderie. These deposits are within a reserve for
the preservation cof caves proclaimed in September, 1899, and the
caves, although unattended and unimproved, have for some time past
attracted many walkers and other tourist visitors. Applications werc
made for leases under the Mining Act so that the limestone could
be quarried commercially, but the Federation raised objections, and
the Land Board, being of opinion that the area should not be inter-
fered with, refused to sanction the granting of leases.

Within the last few months, and in consequence of the possibility
of the recreational value of the caves area being infringed, the reserve
has been converted into a public recreation area under the control
of trustees, and complete regulations have been gazetted for its
administration. These regulations are stringent and comprehensive,
as they restrict the free use of the caves and camping within the
reserve, but are necessarily so, as the caves have suffered severely
from the depredations of vandals during the last few years.

Since 1930 hundreds of visitors each vear have made trips to Colong,
and stalactites and other souvenirs have been broken and taken away.
Moreover, walls and formations have been disfigured by the wanton
scribbling of names and ugly charcoal designs, and some of the unique
limestone formations to be found there are in danger of being ruined
for ever. It is hoped that the new rezulations, though they restrict
the freedom of walkers, will do something towards preserving these
caves, so that they may be a source of enjoyment and wonder in
future years.
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BUSHWALKING AND SKYLINING.

“All very nice,” you may say, “but it wasn’t bushwalking.” You
cannot visualise bushwalking which does not entail carrying all your
gear on your back and doing your own cooking. But with an
organisation like Skyline Tours you can be taken over long train
and car journeys to some gateway to the bush, and for a week or
more they carry all your gear and provide all your food. You
wouldn’t have to make up food lists and think out how little you
could really live on to get the weight of your pack down ; you could
walk longer distances and enjoy yourself far more. The Skyliners
even put up a tarpaulin at camps to eat under if it rains. These
'thlngs can be done with pack-horses, and such services cost surpris-
ingly little. Moreover, you needn’t be afraid of degenerating and
becoming soft ; a Skyliner must be in fair training. Last Christmas
we climbed six peaks of more than 5000 feet where there were no
trees because of the heavy snow which lies on them in winter, and
between these peaks were rugged ridges and rough country. On
another tour we walked 120 miles in eight days, and during still
another we did three separate days of twenty miles each over steep
ranges and rugged valleys. In Skylining there is plenty of the hard
w<.)r]f< which makes bushwalking worthwhile, but the discomfort is
minimised. You see the real bush and the real Australia, and there

is never a road or wheeled vehicle to detract from the beauty of the
surroundings.

The Nineteenth Skyline Tour sojourned seven days in the wilder-
ness HEast o? .Bruller. Then we came out of the forest at the last
outpost of civilization on the Rose River and re-met the grim world.

 YOUR HEALTH IN
| HEALTH-GIVING FOODS

Muscatels ... .. .. .. 1/6 1b. Sterilised Dates .. 1/5 Ib.
Almonds ... .. .. .. 1/- 4-0zs. Walnut Kernels .. 1/3 4-ozs.

Waltham Raisins 10d. 1b.  Dessert Prunes .. 1/2 Ib.
Brazil Kernels ... .. 1/- 4-0zs. Cashew Kernels .. 1/- 4-ozs.
Glucose Fruit Sweets, 1/6 Ib.

They're irresistible, these appetizing, palatable,

: natural foods, and rich in nutriment. They !
i make a perfect pocket lunch, and the perfect
dessert. |

[ i

‘ SANITARIUM HEALTH FOOD SHOP
i 13 Hunter Street, Sydney.
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GROVELLING.

Adventures in Tuglow Caves.
BY BERYL THOMPSON.

(The Trampers (lub of N.S8.W. and The Coast and Mountain Walkers
of N.S.W.)

“Men only in the party,” the boys of the Club said when they
announced a trip to Tuglow Caves at King’'s Birthday week-end.
The girls were downcast, and, after some discussion, it was agreed
that if they could negotiate the first thirty feet descent in one piece
they could go the whole way, and three of the fair sex were included
in the party.

We drove beyond Jenolan Caves, along the Oberon Road to Edith,
and thence through Ginkin to Dennis's “Tuglow View” farm, which
stands on a windswept crest overlooking the valley of the Tuglow
River. Leaving the car just after dark, we shouldered our packs
and walked in bright moonlight to a camp site on the river a mile
or so distant. Here we pitched our camp, dined, and slept well, a
light rain keeping the night moderately warm.

The following morning, having squeezed our torches, candles,
magnesium, matches, and lunches into two small packs, we set off,
the boys groaning beneath the burden of two coils of rope—one 300
{eet length of one-inch rope, and a 100 feet of half-inch, slung
around their necks. We followed up and along a ridge and descended
suddenly to the entrance of the Tuglow, or Horse Gully Caves, as
they are known locally. I half expected to hear an “open sesame”
from the leader, and was disappointed when an uninteresting space
between two rocks was indicated as the starting point of our adven-
ture. The thick rope was secured to a nearby tree, and turning our
backs on daylight we took the plunge down the first chimney.

We descended slowly, only oae being on the rope at a time, to
avoid unexpected slackness. Showers of loose pebbles falling on
the heads of the lower members, and torch bulbs failing at awkward
spots, did not improve matters. The most uncomfortable section was
a right-angled tunnel, through which we wriggled in snake fashion
and promptly assembled on the other side to see and hear the effect
on the stoutest member of the party. I heard him declare with some
feeling that he had again lost those portions of his anatomy which
he had taken such pains to replace since his last trip into the caves
several months before.

UNIQUE FORMATIONS.

On the first floor, 135 feet below the surface, we sidetracked and,
by magnesium light, admired the beauty of the Pink Lampshade,
humerous stalactites and stalagmites, and a marvellous miniature
pine forest. Here we viewed the scene of the adventures of the first
bushwalking party to descend to the lowest level of t’'i2 caves some
years ago. They eventually succesded by making o laddor from
rope and saplings, and the relics of their handiwork st._. adorn the
walls of the caves. Very faintly rose the sound of the underground
stream running 130 feet below, where it tumbles noisily over a series
of basin cascades.
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GARAWARRA.

Something of Its History.

The origin of Garawarra, so far as bushwalkers are concerned,
can be traced as far back as the years 1910 to 1913, when walkers,
having exhausted the possibilities of the National Park coastal
scenery, sought conquests further afield. For much of the infor-
mation contained in this “history” we are indebted to that doyen of
the bushwalking movement, Myles J. Dunphy. It was in July, 1913,
that Dunphy footed the narrow trail from “The Posts,” now the
entrance to Garawarra Park off the Garie Road, and for the first
time in his experience made the acquaintance of that lovely primitive
paradise. Prior to that the beaches had been used by occasional
fishermen from Helensburgh and Lilyvale, but we have no records of
the place being frequented by walkers.

“BURNING PALMS.”

It is interesting to record that Dunphy’'s photograph of what he
later ramed Burning Palms Beach was taken in 1914. It shows a
wealth of coastal brush, including cabbage tree palms, clothing the
steep slopes in places right down to the terraces overlooking high-
water marli. He contends that there could not be a fairer camping
place than Garawarra as it then was. Here it may be placed on
record that “Burning Palms” derived its name from the lighting by
Dunphy of a number of dead cabbage tree palms and hoisting them
aloft. The result was so impressive, it being a very dark night and
the “beacon” attracting a reply from campers further north, that the
name seemed to come naturally—'‘Burning Palms.”

Ag the rrea became better known, the many vicissitudes to which
it was subject made the preservation of its beauty spots an urgent
necessity. Considerable damage was being wrought by cattlemen,
timbergetters, shooters, and huntinz dogs. Bushfires were deliber-
ately started and, to add to its troubles, it was the happy hunting
ground of wild-flower gatherers. In this area there once grew in
profusion mats of flannel flowers, Christmas bells by the thousand,
and waratahs by the hundred. Wallabies and other wild creatures
cxisted unmolested, and it was a common thing for marsupial rats
and lyre-birds to come right up to the camp in daylight.

The Mountain Trails Club of New South Wales (of which Dunphy
alwvays has becn the indefatigable hororary secretary) made the first
move for the reservation of Garawarra, and was closely allied with
the proposal until its accomplishment. The name “Garawarra”’ was
used when such representations were first made to the authorities,
being derived from “Garie” (Gara) and “Illawarra.” It may be
added that the private property adjoining the Era beaches is the
Gara Estate.

To the suggestion that the area should be reserved and added
to National Park, the Under-Secretary for Lands wrote on September
18, 1925: “. . . . I am directed to inform you that your suggestion
has had consideration but it has been decided that the circumstances
do not warrant any action being taken. . . . .” The M.T.C. was
strongly supported by The Bush Tracks Club, and, although unable
to succeed with the authorities, members of both Clubs applied them-
selves to preserving the scenic beauties of the place. Week-ends
found them quelling bush fires and otherwisc rmore or less ratrolling
the area.
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FIGHT FOR RESERVATION.

Then into the picture came the Sydney Bush Walkers, with whose
foundation the M.T.C. was actively associated. By the nature of its
constitution in permitting both sexes to be members, this new Club
quickly grew in numbers, and was an addition of considerable im-
portance in the fight being waged by the other two Clubs. The
battle went on.

New Clubs were being formed, the walking movement having
received a great impetus from 1930 onwards, and when The New
South Wales Federation of Bush Walking Clubs was formed in 1932
it was able to impress upon the authorities the importance of this
type of conservation. The reservation of Garawarra was made the
first plank of the Federation’s platform, whilst next in importance
came the betterment of facilities at Lilyvale Station and the vicinity.

And so came about that monster petition to the Minister for
Lands, signed by nearly 5000 members of the walking fraternity in
the State, the majority of whom were personally acquainted with the
arca. What a wealth of time and energy was put into that petition !
Circulars were printed, committees formed, trains canvassed, and all
ctations from Waterfall to Stanwell Park received the attention of
enthusiasts eager for the signatures of all interested, and for financial
assislance whers possible.

The presentation of the petition to the Minister, the Hon. &. A.
Buttenshaw, was largely responsible for the reservation of the now
famous Garawarra Park. The Crown reserved approximately 1300
acres which, with the exception of some small leaseholds, was the
only Crown land available. The original scheme was designed to
cembrace about 5000 acres, including privately owned lands, and,

NEPEAN RIVER
Cruises.

Launches leave Log Cabin, Penrith, every Saturday at
2.30 p.m. and return at 6 p.m.

Every Sunday and Public Holiday, 10.30 am. and 2.30 p.m. }

Leaves Warragamba Basin 12 noon and 4.30 p.m.; arrives
Log Cubin at 2 p.m. and 6 p.m.

O IR

SINGLE FARE, 2/-.  RETURN FARE, 2/6.

The “Reliance” River Cruiser hzs a modern fuel oil engine,
Gulbransen player, and electric light, and can be chartered
for private hire when not on above cruises.

CAPT. L. TREMAIN, Proprictor.
C/o Log Cabin. Penrith.
! 'Phone : Penrith 180. Private ’phone : Penrith 52,

*4® S P U O-EEPD O T (VIR 0D (T Oara



THE BUSHWALKER

although grateful that the Government acted as it did, many bush-
walkers regret that the Federation did not keep hammering away
tor the lot.

It should not he forgotten, however, that what was obtained
entailed hard and difficult work on the part of a great many peobnle.
The walking organisations received valuable assistance from The
Parks and Playgrounds Movement of New South Wales, The Wild
Life Preservation Society of Australia, The Forest League, The Bay
Scouts’ Assoeiation, and many other kindred bodies and individuals.
The herculean efforts put into the work by Iyles J. Dunphy are
worthy of the highest praisc. His name must be forever honourably
and gratefully rcmembered in this connexion, as indeed it must
with the bushwalking movement generally. Also, the task of the
Federation’'s Honorary Secretary, Theo. B, Atkinson, was a prodigious
one, Perhaps he still has nightmares of files of correspondence,
handbill distributions, attendances on the Minister, etc. Another
stalwart of the walking fraternity, Joe Turner, gave splendid service
to a cause which was always dear to his heart. However, Garawarra
Park can fairly be claimed as a monument to the werk of the bush-
walking and kindred crganisations.

The Reserve of about 1300 acrcs was dedicated for public recreation
on August 17, 1934, and was named “Garawarra Park.”  Efforts to
have it oflicially recognised as a primitive area were unsuceessful,
but Mr. Buttenshaw publiely declared at the annual dinner of The
Parks and Playgrounds Movement on October 17, 1934, that so long
as he remained Minister for Lands, Garawarra would remain roadless.
Two things, however, which militate greatly against maintaining the
arca as a primitive one are (1) the preschce of the settlement at the
head of Bela (or Black Gin) Creek and (2) the shacks at DBurning
Palms.

Subsequently two small areas totalling 25 acres were added to
the Park, and on November 4, 1938 a further addition of 140 acres
brought the total area to 1465 acres. A small picnic area ncar the
Otford Railway Station has been leased from the Railway Department.

The first Trustees of Garawarra Park were appointed on January
25, 1935, and were as follows: —The Hon. H. W. Whiddon, W. F.
Leighton Bailey (members of The National Park Trust), E, J. Ryan,
A. H. Fackender (members of the Bulli Shire Council), J. V. Turner,
W. J. Roots (members of The N.8'W. Federation of Bush Walking
Clubs} and G. F. Allman (Under-Secretary for Lands). At the first
meeting of the Trust on May 10, 1935, Mr. Whiddon was elected
President and Mr. Turner Honorary Secretary, On the resignation
of Mr. Roots, Mr. Theo. B. Atkinson was appointed, and later, when
Mr. Turner resigned, Mr. Tcm Herbert took his place, becoming
Honorary Secretary, which position he still holds.

A QUARTERLY MAGAZINE 7

It has been suggested that the Federation should publish a
quarterly magazine. What do you think of the idea 7 Such a
magazine can be published if bushwalkers in sufficient numvers
contribute to and buy it. You are invited to give your opinion on
the matter, and also to submit criticisms favourable or otherwise on
this present issue. Any comments or suggestions will be a valuable
guide for the future. Write or 'phone the Editor, T. A. Herbert,
48 Burra Road, Artarmon (JA 6097).
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What do you look for
when you buy Clothing ?

® QUALITY!

With the vision always before us of a Scout in action, a
vision of outdoor life, of rough weather and mild weather,
of sun that bleaches and rain that shrinks, we have made
a "Uniform” TO STAND ALL TESTS—a “Uniform that
does justice to the lofty aims of the Scout Movement.
Certainly “any old cloth” will not do for such a purpose !
It is with this sense of responsibility that we select the
right cloth, prepare it and shape it into the sturdy “Official
Uniform™ for the most vigorous boys in Australia.

® PRICE!

Being specialists in our particular line of outdoor clothing,
we are in the position to manufacture on most cconomical

lines, and the money saved in bulk buying of materials,
and specialised manufacturing, enables us to give you
better goods at lower prices.

We therefore invife comparison, being confident that you
will be convinced that not only do we sell gquality goods,
but prices are well below the average.

MAIL ORDERS A SPECIALITY.
Australia House, Wynyard Square
SYDNEY.

'Phones : BW-6211, BW-6212,
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A UNIQUE RECREATION,

Mapping the Blue Lab)‘rin!h.

BY H. M. WHAITE,
(The Warrigal Club of NS.TF )

But for the interest which has been displayed by so many wallters
I would have some trepidation of writing about the mapping work
which Jack Gibson and T have been doing in the Western Rlue
T.abyrinth. The limits of the area are formed by the Liverpool and
Katoomba military sheets, Kedumba Walls and the high eliffs above
the Warragamba, and most of it is very rough and inaccessible.

To facilitate our work we have divided the region into seventcen
sections, each degignated by a letter and defined by natural features
such as creckis and ridges, Within these sections each hill is cata-
logued with a distinetive symbol, consisting of the section in which
it is situated and a double number. Thus Mt. Gibson, the cightcenth
peint taken on Warrigal Range, in distriet W, is WI8. Spurs to
crecks and ridges have also been given special symhbols, relating them
to the main hilltops and other features.

TOPOGRAPHY OF THE AREA.

At the outset we adopted the 1000 yards sguarc grid of the modern
military map for our system of co-ordinates, and in order to align
our grid to that of the maps we took several “ruling points” which
could be measured on the latter. These are well-known landmarks,
such as the Carrington chimney, 2KA masts, and Woodford water
tower. From them, by triangulation, were obtained secondary ruling
points, which may be described as the most prominent points in a
rather uniform landscape. It would not be amiss to mention them
more fully, as they give complete coverage of the whole area.  Most
wallters know the conical Eagle Rock (CO7) south of Nott’'s Swamp,
but fewer know Moroka (NOT7), one of the three hills a mile north
of the hut. In the great bend of Erskine Creek lies Mount Erskine
(MO8), most prominent point on the Massif, and only two heours
walk from the Wheel or three hours from The (Qaks. North along
Woodford Range are the "Circles” (FC8) necar St. Helena Ridge;
wost of here and south of a point between Woodford and Hazclbrook,
Pear Tree Knob (KO4) lies in the shadow of flat-topped Mount
Bedford. Lastly, in the far south is Rocky Knob (IEQ1}, first and
highest top on the Main Erskine 1tange.

Incidentally, I might mention that the whole area has not the
V-shaped arrangement indicated on the tourist map, but actually
cansists of a series of four main creeks flowing from the tableland
ints the north-south Erskine (or Bedford) Creek.

All reading stations, whether hilltops or not, have been marked
by a few small rocks. In addition, some thirty cairns, each con-
taining a note, have heen placed at strategic points.  Although we
do not approve of cairns in principle, they are nccessary for our
work, and one day might see us doing the rounds to demolish the lot,

]
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EQUIPMENT AND METHODS.

The compass we are using—plane tables and thecdolites being
too heavy—is a liguid prismatic correct to about 0.l1c. We keep a
close check on this instrument by readings iaken from Woodford
Trig to Mounts King George, Hay, etc, as well ag the 2KA masts.
Knowing from the military map what the grid bearing should be in
each case, we can therefore measure the amount to be added to
compass bearings anywhere in the area to convert them with inap-
preciable error to grid bearings. At the present time the amount ia
12¢, consisting of 83© magnetic variation and 34 compass correction,
the latter of course individuat to the particular COmpass. Carefu!
attention has to be paid to these checks, not only at regular intervals,
but immediately after any repairs or readjustment.

Magnetic variations are expericnced in small amounts, but they
arc probably due to magnetic storms rather than diurnai or annual
changes. But as we have taken a large number of check readings
during the last fifteen months, this factor is nol very disconcerting.
As may be expected in sandstone country, local magnetic variations
peculiar to a small region are apparcntly absent. The obvious way
tg lcyeck these is by “backsights,” which should show a reading
differing by 180° from the forward asight reading. Small differences
are often observed, but these can usually be dccounted for by the
fact that the highest point of ground on a hill iz not always under
the highest point of the trees to which we sight. )

.Another important influence on com
of iron a'rticles ncarby, and aluminium gear is therefore used wher-
t;ve;‘( ipo.smble. _ Surprisingly enough, trouble due to steel-framed ruck-
acKs 1s relatively small, combined experiment and theory having

pass accuracy is the presence
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ARONEY’S CAFE

HIGH-CLASS MEALS
Specialists in Grius, Fish and Oysters.

LATE SUPPERS.
The Best Meals in Katoomba.
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besidea she wanted us to play for Patonga against Brooklyn,
Brooklyn was sending a team across io challenge Patonga, but
Patonga was short of men and we were to be “rung in" as true-blue
Patonga men, Faking apparcntly was not confined to biscuit tins!

As the good lady did not enquire at all into our tennis ability,
we agreed to “rep” for Patonga, and then left with the promise to
present curselves in the afterncon. We paddled up Patonga Creek
and started the long and painful process of removing our heards and
generally sprucing up. Old grey slacks were dug out from the
bottom of packs inte which they had been jammed when we left
Penrith nine days previously. ‘They were shockingly crushed, with
creases running in all directions. Dark white shirts were also brought
out and donned, and we c¢ven attempted to dress our hair, Sand
shoes, battered and dirty as a result of river work, completed our
dress, which would have shamed a down-and-out tramp, and which
each described to the othecr in profane but truc words. However,
we were committed to represent Patonga, and we would not let the
village down ; so after a hurried meal we paddled off to the village
and presented ourselves to the lady cof the store. She was gentle
and kind and made no comments on the obvious, but took us off
to the grass court of a private home, where quite a number of people
had assembled for the tournament,

We performcd quite creditably for Patonga, and thoroughly en-
joyed the bright company, the afternoon tea, and the cake-eating.
Having been told that we had open, honest faces, we were invited
to have tea at the homce of seme kindly people. We readily accepted,
and, after having enjoyed the warm hospitality of the people at
dinner, were told that we were expected to attend a dancc at the
store to be given in honour of the Brooklyn visitors, S5till dressed
in our tennis togs, we protested that “we had nothing tc wear.”
Protest was overruled, =0 off we went to the store. The self-
consciousness ariging from our unbecoming wear soon vanished as
we shuffled around the floor in sand shoes with some of the nice
girls from Brooklyn. That the orchestra was a pianola and we
danced on a floor meant for anything but dancing mattered not.

The hour of parting arrived. The Brooklyn people had to catch
the last launch home, and we bade them a reluctant farewell. Harold
and I intended to camp along the creek, but our good friends would
net henr of it, so we slept in their home amid the luxury of snow
white shccts, mattresses, and pillows.

Next day we prepared to depart, and
dawn to the jetty camec a crowd of our
new friends to wave us farcwell, To
show how versatile was our little craft,
we hotsted the small sail ; but the wind
was very unfair, and it was due more to
the efforts of an c¢bb tide than to the
wind that we eventually got well away
and headed for Lion Island, our next
destination, In the meantime our friends
kept waving as we moved away at about
half the speed we could have paddled the
craft. Farewell, Patonga; and thank
you for the happy interlude which was
thoroughly enjoyed by two river canoeists
who just “blew in"—and drifted out!

{Sketches by § V. Chukb))
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REMINISCENCES OF A RUCKSACK.

BY MILLIE HORNE.
{The Rucksack Club, Syduey, N.S8.07)

The other articles in this book are about cverything but ME.
Now l'll endeavour to give you the inside (and outside) story of a
pack's life,

Of my coming inlo being I know little ; it wasn't a hard trial,
S0 that is all that mattered. For twa or three days I sat on the
floor of a certain shop along with several of my fellows. Then a
woman came for me, I was overjoyed to be in the hands of the
fair sex. Little did I know of what five feet nothing of woman
was capable. She didn't seecm proud of me then. She had me
wrapped in paper for a start! I was parked under the tram seat ;
then, I've discovered since, she took me home via the darkest streets.

On arrival home, off came the paper and on her back I went.
She turned this way and that before the mirror. My, was I all new

and bright ! A voice sounded in the doorway, “What's that damn
thing 7" "I've joined a bushwalking club, and this is a Rucksack
in which I carry my gear,” said she. “Tut, tut!" said the voice and

went out mumbling.

The first day was exciting for both of us. I had a light joad
with plenty of space, so things slipped and banged in my inside.
All eyes were on me, and everybody in the party looked in me and
over me and mauled me and tried me on. and hoped I'd soon get
dirty. It was a beautiful walk, but I felt sore with the bumping
around inside; but those cushiony hips and shoulders were more
sore than I was. When we arrived home she looked in the mirror
again. I didn't leok much different, but SHE—heavens ! I didn't
think she'd take me again.

MY FIRST WEEK-END.

Then came the first week-end. I didn’t think 1 could live through
what that woman did to me. Her gear consisted of complete house
and furniture apart from food. Well, she waged a war on every
part of me. Things were pushed here and there and, if something
wouldn’t go in, out came the whole lot and the pushing and cramming
started all over again. My objections were waived till I thought
I'd burst. At last she was ready, and it took all she knew to lift me.

The camp was beside a beautiful river, and when the tent was
up the remainder of my inside was outside, and peace reigned till
morning, when the horrors of packing started again. That day 1
was bumped and banged over roecks, through bushes and nettles, and
then some bushfire stuff. One moment I was carth and sky, then
east and west, north and west, and east and south, and neast and
sorth, then—oh, what docs it matter! My only revenge was to
slither this way and that on those fleshy hips. Afier all that she put
rubber pads on the shoulder straps, said she was going again—and
she has!

In the three years of my experience I've suffered nobody knows
what. There was the day she dropped me over a cliff and then
found an easicr way down for herself, so by the time she had lunch
I'd broken her mew mug and plate ! There is the uncertainty of
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profusion, and enjoy fishing and camping on the Saturday night
before returning across country on Sunday. On the country tramps
there were no motor cars to render walking hazardous, and the roads
had a rural atmosphere, winding through ferny dells and shaded with
overhanging trees.

The Warragamba Club’'s walks were around the Warragamba
basin, the Burragorang and Kangaroo Valleys, Moss Vale to Nowra
being a favourite walk with the ladies. In those days the walkers
had an itinerary. They notified the boarding houses and farms ahead
on their route, to ensure that they would have somewhere to stay
each night. They carried only a few items of clothing and sufficient
food for each mid-day meal, the other meals being supplied en route.

CONVENTIONAL DRESS.

The ladies wore the dress of the period—bodices, long flowing
skirts, and enormous hats with veils. Their belongings were strapped
in a swag carried perpendicularly on the back. The men wore caps,
knee breeches and long stockings, and carried over the left shoulder
a bushman’s swag and tucker bag, or improvised rucksack. A billy
or water bag was carried in the hand. There was not the dress
freedom of nowadays; no comfortable shorts and athos; no ex-
posing of the skin to the sun and healthy encircling breezes.

There was no Paddy Pallin to solve our walking problems and
cut down the weight with light-weight gear ; no light tents that you
could put in your pocket; no modern rucksacks; no concentrated
food products, or warm sleeping bags. When camping, we had to
carry a heavy calico or duck tent, the smallest 6 x 8, three or four
blankets, and a lot of weighty food. @We were so overburdened that
we could go only a few miles a day until we had eaten down our
food stocks, and then we would travel a little faster. Our equipment
then was certainly a problem ; nowadays, with gear and dress reduced
to a minimum, real benefit and comfort on a walking trip is the rule
rather than the exception.

Now there is a camaraderie between the sexes that did not prevail
of yore ; there is the spirit of equality abroad in all their sports and
recreations. In those far-off days. to carry a pack to the station
rendered you an object of curiosity, and in walking long distances
in country places you were looked upon as a crank.

Little did we think when we indulged in our favourite pastime
at week-ends and holidays (for we were so few then) that the time
would come when walking and camping in the solitude and natural
surroundings of our great bushland heritage would become a great
movement, when thousands in their week-end leisure time would sgeek
the delights of the coast and the heights and valleys of the mountain
lands, and the ever moving natural panorama of the bush and byways.
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