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THE BUSHWALKER

substituting new-laid eggs for the
town eggs I was carrying lest mine
should be bad.

Sometimes, annoying necessity
forces you to sleep right in a town
to eateh an early train, for example.
A town of such proportions that
you cannot camp on the outskirts
and then skip along and catch the
train in a fcw minutes generally
boagts a showground. That is your
safest bet. However, you waould
never do thig sort of thing but for
necessity, for the surroundings are
usually sordid and your bed hard
earth or boards, Usually, too, you
have to creep around stealthily so
as not to arouse the suspicions of
the local! constabulary. On one oc-
casion I arose quite high culturally
and in elevation by sleeping in a
randstand. Nevertheless it was
such a dilapidated, dejected build-
ing that I felt quite uningpired.

Sometimes fate is more kind. On
the night that the drunken “Yank”
pieked me up and offered to take
me to Laidley in a heavy army
truck, we crashed along at terrify-
ing speed. He consoled me by saving
that he had not driven for a long
time and by informing me that the
trucks passing us were laden with
ammunition. By the time we had
lost ourselves he had sobered and
his enthusiasm had markedly
waned but he was still reluctant to

drop me in the open countryside
which appeared, to him, so in-
hospitable. At length, at about
1 am. I spied a solitary church
which provided a convenient ex-
cuse. I relaxed in the porch and
it is not surprising that my
thoughts wandered to the subject
of the sanctuary of the church for
lawbreakers. In the morning I
peeped out, wondering where I
might be. If was & colourful land-
seape softened by a benevolent
haze and over it there seemed to
rest a best-dress, complacent feel-
ing and a Sabbath calm. Howcever
it was only Saturday so, having
thought gratefully of the porch and
wondered as to the denomination,
T breakfasted and set off to ask
the first person I met the name of
the locality.

Yes, we must confesa that at
times we are most anxious to se¢
aver us a roof morc substantial
than our flimsy japara! Or we
slcep out without erecting a tent
but with the comfortable feeling
that not far away i3 a deserted
house to which we can retreat in
an emergeney. Or we walk miles
over rain-sodden country peering
through more rain for a likely
shelter. hoping to hear the
cheering words, with a tinge of
doubt in case of disappointment,
«cun I see a hut over there?”

Znt:j

We pitched our tent beneath the tree
As trim and taut as tent could be:

And seon about us in the glade

There tawinkled tents in ewvrry shade
OFf fawn and green, best Paddy-Made.

And “Faith!? awe thought complacently,
“Who could have finer tents than ave?”

But in the grass from blade to blade
Skilful Arachne plied her trade,

And with unerring artistry

Hove for herself a canopy

{Pure gossamer, of finest grade’

So excellent that e, digmayed
Looked up, pretending wuot fo se-
—Rut there again our pride wa: ved,
For lo, abowe us, blue and high.
Towered the pavilion of the sky.

—K M.
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Bateman’s Bay State Forests
MARIE B. BYLES

We left the South Coast road
and passed through avenues of tall,
straight spotted gums, soon sloping
down from the high Murramarang
Range and giving us glimpses,
through the silver-blue aisles, of a
sandy cove and a turgquoise 8ea be-
yond.

At Pebbly Beach, where wo
eamped on the first visit, there is
a nparrow strip of grass with &
few ancient huts but mostly the
trees come right to the edge of
the yellow sand, the grey, shingle
beaches or the rocky headlands.

It was 20 years since the huts at
Pohbly Beach had been inhabited
by saw-millers, 20 years since the
trees had been allowed to regener-
ate free from fires, and in only that
short time they had attained a
beauty such as we never see around
Sydney and the Blue Mountainsg
where every few vyears they are
devnstated by bush fires.

Though I had been walking in
N.8.W. for over 30 years, it now,
for the first time, began to dawn on
my dull intelligence, that bush-
walkers seldom see a gum tree that
has grown naturally. With the ex-
ception of a few in the very depths
of canycned valleys, they are all
maimed and generally contorted
and dwarfed by the bush fires that
have ravaged them. Sydney pepper-
mints are distinguished, arcund
Sydney, by their black butts, scrag-
gly branches, wealth of dead wood
and general deformity, but at
Bateman’s Bay they have pale
brown bark and grow as tall and
straight as telegraph poles. Yet
nothing has been done to make
them thus except leave Nature to
do her own work free from fires.
And go with the other trees there,
especially the dominant blue-white
spotted gum.

Keeping out fires is not, however,
an easy business. All the forest
area has to be kept under view
trom look-out stations which are

connected. by telephone with each
other and with the local control
office. The position of the fire is
located by cross-bcarings as soon
as it is reported and at once two
trucks and twelve trained men are
rushed out with rakes, water and
knapsack pumps. Therc are forcst
roads not more than half a mile
ar 30 apart, so tkat all this equip-
ment can be brought within a quar-
ter of o mile of any fire. The
area of 40 miles by 15 miles is
staffed with two officers, seven fore-
men and abcut nine other men
having other work besides fire-con-
trol but available for full-time duty
on this when the need arises,

Bush fires around Sydney and in
the I13luc  Mountains are often
cgu:ﬁed hy the carelessness of pie-
nickers and young boys, But at
Bateman’s Bay the recreationalists
have been very willing to co-operate
with the foresters. It is the stock-
men who are the trouble, for they
deliberately set the bush on fire—to
produce grass for their cattle, or
g0 they reascn, though of course in
the long run, the destruction of
humus spoils grass as well as trees.
These stockmen penetrate every-
where; from look-outs we saw fires
in places marked white on the map.

Bush flres not onty ruin the trees
from a timber point of view; they
also make anything like a primitive
area imipossible by causing some
abnormal growth. At Bateman's
Bay it is the hickory, a kind of
wattle, which, after a fire has gone
through, forms a dense jungle that
prevents anything else growing. If
fircs are kept out, eventually the
hickory dics down and takes its
proper place as mcrely one tree
among many other varieties, The
forest then becomes fairly open
with macrozamia, or burrawong
providing a pleasing deep-green
contrast with the silver-white of the
spotted gum, the torguoise sea and
the sparkling waves—perfect walk-
ing country.
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Scene: The Mulgoa scak in the
year 2045

“Father,” said young Noogoors,
as he paused in his work of sharp-
ening a steel spear point on & sand-
stone slab, “Why were the Blue
Mountaing called ‘Blue’ when they
are really brown?”

"Recause when the savages first
came here, in the horse age, they
were covered with trees and looked
blue in the distance.”

“But what happened to the
irees?”

“They were killed by fire, drought
and sand.”

“But why did that happen after
the savages came? Didn't they
want the trees?”

“That, my boy is a long story,
but I will tely it as well as I can.
To begin, perhaps I had hetter ex-
plain that the savages were a very
ignorant people. They didr’'t under-
stand the country as we do. Over
many generations our people had
learnt to live on its plants and
animals without destroying them.
We knew that nature’s balance was
very delicate, that only by very
special adaption to drought and
heat had its wild life managed to
survive. That was why we named
groups in our tribes after different
animals and charged these groups
with the duty of preserving them,
Qur people on the desert margins
knew that once the natural cover
was destroyed it would never come
back, so they never disturbed the
soil.

Byt the savages came from a
1and where there were no droughts
or great heat, and where sStrong
growing grasses soon covered the
1and again when they had 1ald it
bare. They thought that when they
had killed the trees by burning and
chopping themn the 1and would be-
come like their own. For a while
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the grass did grow thicker and
pourished fat tender animals, which
were their principal food. Some-
times they destroyed the grasses
too and planted others Wwith large
and numerous seeds, which were
another of their favourite foods. A
lot of the animals or their wool
and much of the seed was sent to
¢other countries instead of re-
plenishing the soil from which it
CAI¥e.

“The smaller animals, called
sheep, chewed the tender grasses
very short. Smaller animals still,
which they called vermin, ate the
grass right down ta the roots. Grad-
ually, most of the grass too was kil-
led as the animals destroyed it in
droughts, Then the soil became
parched and bare, The animals
pounded it into dust which blew
away in the wind or was washed
away when the drought broke. The
weather became hotter and drier”

“But, Daddy.” interrupted Noo-
goorn, ‘couldn’t they sce this
happening?”

“Y¥es, some did, but most didn’t
want to. There were plenty of signs
that the country and climate were
changing—heat and drought greater
than any they had expericnced
before, months when the sun seldom
shone through the dust and smoke,
dorkness in the middle of the day,
the fish choked and starved in the
muddy waters, streams filling with
gravel and silt. sand dunes where
there had been pasture.”

“And why didn't they stop it?”

“That. my son, is another story.
At first those who destroyed the
most trees and owned the most
animals were made chiefs. In the
oil age some of those who could
gee what was happening tried to
stop it but they were told it wouldn't
pay.”

dWhat does ‘pay’ mean, Dad?

“It was a word peculiar to those
times. We have never found any
definition of it, but we think it
means that there would have been
less left over for the chiefs to eat.
Not all the chiefs, of course, lived
on the land. Some of them are said
to have lived beyond the Wadi
Parramattn and worshipped in the
granite temples.

“However, to go on with the atory
—near the end of the oil age the
aavages did try to stop it. At firat
they thought the trouble was that
there was not enough water. So
they tried to make lakes by building
walls across valleys, In a few years
the lakes fllled up with gravel and
pilt. There are still some marshes
like those at Burrinjuck and Warra-
gamba, where the walls were heavy
enough to resist the pressure of
ailt behind them. In the atomic
age they blasted whole mountains
into river valleys and somme of the
lakes formed were not filled up for
many years, They had great
machines which tore trenches and
banked the land so as to stop the
wind and rain from washing away
the soil, They planted a lot of trees
and grasses, but none would grow
like the original ones because they
couldn’t stand the heat and
drought.”

“Why didn't they plant the old
ones?”

“They did try it but they wouldn't
grow either because the soil they
were used to and the ground plants
which held the soil had gone.
Usually it was too dry even for the
native plants. Nothing they could
do would put moisture in the air,
cool it, and make rain. Not that
it didn't rain sometimes. If rained
then much as now, seldom but In
torrents.

“And what did they do then,
Daddy?”

“Those who survived the coal, oil,
atom and cosmic wars—mostly old
people living on farms—struggled
for some time to keep their
machines going. By this time great
areas of land were needed to feed
very few animals or grow many
seeds. They couldn't keep the
machines that moved on tracks
going nor keep the tracks them-
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selves from breaking up because
the tracks were so long and the
people so few. As the other
machines depended on the tracks,
they soon broke down too. Some
used machines that travelled in the
air for a time till something called
‘credit’, that came from other lands
gave out. As the people became
fewer they were too scatterd for
the young to 'be taught in groups,
so they lost the art of writing
(which our tribes had learnt by
then) and we don't know what
happenied to the last of them. It
was a long time after they disap-
peared that our people crossed the
great desert between the Central
Mountains and the Dividing Range
and hunted on the ancient grounds
of the coastal tribes.”
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“How beautiful those mountains
must have been when they were
covered with trees.,” reflected Noo-
goora,

“Yes, our legends say they were
like a garden with many kinds of
delicate and colourful flowers. Even
the trees were often covered in
flowers, In the folk lore of the
savages there was a myth that they
too had been cxpelled from a gar-
den, somewhere in Iran, They said
their God expelled them, but we
know now that He didn't. They
destroyed it themselves”




Our C/awe /or Conﬁeruafion

A. G. COLLEY

Until recent years only a few
people had any interest in bushiand
conservation. A good proportion of
these were walkers, cthers were
nature lovers or scientists, and
some, fortunately, were in Govern-
ment departments. The achieve-
ments of these few in the face of
public apathy were notable. They
gucceeded in  having reserved
geveral areas of our most beautiful
bushland—inecluding Bluegum, Gar-
rawarra, Bouddi and part of the
Southern Blue Mountains.

Beyond persuading the Govern-
ment to classify areas as reserves
there has been little the bushwalk-
ing movement could do in conserv-
ing them, We could not stop van-
dalism, flower gathering or timber
destruction. Worse still we could
do nothing about bush flres, except
set a good example which few saw
and fewer followed. Reservation
may even have increased fires, since
nobody has any intereats in putting
out fires where there are no pro-
perty interests. National Park and
Kuring-Gal are outstanding
examplea of this. Big fires arc an
annual event in National Park
where no attempt is made to control
them until “property”—which
‘means buildings—eare threatened.
The Kuring-Gai Trust does its best
with quite inadequate means to
control flres. In most other reserves
nothing is done to control them.

Our present efforts to prevent
fires may have some moral value,
but cannot have any practical
effect. On any week-end in our
reserves near the city there are
scores of incipient fires in the form
of lighted cigarettes and Tunch fires,
while in backyards and farmlets
round the borders of the reserves
are numerous rubbish fires. Then
there are the fires started by those
who profit from them- such as the
wild-Aower gatherer in the near
city areas and the serub-cattle
+graziet” in the outer areas. our
propaganda will never convert more

than a few of the careless. It
won't persuade those who burn for
profit. The spread of some of the
sources of fire is inevitable when-
ever temperature is high and
humidity Jow. Nothing less than a
full control service with regular
fire-watchers, firefighters and equip-
ment will be effective. Such an
organisation is a far cry from
anything that has yet been done on
our reserves. The public are s0
used to the scrubby growth and
mangled, twisted trees which now
pass for bushland that they do not
realise that it could ever be differ-
ent. Even amongst hushwalkers
few seem to realise that primitive
areas are not created by proclama-
tion alone, but require to be super-
vised and preserved. If even &
amall area could be set aside and
suhjected to proper supervision
and Are contral it would be an ob-
ject lesson. It would teach that the
bush is “silent and monotonous”
only because its life has been de-
streved . by fire. In time, the area
would be covered with tall straight
trees. coloured with wild fowers,
animated by wild life. Many might
be converted to an active interest
in bushland conservation.

Tnterest in conservation in the
wider sense i.e. conservation of all
patural resources—has heen forced
upon public attention by the events
of recent vears. Unprecedented
drcught. bushfires which cost many
lives and destroyed farm property
and forests worth millions, sofl
crosion on previously fertile land,
woter shortages and food shor-
tapes, have pointed a moral. In
M. 9 W, we now have a Minister for
Conservation and a Soil Irosion
Commission. The emphasis is shift-
ing frocm exploitation to conserva-
tion ag it is realised that our land
resources are deteriorating in pro-
ductivity., Progress. it is coming
to be realized, depends upon the
seientific use and replacement of
our nasfural resources, not upomn
the rapidity with which we can
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wrest them from the soil and sell
them.

Up till now the conservation argu-
nlfleljlts we could use effectively were
limited. We could advocate the
reservation of an area becausc it
‘wdas a good scenic area, hecause
Mmany people would visit it, because
it was a pity to destroy the bush.
and—usually—because it wouldn’t
cost anything. If we succeeded in
having some small areas of no ‘“pro-
ductive"” value classified as reserves
we had done well, Suggestions for
large reservations usually had little
effect. Fires were considered de-
plorable, but didn't do any harm
“in the bush,” Erosion was usually
unpoticed. But with the awak-
ening of public interest together
with the establishment of official
conservation authorities. we now
have some strong allies if we
choose,

. Perhaps the strongest of thesc
is-—or could be if we wished it —
the Forestry Commission. The need
for timber iz obvious. It is used,
amongst other purposes, for all
_types of building construction, It
is a product of bushland and at the
present rate of consumption and
destruction, our forests won’'t last
many years longer. If the Forestry
Commission is given the means,
large areas which have hecn cut
out, rung or burned, will be con-
verted to good forest lands. Any-
one who has seen the State Forest
at Bateman's Bay—and State for-
ests are about the only areas in
the State that are not burnt out
periodically-——cannot doubt what a
boon forestry areas with fire con-
trol would be, The Commission
stresses the recreational wvalue of
its forests and the need for primi-
tive areas. Any areas that it pre-
serves from indiscriminate cutting
and frequent fires are a net gain
in the cause of bushland conserva-
tion. The great expense of reaf-
foresting these areas would never
be undertaken for any other reason
than that of obtaining timber.

Then there arc what might be
termed the “water interests,” which

n
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include, in greater or lesser degree,
almost everyhody., Water is the
“sine qua pon” of rural and city
development. To preserve our
water supplies we must conserve
the catchnient areas. If they are
denuded the flow of streams is
irregular, water is polluted and
dams fill with silt. It is no accident
that most of the arcas we want
conserved are ideal catchment
areas.

Thcy‘nre ideal bhecause they are
mountainous, timbered, and have
little pastoral or agricultural value,

. Another national interest which
iz gradually being recognised is
that of human conservation, or
national fitness. It is coming to be
realised that onc of the best ways
to keep city youth fit is to en-
courage them to walk and camp.
Areas near cities are needed for
this purpose.

Lastly there are the tourist in-
terests. Tourists. if any, will come
from crowded industrial countries.
They will not come to see build-
ings, bridges or national works and
monuments, which are bigger and
better at home, If they come, it
will be to see the countryside—our
Australian landscape and our
unigue flora and fauna. It must
be admitted that with our bush-
lands in their nresent state, we
haven’t much to show them at the
end of their 812000 mila trip.

.Conservation is of national sig-
nificance and deserves the support
of all patriotic people. Iu the past
our case has been limited to saying,
in effect, “We want this place
cl.assiﬁed as a reserve because it's
nice to Iook at and walk about in
and it's no good for anything else
anyway.” Now we can say "It is
in the national interest to conserve
this area. not only because of its
scenic heauty, but because it will
yield timber or water, will help
youth to keep fit, or will attract
tourists,” and expect our case to
attract attention. By paddling our
canoe in the strong currents we
shall get there much sooner.
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When buying bush-wear clothing

ENSURE THESE TWO ESSENTIALS

® 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 lefty aims of the Scout Movemenfl.
Certainly "any old cloth” will not do for such a purpose!
It is with this sense of responsibility that we se'!‘ec’r_’rhe
right cloth, prepare it and shape it into the sturdy Official
Uniform'' for the most vigorous boys in Australia.

® Price!

Being specialisis in our particular line of outdoor clothing,
we are in the position to manufac’:ure_on most ecqnomLcal
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 invite comparison, being conﬁdeni: that you
will be convinced that not only do we sell quality goeds,
but prices are well below the average.

The drizzle continued all night
and we locked out unhappily in the
morning on a dense bank of cloud
which obscured everything of in-
terest. However, after a leisurely
breakfast, we judged the clouds to
be lifting and, as there was no rain,
decided to attempt the flnal ascent.
A climb of half an hour over tumb-
led schist brought us up on the
North Col which joins the French-
man to the main range and over-
looks another shapely lake formed
by glacial action, Lake Gwendolin.
Soon we were looking for a way
up the cliffs overhead. A steep
chimney with a considerable over-
hang gave us some breathloss
moments but with the aid of a
length of rope we were soon up
and threading a way through
mosses and dead creeping-pines on
o wide, inclined ledge. Everywherte
gentians were blooming, not the
familiar blue but of a creamy
white. The only movement was the
scattering of grasshoppers as wo
approached,

After carefully passing a longer
chimney we were among the snow-
drifts. The clouds were still lifting
and our hopes for a view from the
top rose. The last few hundred
feet consisted of only rising bare
rock. We greeted the cairn with
what breath we had left and then
paused, enthralled by the splendid
view revealed as the curtain of
cloud rolled back.
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Apart from the breathtakingly
sheer cliff faee to the South-East
estimated at 2400 feet high, the
Cap seems to be butiressed on all
sides by bare, whitc ridges which
vie with one another in jaggedness
and bizarre effects. In glacier-torn
pockets lie jewel-like mountain
tarns. HRight considerable lakes
near at hand can be seen from the
summit.

Much of the charm of French-
man’s Cap lies in the fact that it is
set in wild, unsettled country. For
80 miles in any direction not a farm
or gign or cultivation is visible. In-
stead, there is peak after peak and
rugged ranges stretch away to the
sea or to the limit of sight. To the
North are the dark peaks of the
Reserve, Barn Bluff, Cradle Moun-
tain and the Eldon Range; towards
the West Coast is Mt Murchison
and the bare slopes of the moun-
tains around Queenstown; towards
the Zouth and South-East there are
peaks and ridges without number.

Reasoning that some wallabies
had ascended by an easier route
than we, we scouted around and
found a bhlazed track back to the
Col. Soon we were Ilunching by
Lake Tahune, now placid in the
sunlight and reflecting a thousand
feet of dark forest capped by
hundreds of feet of white quart-
zite,

The most typical social event in the Federation’s calendar is
the annual Reunion. For the benefit of the uninitiated. it may be
necessary to explain that a Reunion is a weekend camp of walkers
generally at somc spot easy of access so that older walkers may
attend and those with youngsters need not be deterred.

The Nepean River was the rendezvous this year znd the
weather could not have been more kindly. The camp fire was
one of the best both in point of entertainment and in the advan-
tage taken of -the topography of the site—a miniature Hollywood
Bowl with stars of all kinds! The use of two fireg for the lighting
was a feature which might well be copied on all important
occasions.

On Sunday there was a sports programme, swimming, enter-
tainment by the canoeists and of course the round of Ssocial
visits. As there is very little walking to be done, a Reunion
sounds like a rest-cure but one has to be very strong-minded to
make it s0. Cb T

17

! MAIL ORDERS A SPECIALITY

THE SCOUT SHOP

AUSTRALIA HOUSE, WYNYARD SQUARE
SYDNEY

'Phones : BW 6211, BW 6912

16




THE BUSHWALKER

~

A

—

|

- ) )
_C)Tor té,e ﬂappg :Z>ag 7

. . . Your dream has coma true, think well
before you choose. Your ring must be
beauiiful—always fine—worthy of the Great !
Day. Select happily a Saunders Wedding
fing — a Ring of maichless quality and
baauty. ‘

You will find exquisite Rings, beautiful
“"Orange Blossom'' Designs at 50/-, thrilling .
hand-carved circlets in White Gold at 55/-,
and the ever popular "Circle of Hearts"
Ring in 18ct. Yellow Gold 55/, or White
Gold 80f-. Eternity Rings, toco, in many
lavely styles, ara priced at 90/-, 95/. and §5.

SAUNDERS
Sydney's Leading [ewellers

RAILWAY $Q. and Cnr. KING & PITT STS.
e

Bushwalkers . ..

Purchase your MAPS

from

AUSTRALIA'S LEADING MAP PUBLISHERS

H. E. C. ROBINSON PTY. LTD.

221-3 GEORGE STREET
SYDNEY

Phone: BU 5748

Established 1882 Still Drawing Ahead

Walking Maps Directories

Road Maps
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The Great Dividing Range runs
south in an unbroken chain from
North Queensland, through N.SW.,
then turna westward and finally
peters out in the fiat Wimmera
country of Victoria. The Gram-
pians, covering an area of about
50 miles by 20 miles, dangle on the
end of this 3,000 mile chain—a
beautiful little embossed ornament
on the bosom of the Western plains.
They are rather difficult of access
to the Sydney walker, but from
Melbourne one does the trip in less
than a day.

Although the northern end of the
area is most boosted to the tourist,
we found the south most appealing
tc the Bushwalker who likes his
areas primitive and "unimproved.”
We went as far south as the service
car goes, to a large guest house—
Hotel Belfleld—lying in the valley
below Belfleld Peak, then walked a
further couple of miles south and
camped by a pleasant little trout
atream,

Geologically speaking the Gram-
plans are of block fault formation.
They run at right angles across the
end of the Great Divide in three
roughly parallel ranges stretching
north and south, the rocky western
slopes running up in a gentle in-
cline to drop sharply and precipi-
tously down the eastern face. Mt.
William, just under 4,000 ft. is the
highest peak on the Grampians and
was to be the goal of our next
day’'s walking. The only map avail-
able was a somewhat inaccurate
tourist road map. It shows a nice
thick dotted line of a track leading
from the roadway to the summit
of Mt. William—a mere 5 miles—
and as this was our first day’s
experience with the map nothing
warned us to be distrustful. So
about 11 co'clock we broke camp
and pottered along io the weir on
Fyan's Creek. Here we had an
early Iunch and hid our packs, then

.set off with 8 or more hours of

Aaylight in which to do what we
estimated to be a 4 hours’ walk.
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But we searched in vain for the
track—nothing but thick secrub, and
very bprickly teo. So we plunged
through the undergrowth hoping to
soon cut the track hbhefore long.
But we didn’t cut the track, and
the undergrowth didn't improve
cither in quantity or quality. Per-
sistent struggling eventually
brougbt us out to the high country
we were aiming for, but many hours
had been lost. Away to the east
towards Ararat stretched the level
plain. Behind us was the spectacu-
lar Red Bluff. and in front rose
Mt, William looking hardly more
than an hour’s walk away. But
hour after hour slipped away and
it -was 5 o'clock when the base of
the summit rocks was rcached.
Should we spend another hour gain-
ing the summit, with the certainty
of spending the night out with only
a box of matches to keep us warm,
or should we try to get back to our
packs by dark? The latter sug-
gestion won,

Knowing that any creek in that
vicinity was a tributary of Fyan's
Creek we got into the nearest and
followed it down. The descent be-
came steeper and steeper but at
least 'the creck bed was free from
undergrowth, When we got into
Fyan’s Creek daylight was rapidly
fading, Both banks were steep and
densely overpgrown offering not even
a campsite for a rabbit let alone a
space to light a flre, The water
got deeper as we proceeded, block-
ups of fallen timber increased, and
by the time it was almost too dark
to see where to put our feet and
we had both slipped in and got wet
to the twaist, providence gave Us a
break in the form of a wide log
bridge over the creek which natur-
ally suggested a road leading to
and from. We found it with diffi-
culty in the dark and sped along in
an effort to warm up.

Gaining the road, however, was
not the end of the story, we still
had to find our vacks, Imagine a
pitch black night; imagine yourself
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on an unknown road not certain
whether to follow it north or south,
and numerous small tracks, any one
of which might or might not lead
to the weir, leading off it. We had
just about resigned ourselves to
spending the rest of the evening
vainly probing down such tracks
by matchlight when we did find the
one which lead to the weir, Thank-
fully we retrieved our packs and
put on dry clothes and within a
quarter of an hour were back at
our previous night’s campsite and
our troubles were over.

We awoke late next morning.
Ira found that 60% of his toenails
had been wrecked and it took us
a good hour to remove the thorns
and splinters from our anatomy.
‘We called this 2 day of rest, merely
prospecting the beginnings of a
track up the opposite range. It
wasg a promising beginning so next
morning we departed with two
small packets of lunch for a day
trip up Mt. Lubra. The track
vanighed on the first ridge in a
welter of post-bushflre wattles,
bracken and similar rubbishb,
through which we twigged a path
right to the summit which we
found invaluable for the return
journey. Lubra is really delightful
The view out over Victoria Valley
is wide and wild and all around
the long precipices of rocky ranges
surge like breakers in a high sea.
The scrub, too, is bluish green, and
from nbove looks like the rippled
surface of an ocean swell. The
#ffect 1s quite wunlike any other
mountainsg I have seen. It was a
perfect day, We traversed three
minor peaks and returned to camp
about dark.

Next day we left the South and
followed the road north, the whole
bush colourful with wildflowers, the
trees weighed down with bright
parrots, and in between slender
wattle stems flitted innumerable
small birds. We met guite a few
huge stumpy-tailed blue-tongue liz-
ards, and a couple of echidnas;
-wallabies bounded through the bush
and the weird drumming of emus
indicated their presence in large
numbers although I missed seeing
any.

We climbed Mt. Victory through
fields of wildflowers. After several
hours on its long summit we passed
on, and when the smell of evening
deepened on the air we found a
little timber-getter's hut and cam-
ped there as a cold wind was blow-
ing on the exposed heights. '

Next day we walked to Wartook
Reservoir down a long hard road,
detouring to look at MacKenzie
Falls and Broken Falls which lie
in a very deep gorge and are guite
spectacular. The caretaker at War-
took was so delighted to see visi-
tors that he supplied us with a
gtreteher and kapok mattiress which
was just too too luxurious but very
much appreciated, likewise a dim-
inutive yabbie which I cooked for
tea—we were running short of pro-
visions. Hunger made me rash and
I tried to get the last morsel of
flash from the little beastie by
chewing up his shell too, but some
nasty little piece of it worked its
way down my tbroat and I spent
the rest of the evening choking till
our kindly caretaker came to my
rescue with a whole loaf of bread
which I was instructed to eat dry.
Ira swore T choked myself on pur-
pose to get the bread. It was good
anyhow.

Next day we were given instruc-
tions for finding a track which was
to lead us on to the range and
save us hours of road walk, but
after locating same and following
it for several miles N.W., when our
objective was practically S.E., we
decided it must be another one of

those zig-zag timhber tracks and

returned to the road. It probably
did lead to the top of the range all

The hospitable little timber-get-
ter's hut again opened its doorway
t0 us—it had no doorway to open—
and bright and early next morning
we departed like Alice for Wonder-
land. This is the tourist showground
where every nook and cranny and
gap and precipice and lump of rock
hag its appropriate name. The guide
can point out innumerable subtl-
tiez in rock such as The Rt. Hon.
S. M. Bruce, whales and porpoises
and many another queer fish, but
your perception has to be as subtle

as your subject to recognisg them.
The Grand Canyon, which leads to
all these marvels is short and spec-
tacular and very easy walking, one
section—the Boulevarde—so resem-
bling a suburban footpath, that I'm
sure it was manufactured scveral
million years ago with the prescnt-
day tourist in mind. There is a
wired-in lookout from which you
may gaze into the valley, which we
forthwith did and spotted out a
good campsite for our last evening's
camp. A gentle ramble down a well-
worn track led us out to the Halls
Gap camping ground—a well-
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catered-for tourist area where lorry
loads of lads loitered and lassies
lingered till the last gleam of day-
light sent them speeding home.

And now, after 8 days of brilliant
heat in a country of magnificent
distances, the warm air permeated
by a wild honey smell, the sky at
night freekled with millions of
stars, the Royal Revolver of this
globe of ours brought Monday
round all too soon and returned us
to the murk of the City. Do I
repeat myself when I say I don't
like it?

jée gudéwaﬂem’ Sruiced Commiﬂge

At the end of 1945, the above
committce presented its fifth and
final annual report after five years
of activity, No one was sorry that
the end of hostilities and demobili-
sation brought the nced for the
committee to an end but we all
knew that the committee would
willingly function as long as it
was required,

The highest number of service
members of Federated Clubs on the
register of the Committee at one
time was 172 and the regular fort-
nightly posting of “mental com-
fnrts’” over the five years to these
required the wrapping and posting
of the following astonishing num-
ber of articles:

Club Magazihes,
“Annuals” and mis-
rellaneous publica-

tions ... ... .. . o 9,908
Packets and parcels .. 979
Photographs .. ... .. 6,000
Letters ... ... .. ... .. 287
Xmag Cards ... ... .. 500
Songbooks ... ... ... .. 105
Circulars and reports 158

The amount of money handled in
achieving these figures was £360
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raised by the activities and support
of the various clubs and by dona-
tions from individuals which, alone,
totalled £30. Administrative ex-
penses were kept down to the low
figure of 3%.

In its conciuding rcport the Com-
mittee said, “We should like to say
how pleased we are that we have
been able, on your behalf, to bring
some measure cf cheer to our
friends whilst in the Forces, and
that the many. mntany letters of
appreciation we have received have
more than compensated us for the
work we have doue’” Further, the
Committee cxpressed its thanks to
all Federated Clubs for their sup-
port.

Our thanks. in great measure,
are due to the Committee for its
tireiess, unstiinted work. In particu-
lar, wc¢ mention Maurie Berry,
Doreen Harris, “Dunk”, Millie
Horne, Bill Waite and “Paddy”
Pallin and his staff but this does
not by any means exhaust the list
of people, such as those who made
and did numercus printing jobs,
who gave generougly cf their time
the hundreds of photographic prints
and eiforts.
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The protection and preservation
of the hushlands was the job which
Charles Roberis adopted as his own
particular contribution to the com-
munity and he threw all his ener-
gles and his genlus for organisation
Into this work during the years he
wns assoctated with the Coast and
Monatain Walkers and with the
Federation as its Honorary Secre-
tary.

He was of the adventurous type
who loved to breek into nmew coun-
try; he was a good comrade and a
good bushman and he did what was
in his power to ensure that others
would be able to find in the bush
the same happiness ag he himself
had found.

He resigned from the Honorary
Becretaryship of the Federation to
foin the Army and gave his life in
Malaya, and stories we have heard
show that the same spirit of self-
sacrifice and comradeship which we
knew of old, still monifested itself
during the time he was & Prlsoner
of War.

Whtle still Uving in the country,
Arnold Eay hecame a bushwalker
with the CM.W.s and travelled
many miles on his motor bike to
join his city friends on their trips.

Arnold was & good mate, he was
a tireless walker and loved the
comradeship of the camp fire, and
gave his friendship without stint.
His walking was largely dene in the
Blue Mountains country, although
later & change of work gave him
the opportunity of knowiog some-
thing of our Alpine Country.

He was fllled with the zest of
living and it was not easy to imag-
ine, when he joined the R.AAF.,
that any harm could come to him.
He went overseas and shortly after
arriviog in England he gave his
life during operations against Ger-
many.

“We will remember them™

Many Bushwalkers—both men and women—
served with the Forces in the Second World War
and most of them, fortunately, returned to us. Some,
however, will never again walk the bush tracks. Not
one of these rests on his native soil yet the love of
each for his country was deep, intimate and abiding;
deep but not ostentatious, intimate in a joy in tree
and grass and sky, abiding in the very fibre.

Although deeply Imhued with a
loye for the green flelds of his
English home, Gordon Townend
soon succumbed to the charm of
the brown and blue Australlan
landscape. His wide appreciation of
Mature and his tolerant manner
drew him into bushwalking as =a
member of the C.MW.s and for
the short time allowed, he tramped
in the Blue Mouniains and National
Park, finding in these rugeed lands
a complement to the rolling land-
scapes of hame.

In July, 1842, he joined the
R.A.AF. hoping to be transferred
to PBriteln, His desire to join in
the defence of England was ful-
filled, Two years later he was re-
ported missing while on an opera-
tional flight over Germany.

The hand of war fell heavily on
the youth of our country. Bruce
Elder had been bushwalking for a
short time only before he enlisted
in the Royal Australian Navy. It
was in 1938 that he joined the
Coast and Mountain Walkers., His
first trip was of & fortnight’s dura-
tion in the Ciyde Eiver district,
which furned a leaning towards
NMature into s positive fondness for
all that our bush couniry had to
ofer, a fondness mingled with an
energy of spirii which only youth
can pPossess.

“Shattered my glass, ere half the
sands had run.” What this early
love for Nature would have pro-
duced we shall mever kmow. He
went down with his ship, HM.AS.
“Sydney,” in December, 1941.

Gordon Marshall Maonnell was
ndmitted to membership of the
Sydney Bush Walkers in March,
1934. Those members who walked
with him well remember his love
of the bush, his friendliness, and
at all times his consideration for
others.

He was always cager to get away
from the beaten track and visit
areas not tamtiliar to the meajority
of bushwalkers. He was a member
of the first Bydney Push Walker
parties to climb Mount Eing George
from Blue Gum Forest, descend
Bonnum Ple, Wollondilly River, end
cross the ranges from Moarmys to
follow the Deua River to Araluen.
The Macleay River from Uralla, via
Postman’s creel-:.‘ 7as also a trip
ploneered by him£

Although the fufier of two young
children, Gordon felt it his duty to
enlist, and he 1 Australia for
England to serve an Air Gunner
in the RAAP. He was posted
missing after a bombing raid on
Germany early in 1945.

Tt was sad news for the many
bushwalkers who had known Gor-
don Bmith {o hear thai be had
died in & Japahese prizon camp in
Borneo during the last stages of
the war,

Gordon started walking nas a
track walker in 1921, and had an
outstanding athletic career. Before
he enlisted he held nearly all the
Australlan long distance records.

As & result of long training
walks, mainly on roads, he became
interested in bush walking, and
joined the Sydney Bushwelkers us
a foundation member in 1828. In
these early days of the Club, he
pioneered, with fellow club mem-
bers, a number of routes, some of
which are now popular walks. They
included the Arst traverse of the
Gangerang, wher? his name has
been given to thfl. pass leading to
the range from i egra; and the
first trip down the Colo Rlver. In

later years he a number of
Iarge pariles oWr some of the
roughest of the untain country.

He enlisted in the A.LF. early in
1940 and was taken prisoner in
Malays early In 1942, Little is
known of his subseguent movements
as most of his comrades perished
in Borneo.

He used his knowledge and ex-
perience of walking, together with
a capacity for detailed planning, fo
organise a number of very emjoy-
able trips for his club mates. It
would have been much easier for
him to go on long walks with a
few strong walkers, but he usually
preferred to take a large party, In-
cluding many average, or even weak
members. By good team work they
were enabled to enjoy walks they
could mever have done onm their
own. He lead his parties by his

The Federation hopes to be able to perpetuate
the memory of these walkers in a fitting way by the
naming of a prominent place possibly in the Gange-
rangs. The Gangerangs, rising up to the dominat-
ing Cloudmaker, flank some of the grandest scenery
in the Blue Mountains and are practically sur-
rounded by gorges which will stay the hands of
those who may wish to change them.

The peak will probably be called ALCHERINGA

—Place of the Spirits.

guiet guidance and encouragement,
mever by assertion: which capacity
is perhaps the measure of true
democratic leadership. His unas-
suming maenner, good humour and
gulet persusasiveness, endeared him
k0 all who knew him.

George Bruce Loder was n foun-
dation member, and first Secretary
of the Trampers Club of N.SW.
He was well known as club delegate
to the Pederatlon Council, and as
Federation Publicity Officer in 1940-
41, George Loder enlisted in the
R.A.AF. in May, 1941, and trained
a8 an Observer. Atter doing bril-
liantly et training schools in Cun-
ada he arrived In England, and
was posted to Lancasters. His work
earned him selection for the Path-
finder Force, & commission in May,
1943, the D.F.C. and a Flight Lieu-
tenantcy in October, 1943.

On 20th December, 1943, he failed
to return from operations egainst
Frankfurt, and was later reported
to be buried at Doornspuyk in Hol-
land, This wes to have been his
last trip as he had completed two
tours on Pathfinders.

In George the Federation had ohe
of its strongest supporters, as he
didn't mind how much work he did
where Conservation and his beloved
bush was concerned. The Walking
Fraternity as a whole, lost a real
friend in George Loder.

Jack Wall was a likeable person-
ality who carried out his duties as
Treasurer of the Campfire Club
with keenness and zest. A founda-
tion member of the club, he early
answered the call to arms,

pircrew training in Australia and
England as a radic man, he was
posted to Wellingtons in the Middle
East. Flying Officer Jack Well was
lost whilst returning from a mis-
slon over the Adriatic Sea on the
Tth July, 1044,

Ken Grenfell was & member of
the Rucksack Club for only a short
time before joining the Air Forge.
He iost his life in an air rald over
Germany.

Mae Nichels joined the Y. M.C.A.
Ramblers early in 1939, becoming
Social Secretary and an enthusi-
astle member of the Ramblers'
Basket Ball Team. Leaving his
position with the Commonwealth
Bank, he enlisted in the A.LF., be-
ing sent to Malaya. At the early
age of 21 yeers he was tragically
killed in action et Singapore during
February, 1942.

James McCormack was capiain of
the Y.M.C.A, Ramblers’ Club Basket
Ball Team, and & popular member
of the staff of Eveready Batteries,
Jointng the R.A.AF. he was at-
tached for duty to H.M.AS. ““Can-
berra.” As a result of wounds re-
celved In action he died on the 9th
August, 1942, aged 21 years.

As we po to press we learn of
two more members of the Sydney
Bushwalkers to whom our debt is
immeasurable, namely Reginald
Hewitt and Norman Saill. We re-
gret that short notice precludes
mention of their Service records.
They were bushwalkers, and their
personalities live on in the hearts

Afterand minds of other bushwalkers.

“They shall groew not old, as we that are left groaw old.
Age shall not aweary them, nor ihe years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning

We avtil remember them”

—Laurence Binyon.
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rowly averting disaster, till the fog
lifted for two minutes and showed
us our way around the deep gorge.
When, later, the weather cleared,
we could see that the righthand or
eastern gide of Kaputar is the
easiest way off the peak.

North of Kaputar we kept to the
top of the range which, tike other
voleanic formations, is a succession
of high peaks and saddles. Capel,
Pound, Lindesay and Cayaldi, all
over 4,400 feet, were climbed and
passed. Just before Pound Moun-
tain we had our first glimpse of Mt.
Grattai, fourteen miles away to the
north, its 4,800 feet rising in isolated
splendour. We decided that we must
climb it. Last week's rain was now
a benefit, for many pools were
lying about and there was water a
few hundred yards down any gully.
Teo locate it in normal times, how-
ever, a drop of sometimes thousands
of feet would be nccessary for this
reglon is usually very dry.

The weather was now splendid,
and thick, white banks of cumulus
clouds hung in the sky giving depth
to the limitless views, east and
west across the piains and along
the mountains.

Eventually we reached Killarney
Gap at an elevation of 2,500 feet
and camped by the road from Bin-
gara to Narrabri. Fast time had
been made, thus compensating for
the Kaputar incident, so next morn-
ing we set off for Grattai. A herd
oft wild goats, sixteen in all, made
a glorious picture perched on a
rocky ridge, their long, snow-white
coats contrasting with the blue sky.
Hoping for a photo, I followed them
up the cliff and came upon two
large white male goats intent upon
a battle to the death, T watched for
quite a while as they hurtled at
each other, their long horns and
heads clashing loudly, but finally
disturbed them while taking photos
from a few feet away,

Mt. Grattai displays =z distinct
bed of volcanic rock near the top,
outcropping as a cliff on all sides.
After negotiating this cliff we
reached the top, which is a tiny
plateau about 200 yards across. The
vistas opened up as we walked
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around the edge were superb. Com-
paratively near, each of thc peaks
Courada, The Gins, Bobby Waa or
Waa alone would be worth a trip.
To describe one: The Gins (3,850
feet) has a crater at the vertical
end while the other end, which was
the lava flow, slopes like the curved
back of a whale for three-quarters
of a mile, Reluctantly we started
on our way back to Killarney Gap.

Cur journey was nearly over but
we still had another surprise to see
in this range of surprises. The
Sawn Rocks we found up a smali
branch of Bobbiwa Creek, a few
miles down from Killarney Gap.
They consist of vertical hexagonal
trachytc columns formed into a
cliff 80 feet high and several hune
dred feet long. The hexagons are
about fifteen inches across the flats
and their patterns can be seen in
the smooth worn creek bed at the
base of the cliff, indicating that the
columns penetrate some distance
into the ground. Many of these
monoliths lie on the ground below
and a halcony effect is given when
looking up at where they have
broken off. The saw-tooth shape
would he seen when looking down
on the edges from the air.

It should be the object of all to
preserve such wonders as these. At
present there exists the Kaputar
Recreation Reserve of 1,920 acres,
and there did exist, until revoked
in 1839, the Grattai Recreation Re-
gerve of 9,000 acres. Perhaps these
two areas could be linked by the
intervening high land of the range,
which is leased crown land and
mostly unproductive, to form one
large National Park,

To Bushwalkers the Nandewars
have yet to give that thrill whicb
comes on first seeing unknown
country. Thougb it may be less
amusing, we cannot have u local
inhabitant, after puzzling over a
rucksack, saying, “Is that some-
thing that gocs on a horae?”

Our last view of the Nandewars
wag from Narrabri back acress the
plaings, The late afternoon sun
tinted them a light blue and em-
phagised their majesty over the
darkening countryside,

b TG ta O3
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“Fleas” said the Oldest Bush
Walker, (hereinafter referred to as
the O.RW.) settling himself com-
fortably on the grass besifle Evan-
geline, “fleas may be conmder_ed as
one of the lesser evils of the insect
warld.”

Evangeline, with her sleeping bag
spread out before her, was goipg
gver the seams inch by inch w1t'h
anxious care, looking for a certain
disturber of her slumbers. The
O.BW.s remark was thereforc not
ga irrelevant as one might think,

“Take mosquitoes” he resumed,
allowing hizs hand to stray almost

unconsciously into a packet of

raisins opcn nearby.

“You take mosguitoes” said
Evangeline. “I have quite enough
to do looking for one flea.”

“Moasquitoes” said the O.B.W. in
tones somewhat muffled by musca-
tels, “have wings. They can move
swiftly from place to place. Thl?y
stab and depart. They hunt in
droves. As tast as you slay one,
another takes up the atiack Or
think of sandflies. They are {nuch
worse because they are practically
invisible, They wait until nightfall
to make their forays as thm!gh
they knew that man is but a blind
fooi in the dark. But turning to
the fiea, what do we find?”

“T wish to goodness I could find
thim,” said Evangeline.

“We find that he ventures forth
all alone to pursue his monstr(_)ua
quarry. Seldom is he seen hunting
in pairs.” ) .

“I've often seen him hunting in
shorts,” said Charles, pausing to
listen to the harangue. “By the
way, O.BW,, did you ever hear the
Song of the Flea?” )

The O.B.W., something of a high-
brow, fell into the trap.

“Ah yes — Mouasargsky. I once

heard it sung by the great Chalia-
pin.” .

“Oh no—not that one” said
Charles. “I was thinking of My
Little Grey Home in the Vest'"—
and he departed, grinning a low-
brow grin.

The OBW. was nothing if not
tenacious.

#pg 1 wasg saying, he battles alone,
and does not wait like a coward for
the cover of darkness, but attacks
in broad daylight. He is not a
glutton: having taken a reasonable
meal, he lies perdu to digest. He
has no aerial means of escape, h1:lt
relies solely on his agility to avoid
capture. And here,” said the O.B.W.
warming to his subject, “is where
a very simple technique will enable
you to dispose of fleas without
trouble. You should never become
flurried. Having sighted the crea-
ture, you should wait until he has
made his first leap, Then, before
he can flex his knees for the second
jump, you should wet your fore-
finger on the tip of the tongue—so
—and place it hurriedly with a good
follow-through movement, on the
juckless flea.” .

He broke off suddenly, flinching
as though from some deep-seated
anguish.

aThat's all very well” began
Evangeline argumentatively, “but
the trouble iz flrst to sight your
flea.”

The O.B.W, was not listening. A
glazed look had come into his eyes.
He rose hastily, making an involun-
tary clutch at his trouser-leg. (He
was wearing longs). .

“Eycuse me,” he said, and dived
into his tent. .

“"Practice must of course, improve
one's technique.” )

Evangeline called after him,
hanging up her sleeping bag in the
sun with a sigh of relief.
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Presents Fascinating Problems

Capturing a glowing moment upon celiuloid presents prob-
lems of exposure, screening, compesition, and ultimately of
developing, printing, and enlarging.

W. Leicht, the Camera Specialist, knows the photographic
problems peculiar ta bushwalkers. f you are a new chum
to the art you can't do better than ask him the "good oil"
regarding equipment or enlarging. As an old hand Mr.
Leicht knows that perplexities increase with experience and
the need to keep pace with technical advances, therefore
he appreciates fully the problems of the advanced amateur.
If all photographic problems are new to you—or you desire
to clear up details of some new aspect of photographic
technology—consult W. Leicht, The Camera Specialist,

DEVELOPING
FRINTING
ENLARGING

Take your photographic problems to

THE CAMERA SPECIALIST

(W. LEICHT)

I47a Elizabeth Street (near Market Street)
'Phone MA 7837

MAIL ORDERS
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Recognition of the fact that union
is strength brought the Federation
into being in 1932, Since then it
has steadily grown in size and has
always shown an active interest in
the preservation of our bushlands
and in conservation, Three clubs—
the Caloola Club, the Walkabout
Club and the St. George Bushwalk-
ing Club—have joined the Federa-
tion since our last issuc, making
seventeen affliated clubs in all

Most of the work accomplished
by the Federation this year has
been unspectacular “grind”. How-
ever, on its representations, the
Forestry undertook to keep the fine
stand of gum trees on the top of
Mt. Coricudgy, near Rylstone, as a
primitive area. This will give
pleasure to those fortunate pcople
who have walked under these lovely
trees which are also valuable from
a commercial point of view.

War was continued on the bush
fire menace. Suggestions for pos-
ters which were given to the Bush
Fires Advisory Committee were
adopted and fresh suggestions of-
tered for next year. It was also
suggested that special constables
with motor bikes and side cars be
appointed to endeavour to appre-
hend people who burn the bush to
promote the growth of young fern
for commercial reasons. A sub-
committee was appointed to malke
further practical suggestions in a
campaign to impress upon the
public that the bush is public pro-
perty and just as valuable as
houses. In this work the Federa-
tion enlisted the aid of the Bush
Fires Advisory Committee, the
Local Government Association, the

jsénow&cjgmanfd

Local Government Department and
the Rangers League.

As a result of the Petition for
the Prohibition of the Sale of Wild
Flowers presented last year, the
Minister for Local Government set
afool extensive enquirics as to how
many wild flowers sold were ac-
tually grown as distincet from heing
plucked from the bush. In the up-
shot, a bill wes passed, not pro-
hibiting the sale of wild flowers
altogether but providing that the
only wild flowers which might be
sold were those grown by licensed
growers. The act had the result of
enormously decreasing the sale of
wild flowers and where as Martin
Place, for instance, had been a
mass of boronia in carly Spring, in
Spring 1945 not a bloom was to be
seen there. Despite this vast im-
provement there was reason to be-
lieve that many wild flowers sold
by the growers were not actually
cultivated at all and the Federation
is taking further steps to try to
eliminate these.

The Xosciuske Liaison Commit-
tee was formed to prepare a con-
stitution, the objeet of which is to
bring together the recreationalists
who go to Kosciusko and to try
to arrive at a common policy. The
Kosciusko State Park with its op-
portunities for walking and ski-ing
should be used for the enjoyment
of all but, at the same time, it
must be zealously guarded from an
exploitation which comes near to.
vandalism. Your active interest in
this objective and in others helps
to make the Federation a potent.
force in the community.

Once again we wish to express our thanks for the assistance
given by members in the preparation of this magazine and to
our contributors including those whom the exigencies of our
space prevent us from publishing. For the cover photo we are
indebted to David Stead, and for the line drawings to Andrew

Sprott.

“Paddy” was, as usual,

most helpful and not only in

providing accommodation for the Publications Committee. Various
blocks which have been donated bear their own acknowledgements.
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} BUT NOT STATIONARY'!

COMPETITIVE PRICES FOR CLUB PRINTING
AND OFFICE REQUISITES
! RUBBER STAMPS, ACCOUNT BOCKS, ETC,

Everything in Stationery

K. A. WOOD

(K. A. Hindwood. Proprietor)

WINGELLO HOUSE, ANGEL PLACE, SYDNEY
Telephones: BW 5275, BW 7009
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1(LUT}\;‘CH each day at the Vegetarian Cafe is a safs rule
or health. Food values are preserved in appetising ways

)
)
in the meals we prepare. You will enjoy our garden i

fresh saleds and savoury entrees.

If you have to stay late in :
: ' N
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’ Stocks of dried fruits of large, prime quality always

available, ts i ‘ i
parsnips.e Nuts in the best grades. Dried carrots ard

On Friday lunch first and b itami
o calonts o the 70 uy your week-end vitamins

{ SANITARIUM HEALTH FOOD SHOP

13 Hunter Street, Sydney — Near Wynyard entrance
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Monday morning found us again
in high spirits bouncing down this
canoeists’ paradise and at midday
we came to what I shall call the
first canyon. The river here was
just & mass of churning white foam
whirlpools and waterfalls. Thesc
called for a portage of a quarter
mile over slippery granite boulders
and, when we tired of carrying the
canoc, we relaxed by carrying our
three hundredweight of gear over
the same boulders. Of course we
did not neglect to take photos of
all this to impress the folk back
home.

Xmas Day was spent similarly
except for a bit of climbing to spy
out the land and, cheers, therc in
the distance was a fodder shed
standing in clear rolling country.
A fodder shed meant a station near-
by but it must be remembered that
there was stilt half a mile of canyon
between us and civilisation. To get
through this half mile took most
of Boxing Day, On one occasion
it was necessary to paddle across
stream just above a series of falls.
Naturally we “only just made it”
and whilst recovering from the in-
evitable dark brown taste in the
mouth were fortunate enough to
witness the rare sight of a duck
shooting a rapid.

Once out of the canyon we ran
the gauntlet of a rams’ paddock to
get to the nearby station which was
deserted. Could this be a variation
of the Marie Celeste mystery? We
located the meat safe, about ten
feet square with the wire gauze
doing its best to keep out millions
of flies. Should we snatch a leg of
mutton and run for it? No! We
would adopt the genteel approach
and camp nearby, the people would
invite us to dinner and, as we left,
would present us with a hilly of
milk, a dozen chops and a newly
picked pumpkin, all of which we
would grab greedily whilst ad-
monishing them for their undue
generosity. While looking for a
eamp site we located the entire
family round a bend in the river
and, when they spotted us, there
was much tidying of picnic things
and snatching of nude babies from
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the water. Qur great expectations
were dashed when the spokesman
curtly informed us that there werc
good campsites further down and
that the Snowy water was good to
drink. Never have I seen country
people so much like city people.

The ninc mile stretch between
this station andi Dalgety was com-
pleted the following day and was
one long joy ride with easy rapids
and currents: a classic for the
canoeist who likes it easy. But
even if they are easy, they require
a certain, amount of attention and
whilst in the middle of a heated
argument aa to whether some ani-
mals on the bank were angora
goats or highland sheep we ran into
bother again in an 8 bend rapid.
This time the canoe sank well down
under water, wedged tightly and
took at least two hours to extricate.
Once again I had to secretly dispose
of o lot of broken pieces of canoe
ribs so that Ken wouldn't feel too
hadly ahout the care the canoe was
getting.

We limped into Dalgety in the
teeth of a howling gale on Thurs-
day afternoon, and, although we
wore some of the sheepskins that
didn't get to Russia, our teeth
chattercd so much we could hardly
tell the hotel proprietress we pre-
terred “it” with water. We took
it stralght and for the first time
had undiluted rum in a hotel. This
unexpected honesty 'on the part of
the publican took our breath away
almost as much as the throat-sear-
ing spirit and, much to the amuse-
ment of Dad and Dave at the other
end of the bar, we nearly coughed
our hearts up.

My conversation with Dave was
short and to the point and veads
like a passage from Henry Lawson’s
prose:

I: Nice weather.

Dave: My oath!

I: Good rain?

Dave: My crimson oath!

I: Necd it?

Dave: My crimson, crimson oath!

Horrible glances from the bar-
maijd as we left to arrange fov
transport home!
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proached; and the wind was work-
ing up a hurricane fury. Day had
already dawned, when the elements
unieashed their worst upon us. The
water was coming down the moun-
tain-side in cascades, and I could
already feel it seeping through my
sleeping-bag. In a few minutes
everything we had was saturated.
“The Seaman Hut!” I exclaimed, as
I hastily tried to pack away my
gear., The water squelched out of
my sleeping-bag, as I pushed it
into my rucksack. We knew that
we were not far from the motor-
road to the summit and that, when
onee we were on the road, we
gimply had to follow it to the
Seaman Hut, But the 2¢ miles that
intervened between us and our ob-
jective were a via dotorosa. The
mist was so dense that we could
sec anly about twenty yvards ahead;
and the wind was so strong that
cur ground-sheets were uselessly
flying out in front of us, sceming
to permit the icy-esld rain to be
driven inte the very marrow of our

bones! We tried to yell to each
other, but the gale howled louder;
and, when I tried to speak, I found
that I could not articulate my
words, because my lips were frozen.
At length we could discern the
shape of the Seaman Hut through
the mist.

When we arrived at the hut, Wal
and I proceeded to make ourselves
comfortable. In the ante-room there
was plenty of good firewcod stored.
and a first-class axe. There were
clothes-lines already suspended be-
fore a family-sized fuel stove. We
had just finished hanging out all
our wet belongings, and were work-
ing the firte up to a vigorous
warmth, when we were disturbed
by a terrific hammering on the
docr of the hut. Opening the door,
I saw a gaunt, spectral figure be-
fore me, with water trickling down
hiz livid cheeks, For a moment he
stood motionless and silent, and
then his lips opened to emit a tor-
rent of abuse such as I had never
heard before. (In case his friends

HIGH-CLASS MEALS

Specialists in Grills, Fish and Oysters

Late Suppers

The Best Meals in Katoomba

KATOOMBA STREET

(Opposite The Carrington)

e i
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ARONEY'S CAFE

KATOOMBA

Telephone: Katoomba 290
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think he is a gentleman, I shall
keep the man's identity a secret).
From what I could gather, he was
trying to blame someone for hiding
the Seaman Hut from him and his
companion, who had just appeared
on the scene, However, as soon as
they heard the crackling of the
fire, they both made a bee-line for
the stove. After thawing out suffi-
ciently) they told us their story.

They had been camping on Mount
Ramshead, when the blizzard came
down upon them. For a while they
tried to take refuge from the wind
by crouching among the tall boul-
derz of Famshend, but wherever
they went the wind and rain circled
round and caught them. They had
noticed the Seaman Hu!l indicated
on their map, but they did not
know exactly where it was in re-
lation to their pesition. 3o they de-
cided to stecr a compass course
until they found it. The invective
T sustained was the natural outlet
to the pent-up despair they suffered,
a3 they struggled through the mist
and the blinding rain. But now
they had attained their heart's
desire and, after we had all eaten
breakfast, the four of us felt quite
normal again, There were two bed-
rooms in the hut, and there were
two iron bhedsteads in cach bed-
room: so each party had a bedroom,
and each man had a bed. Every-
thing was working out neatly; and
we talked of bushwalks and bush-
walkers, while the tempest raged
without,

At this juncture it would be as
well to refer to the origin of the
Seaman Hut. On August 16th, 1928,
the ncwspapers reported that two
skiers, Messrs. Evan Haycs and W.
Laurie Seamzn, had been lost in a
blizzard, while trying to reach the
summit of Mount Kosciushko.
Weather conditions were so bad
that, despitc desperate cfforts by
ski parties and by aeroplanes to
locate them, it was announced on
August 20th, that further attempts
at rescue would be useless. On
September 9th, 1928, TLaurie Sea-
man’s body was found, covercd with
snow, at a spot where the hut now
stands. Financed by a gift of £150
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sent from New York, US.A., by Mr.
W. H. Seaman, father of the un-
fortunate skier, the hut was com-
pleted and officially opened on] the
17th May, 1929, the opening cere-
mony being performed by the then
Chief Secretary, Mr, Chaffey. But
it was not until the 31st December,
1929, that the body of Evan Hayes
was discovered about 300 yards
from Lake May,

At an altitude of 6G3G feet above
sea level, the “memorizl chalet” (as
Mr. Chaffcy called it) has walls
composed of granite rubble packed
with concrete, and surfaced on the
inside with an insulating material.
On a tablet of polished granite are
recorded the circumstances leading
up to the erection of the hut. A
bome foursquare, challenging the
relentless fury cf the heavens, it
is a fanir example of what could
e done in the matter of erecting
shelters. Nor does it disturb the
harmony of the surroundings, as
huts arc apl to do. Symmetrically
built under the supervision of the
Government Architect, and with
local materials predominating, it
“tones in” with the general land-
scape,

Returning to my narrative, T
have to state that all cur belong-
ings were dry by nightfall of the
day we entered the hut. The bliz-
zard lasted throughout the next
day. but toward evening the
weather began to clear, and Decem-
ber the 30th, dawned a perfect day.
Tt was then that we saw the Austra-
lian Alps in all their summer glory.
A cloudless sky, with scarcely a
ripple of wind, brought out all the
colourings in the rocks. Nature al-
ways more than compensates her
votaries for any inconvenience she
imposes upon them Like Robert
Louis Stevenson after his night
among the pines, I somehow felt in-
debted to someone for the hospi-
tality I had received. Though T
could not express my gratitude to
the living, at least I can fecl grate-
ful to the spirit of Laurie Seaman,
whose sad death made it possible
for us to enjoy Kosciusko when it
ean best be enjoyed—immediately
after a blizzard.

3%









THE BUSHWALKER

altitude we did not tarry long but,
heart in mouth, looked down fear-
fully upon the steep two-mile de-
seent to the hut. In about the time
that it takes to extricate oneself
from a snowdrift about sixteen
times, we had swooped down from
our mountain ecrie, bulldozed our
way through the woodrun, and ar-
rived with a neat little “schuss” at
the hut door. Twelve hours on the
move found us still exhilarated as
we arrived “home” at sunset.

After ten days at Mackays Hut,
during which time we made,
amongst others, an excursion to the
top of far Bald Mountain, we re-
turned to the Bogong Hut, this
time fully packed and en-route—
we hoped to Hotel Kosciusko.

Barring our path was the 6000 ft.
range behind Jagungal. It was
snowing, and in deep powder snow,
using climbing cords and skins, we
ploughed resolutely up the ridge.
Steadily weather conditions became
wotrse, and as we breasted the top
of the range, we were struck by the
full force of the blizzard. In a
swirling storm of flying snow,
shadow and contour, earth and sky,
disappeared in a world of blinding
white, Wind torn holes and patches
of ice made ski-ing almost impos-
sible, but most demoralising was
the lack of wvisibility and the in-
ability to hear or speak in the
howling wind. The difficulty of
using a compass under these con-
ditions has to be experienced to be
realised.

Falling to avoid an unseen cor-
nice, I lost one of my skis which
went sailing into the void. Our
predicament was assuming tragic
proportions. There was notbing for
it but to remove the other ski and
wallow down the cornice in waist-
deep snow—too steep for ski-ing
anyway. By a thousand-to-one
chance the s8ki overturned and
lodged in a hollow, where we found
it, not 100 feet down the mountain-
gside.

We were now sheltered from the
wind, and circulation hegan pain-
fully to return to cur frozen hands,
We put on our skis once more and
began descending to the valleys on

the northern side of the range in
the hope of recognising part of the
river system near Bogong Hut.
Eventually after a tedious descent,
we came upon part of the spur
which we had c¢limbed earlier in
the day. Spirits revived, it was no
time before we arrived cold and
hungry to spend another night in
the shelter of the hut.

A pink flush on the white slopes
of Jagungal, heralded the dawn of
a perfect day. The rising sun shed
its rays on a scene of entrancing
beauty. Transformed, in their
frozen mantles of a million spark-
ling facets, the trees on the wooded
slopes of the range stood like a
forest of glass. Under a thick car-
pet of virgin snow, rocks and
bushes rose like monstrous toad-
stools amidst a fairy tracery of
bejewclled foliage.

We quickly breakfasted, pécked‘
and set out confldent of success on
our second attempt to reach Maw-
son’s Hut. At the top of the range.
great holes scooped out by the
force of the wind, and in places,
snow packed hard in waves, bore
mute evidence of the fury of the
blizzard. The southern slopes of
the range we found to be almost
entirely glazed over with wind-
swept ice, making our descent with
heavy rucksacks a most hazardous
undertaking.

Throwing caution to the winds,
we put skis together for the last
few hundred feet and rattled down
to the valley Hoor. From there we
followed a compass bearing across
featureless snowy wastes to
Mawson's Hut. Here we met a party
from Alpine Hut who informed us
that the Tin Hut, where we in-
tended to camp for the night, was
showed under. In these circum-
stances we abandoned our trip via
Hotel Kosciusko and took advan-
tage of a kind offer to stay over-
night at the Alpine Hut, and ob-
tained transport from Snowy Plains
in the morning.

S0 ended our first real experience
of ski-touring in conditions more
rugged and exacting, but immeasur-
ably more satisfying, than any ex-
perience at a luxury hotel.
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THE N.S.W. FEDERATION OF BUSH WALKING CLUBS

Governed by a Councll comprising delegates from each afftliated
club and having the assistance of the folisawing standing committees:

The Conservation Bureaut. The Search and Rescue Section.
The Information Bureau. The Publications Committee.
AFTILIATED CLUBS

The Bush Club.

The Caloola Club.

The Campfire Clud.

The Ceast and Mountain IFalkers of N.S.1V.

The Mountain Trails Club of N.S.IF.

The River Canve Club of NS IV

The Rover Ramblers Club.

The Rucksack Club (Syduecy, NSJIF.).

The S.T.C. Bushwalkers' Club.

The St. George Bushacalking Club.

The Syduney Bush Halkers.

The Trampers' Club of NS

The Halkabout Club.

The IFarrigal Club of NS IV,

The W.E. A, Ramblers.

The YALC L Ramblers' Club,

The YO I alktng Club,

Information regarding any of the above Clubs may be obtained {rom the
Hon. Secretary of the Federation:—

Mise M. B, BYLES, y Castlercagh Sireet, Sydney.
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th(’&d FOR HIRE

From The "LES H" CANOE SERYICE

Wintertime—Keep Warm Walking ! but . . .
Summertime—Keep Cool Canoeing !

® [or "TENDERFOOTS'—We have canoes cermanently
located at Penrith and Windsor. So laze and loaf on the
Nepean abave the Penrith and below the Warragamba
Weirs, Or—push and paddle from Windsor o Caftai
Creek, Central Colo, Wiseman's or Brooklyn, up the
MacDonell, Webb's Creek, and ali the tributaries of the
Lower Hawkesbury.

® For "WHITE-WATERISTS' — We  have several river
canoes for any waterway in N.SSW. We have plenty of
suggestions for your annual holiday trip—backed by
reliable maps and river experience.
® Qutward (somel'mes inward) trarsport arranged.
® Canoe capacities—two [sometimes three] canoeists, p'us gear.

® Scfety First and Care and Repair Recommendatiors supplisd.
® Minimum hiring: one day—nc maximum.

RING LA 2647 for Rates and Early Bookings

QOr obtain an Application Form from Paddy Pallin; post to 39 Silver St,, St. Peters
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