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Walkers' Christmas,
Festive cheer:

Cold tinned pudding,
Hot tinned beer.

Hom and chicken (sausage)
too,

Or more likely D.V, stew.

Bad luck all the sweets you
brought were

Made unfit to eat by water.

So a nut we try to crack —

Place upon a rock and whack!

First blow, nothing; cursing
louder,

Second blow, it's crushed to
powder.

Still the dinner’'s not a failure —
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Tastes like the Hotel Australia,
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The urge which drives man out into the un-
known on voyages of discovery is the same force
which has raised him above the level of the
beasts. He is not content merely to exist; despite
his preoccupation with things physical, man’'s
life is thought; he craves knowledge. Different
men strive to acquire knowledge in different
ways; Bushwalkers by seeking to explore the
wildest and most inaccessible places on the
earth’s surface. There, under conditions of hard-
ship and danger, they pursue their ideal and in
discovering the physical object, be it mountain,
valley, river or ridge, they also discover them-
selves. In these pages you will read of walks
and climbs and explorations, but between the
lines you will also read of young people gain-
ing a realisation of themselves, growing in moral
stature and discovering truth and joy.

These are stores of youth — not only of the
young in years but also the young in heart, for,
no matter what his age, that man carries with-
in himself the spirit of eternal youth who goes
out into the untamed corners of the earth in
search of adventure,

Here you will read tales of the gay travellers
who stride on eager feet, from youth to age,
over the grey-green forested hills of Eastern Aus-
tralia; who find their way down deep, silent

gorges—places of magic and enchantment with
their strange sense of unshared secrets. You will
read of mystery lands of the Aboriginal Dream-
time —of red ochrous earth and peaks and but-
tresses of South Australia. There are stories of
daring ascents of rocky tops in Tasmania and
sandstone faces in the Blue Mountains, and a
ghostly encounter in a storm-bound Alpine hut.
You will hear how the Search and Rescue Or-
ganisation carried out a rescue in a remote and
difficult canyon, and you will read of life among
the precipitous snow-clad ranges of New Zealand
and its high country musterers, men of rare vit-
ality and wit who draw their strength, endurance
and good humour, much as the Bushwalker does,
directly from their environment.

Through all these stories you will discover that
simplicity is the keynote of happiness. The Bush-
walker's wants are few; food and warmth and
shelter he carries on his back. He spends his
week-ends living wisely and happily with a few
friends. Whether or not he reaches the destina-
tion he planned to reach, at least he has trav-
elled hopefully which, they say,is better than to
arrive, besides which, it has all been a lot of
fun.

Be you Bushwalker or not, we offer for your
entertainment the vitality, joy and adventure that
sing through the following pages. It has been
our pleasure to write. May it be your pleasure
to read.

COVER DESIGN, ILLUSTRATIONS AND LAYOUT BY GEOF WAGG
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TWO RACES OF WALKERS

There is, or there used to be, on the way up
Debert's Knob from Medlow Gap a pair of
worn-out sandshoes hanging on a stick stuck in
the track, and the wag who left them there has
written these words on them:

‘'Be a boots man. Don't let this happen
to you."

There is, or there used to be, a pair of worn-
out hobnailed boots hanging from a stick stuck
in the bank of Bulga Denis Canyon of the Kow-
mung River. These boots bear no admonitory
inscription. Perhaps the walker who left them
there considered their shattered condition more
eloquent than any marks which could be made
by an indelible pencil. At least they certainly
represent the opposite point of view from the
facete fellow who raised the monument on the
slope of Debert's Knob.

Whenever | look around at the treble-hobbed,
clinkered, tri-counied things which weigh down
the feet of many walkers today | am appalled
at the unnecessary burden placed upon the most
valuable part of a walker's anatomy — his feet.

I can but think that the matter has got com-
pletely out of hand, for if we pause and con-
sider a moment we must acknowledge that we
really do not need all this “‘protection’’. Why,
there are walkers still living who were renowned
for walking barefooted!

To my way of thinking those walkers who
wear all this heavy leather and metal are the
draught horses of the trade — the inartistic, the
vnimaginative, as compared with the true art-
ists of the track and walking game—those light-
limbed, quick-footed ones who wear the light-
est possible footgear consistent with protection
for untoughened civilised feet.

To draw another comparison one may go
back to old Fuller's description of the *‘wit-com-
bats’’ between Master Shakespeare and Master
Jonson:
‘““Many were the wit-combats between
him and Ben Jonson; which two | behold
like a Spanish galleon and an English
man-of-war; Master Jonson (like the for-
mer) was . . . solid, but slow in his per-
formance. Shakespeare, with the English
man-of-war, lesser in bulk but lighter in
sailing, could turn with all tides, tack about
and take advantage . . ."

What a difference there is between the Mer-
cury-like skimming of the ground and silent
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By R. P. Hurrison
Catholic Bush Walkers

padding of the Orthopedically Correct Volleyers
and the thunderous thumps and scatterings of
stones and small boulders when the Heavy Brig-
ade comes along!

How the peace of the bush is shattered by
these awful clatterings! How one's quiet,
thoughtful enjoyment of the bushland is broken
by the thud, thump, crunch, and grind of metal
against stone!

And the weight the Heavy Brigade carries!
Enough to provide ballast for a windjammer in
a howling gale!

| have a pair of treble-hob-covered (no clin-
kers, no tri-counis) boots which | wore once be-
cause | allowed myself to be talked into some-
thing against my judgment, Each boot weighs
23lb. dry. Imagine the combined weight of them
when they are wet!

Our feet are like the pistons of the motor-car
engine. | ask you, can your feet be ‘‘pistoned”
up and down at the end of a fair walk (say,
Jenolan Caves to Katoomba)} more easily when
covered with something weighing 21lb. to each
foot than with something weighing less than
11b.?

The wearing of heavy boots covered with
hobs tends to encourage the wearer to leave all
to the boot. He plonks his foot down anywhere
and worries not about standing on small mov-
able stones, whereas the Light Brigade ones
know that they must use legs and ankles and
choose their footfalls and virtually dance and
parry their way through the malign forces of
nature lying in wait for them along the track in
the form of rocks and rough footing. This using
of the muscles, legs, ankles and feet, as well as
having beneficial results for those parts of the
body, induces a greater awareness of treach-
erous surfaces.

Do you not think that the bone structure of
the footsuffers damage from the jarring caused
by the hobs when a member of the Heavy Brig-
ade is forced to jump down from higher ground?
The thought of this alone is enough to deter me
from wearing such heavy metal on my feet, also
the thought that | may be jumped upon by some
irate hob-wearer who chances to read these
words effecually deters me from proceeding

further on this subject. And so adiev.
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that we had a really nutty problem, when a
shower of not too fine shale told me that Jerry
was already coming down.

Shouting above the roar of the water, | per-
suaded him to stay on the end of the rope until
a space for the packs had been made. This
done, we vacated the ledge and clung to a
sharp ridge of rock projecting about five inches
on an exposed face. Peter and Terry successfully
reached the ledge and, after a slight mishap,
the rope was hauled through. This left the four
of us, with no way back, having a shouted con-
ference under the side spray from the falls.

As we were too far above the water for our
one rope, and also as the rock was too rotten
to hold a piton, it was decided to try and trav-
erse our sharp ridge of hard rock. This con-
tinued from the fall round a corner fo some 30
feet and ended just short of a vertical chimney.
The bottom of this chimney (about 60ft. down)
was only 18ft. above the pool and, if only we
could reach it, there was a small ledge there
capable of supporting at least one bod with the
packs. (It must be noted here that we were still
optimistic; thinking in terms of bods and not
bodies.) But it was an impossible climb down.
However, about 10 feet higher up was a small
bump, alongside the chimney, from which, per-
haps, four people could abseil without it crumb-
ling away, providing, of course, the rope didn't
ride over it.

After many systems had been tried, there were
two bods and four packs overcrowding the low-
est ledge, one bod at the top of the chimney
and one still half-way around the airy traverse.

““Well, now, only 18ft. to go. Really quite
simple! Climb down a further six feet and jump!
Right into the face of a 200ft. waterfall. There
was an air of suspense as the broiling, muddy
turbulence gave no indication of depth or snags.

Tying the packing on loosely with the belly
strap, my thoughts flashed back to the first time
I had been coaxed off the five metre diving
board, and | tried to convince myself this was
no worse, but the only answer | could provide
was . . . 'Like helll'”" Then, trying to muster
some of the courage which | had suddenly lost,
| launched off into space and immediately be-
gan to think how foolish we had been to even
consider leaving those beautiful campsites with
the luscious blackerries laid on and, who knows,
maybe even some birds might have . . .

Sploosh! | was well and truly underwater with
the violent currents twisting my frail frame in all
directions and trying to wrench my pack away.
Finolly | surfaced, only to be blinded by the
spray from the falls and blasted half-way down
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the pool by its force. Feeling like a trout that
had forgotten to jump at the top, | swam to the
other end of the pool where Jerry helped me
onto a boulder and politely asked if | was wet.

Peter and Terry performed admirably (see
picture) and we set off again feeling that the
worst was behind us. After sliding down a small
cascade we swam through a very narrow can-
yon and at the end a premature sigh was heard,
for although, far below us, the valley opened
out immediately, and about 14 miles further
downstream we could see the fantastic Bungonia
Gorge forming a natural bottleneck before the
Shoalhaven River, nevertheless between our
party and the valley floor, some 20 yards dis-
tant horizontally, was a 250ft vertical drop to
be accounted for.

With about 14 hours of daylight left, we set
about looking for an escape route. *'lf we had
four ropes and a good belay we would just
about make it in time, as long as we could keep
out of the falls on the way down,’’ said Terry.

"What say we wait here for Search and Res-
cue,’”’ was another helpful suggestion, but the
awful truth then came in reply — "‘Don’t be silly;
they'd never get past the blackberries."

The south-eastern side of the falls terminated
in a sheer cliff towering hundreds of feet above
us; but on the western side, where we were
standing, there were a number of narrow, shale-
covered shelves below us, while still it was sheer
above us.

After creating many minor avalanches and
using some belays of psychological value only,
we came to the bottom edge of a shallow gully,
and peering over the drop we saw the final
ledge about 15 feet below us.

With about half an hour of light left, I, selec
ted a piton and began hammering away. Thud!
thud! It certainly didn't sound too healthy so out
it came, and in the next spot | tried it gave a
clear ring as it was hammered home. A grin of
triumph crossed my face as | confidently went
down the rope hand over hand and disembarked
on the ledge, still about 140ft. above the pool.

At this point the ledge was only about 13ft.
wide, but as | edged round the corner a mag-
nificent campsite came into view; the ledge wid-
ened out to a full 8ft., and there was the added
attraction of some reasonably solid vines grow-
ing up against the cliff. However, the complete
concept of Nirvana was spoilt because of the
45 degree upward and outward slope of the
ledge and the 6-inch layer of treacherous shale
which precluded much movement without a rope
belay. A moment later | heard the shout of
“Next please' and then a hand cautiously
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only bit of level ground they could find — a few
square yards at the side of the gorge sheltered
by a small clump of trees. Here they spent an
anxious night, sleeping fitfully, and at first light
on Sunday morning the fastest members of the
group climbed out to get help. Reaching their
cars they drove back to Caves House where they
got the loan of ropes, axes and a stretcher and,
as luck would have it, they also got Dr. Bob
Binks, who was just returning from a fishing trip
with a couple of friends. How fortunate to run
into the Search & Rescue Section's doctor. The
relieved boys poured out the whole story and
Bob went straight back with them.

Back in the gorge a silent group sat with their
injured friend. There was little they could do to
ease his pain. When Bob arrived he diagnosed
the trouble, gave pain-killing drugs, strapped
up the broken feet with adhesive bandages,
bandaged up the sprained wrist and cut chin
and stayed with the patient till late afternoon.
It soon became evident that the party was not
strong enough to try rescue operations. When
they tried out the borrowed stretcher its shafts
broke and it is still lying, unused, down in Kan-
angra Gorge. Leaving five of the boys with
Dick, Bob and the rest of the party climbed out
of the Gorge, drove down to Caves House, and
sent an 5.0.S. through to Sydney that this was
a Search and Rescue job and all available man-
power, especially rock-climbers, would be
needed. Swiftly Paddy Pallin, Ninian Melville
and the various clubs' S. & R. contact officers
went into action, and the telephone wires ran
hot.

Meanwhile, how have the potential rescuers
been spending their time, unaware of what is
in store for them? Speaking for the Sydney Bush
Walkers, it so happened that this week-end was
their Annual Reunion. Round the merry campfire
Paddy had pranced all Saturday night, leading
the community in song and, as one of the re-
uners. | didn't get any sleep either. But who
cares? We can fall into bed and sleep like logs
when we get home on Sunday night. That sounds
very nice in theory, but what actually happens?
| have just hit the pillow at 9 p.m. when the
phone rings. ““Can | set out immediately for a
rescue down Kanangra Gorge?'' *‘Yes, of course,
I'm available.”' ‘“Very well, then; be ready to
leave in half an hour with David Roots, Rus Kip-
pox and Les Tattersall, of the Rock Climbing
Club. So | put on my shorts and shirt again, got
out the pack and put in nylon rope, sling and
karabiner, eight bananas and a tin of herrings,
which seemed to be the only food left in the
house, and a sleeping bag, hoping there may
be a chance for an hour's sleep when we get
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to Kanangra. Then the Rootsie's waggon arrives
and we are away.

Crammed in the front seat we made the long
journey through the night and, just as dawn was
streaking the sky, saw the half dozen cars pulled
up by the roadside near the mud hut site. A
sleeping-bagged figure sat up in one of the cars
and a torch showed up Paddy's face. 'Try to
get half an hour's sleep till the others arrive,"
he said. So we rolled into our bags and tried
to sleep, but not very successfully, and then Nin
Melville, head of the Search and Rescue set-up,
was getting the party up and organised. He put
David Roots in charge of the cliff rescue opera-
tions, so he and Rus and Les and |, together with
Colin Oloman, who had brought up the news
of the accident, dodging the newspaper repor-
ters and photographers, took off about 6 a.m.
to go down into the gorge and reconnoitre the
best way to bring Dick out. Colin led us down
the way his party had gone, but instead of fol-
lowing their route down by the side of the water-
fall we did a couple of long abseils which got
us down more quickly, and by about 9 o'clock
we were down having our first look at the
patient. He was a quiet, dark, good-looking
lad. It was a pity his chivalry had got him into
this predicament.

We now had a close inspection of the three
possible ways out, chose the one we liked best
and sent up a pre-arranged signal to Col Olo-
man who had waited up above the waterfall,
He went back to the cars to bring the men and
equipment to the top of our rescue route, and
for two or three hours while awaiting their
arrival with the ropes and stretcher we recon-
noitred up and down the rock faces, clearing
away some of the debris and vegetable growth
on our selected route, and then snatched a brief
snooze in the sun. Dave and Rus got their heads
together and worked out the mechanics of the
flying-fox ropeways they would need, Dave lug-
ging around a small pack heavy with his be-
loved pitons, expansion bolts, escaliers, piton
hammer and all the rest of the ironmongery. Is
it U or non-U to climb mountains with all these
mechanical aids? | had rather inclined to the
latter belief, but have now completely reversed
my opinion; without David and his ironmongery
they would never have got the boy out. David
worked with all the ardour of an artist at his
work and enjoyed every minute of it.

The boys down in the vailey had now strap-
ped Dick into the canvas and bamboo stretcher
loaned by the Police, and could be seen as tiny
ant-like figures bringing him up the rocky mor-
aine to the base of the cliff. Here the full diffi-
culty of the situation burst upon them. How were
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the bearers going to be able to help with the
stretcher when the clitf was nearly vertical,
slightly bulging and had nothing in the way of
handholds and footholds except for a narrow
line suitable for only one person at a time? A
rope was taken up the cliff to a small tree about
a hundred feet above, but it was clearly imposs-
ible to drag up the stretcher by brute force over
the bulge. | had been telling Rus Kippax how, at
an S. and R. demonstration a couple of years
back, | had been the victim and Col Putt had
“rescued’’ me by pick-a-backing me like o sack
of coals slung over his shoulder by my arms and
lying down his back. Looking down from my
high perch where 1 was helping the boys peg out
a ropeway along the cliff face | saw that Rus
was trying this method. Dick was unstrapped
from the stretcher, tied to Rus’ back by means
of a bosun's chair, with his poor bandaged feet
dangling, and Rus started his herculean climb.
He was belayed from the trees up top and had
a thin nylon handline to pull on when necessary,
but he took the whole of Dick's weight as he
climbed. Yarmak {Graham Nelson) followed
behind to give a shove if and when possible;
he boys up top heaved on the belay ropes, and
inch by inch up they came. The rope tying Dick
round Rus' chest slipped up and nearly throttled
him. There were frantic shouts of ‘“Ease off!
Ease off!'’ Rus collected his breath for a few
seconds, then the agony was on again. By the
time he surmounted the climb the boys were
hauling in the last of the 120 feet of rope and
Rus collapsed on the ledge just about done in.
God, what an effort! And what a man!

Now the stretcher was pulled up, Dick was
strapped in abain, and the interesting business
of launching him on the first of Rootsie's flying
foxes began. Dave had hammered into the rock
an expansion bolt, to which a link was attached.
The rope which was to bear the stretcher was
threaded through this, then carried across the
cliff face for about a hundred feet and threaded
through another expansion bolt link. Half a
dozen slings were then tied around Dick in the
stretcher, karabiners were hooked through the
loops, and by much careful manoeuvring he was
hooked on to the bearing rope. By means of a
rope attached to the foot of the strecher he was
then pulled across to the extreme end of the
rope, lifted onto the small ledge hardly big
enough to take the stretcher, let alone he help-
ers, carried across another bit of ledge and
taunched on the next aerial ropeway. This one
had no landing platform, as the only belay was
a tree growing out from the side of the cliff,
with only enough room for Rus to stand and pull
the stretcher across. However, if we could lassoo
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the bearing rope from a little side waterfall chute
we could pull him across the necessary five or
six feet and land him there. This called for some
precise judgment, because the far end of the
rope had to be slackened as the near end of the
rope was pulled in to the chute, and both sets
of operators were out of sight and call of each
other. However, by sending a messenger back
and forth across the face, bringing and relay-
ing messages, the job was done, and it was with
more than mere relief that we got him safely
pulled in and landed.

Now it was necessary to manhandle the stret-
cher up a tricky bit of rock to a knife-edge ridge
which lies like a partition between the two parts
of the gully. The track-clearers had done good
work here with the axes, and the sweating
bearers did the rest. On the ridge top they took
a well earned rest while the camp followers
came up behind, untying and coiling up the
ropes and bringing along the packs. Yarmak,
with half a thousand feet of rope coiled around
him, looked like an advertisement for Michigan
tyres as he crept around the ledges.

The next move was to slide the stretcher down
from this ridge into the creek in the next gully.
Downhill proved much easier than uphill, and
the bearers slid down with great gusto and sur-
prised even themselves when they ‘arrived so
quickly at the creek. Here another well earned
rest, and while we were resting who should come
clambering down but good old Paddy and Bob
Binks. They had a little reassuring chat with Dick,
who had borne all this juggling about of his de-
fenceless body with uncomplaining fortitude. He
had supreme confidence in his rescuers. That's a
good way to be when you have no choice.

Down at the creek bed a pleasant surprise
awaited us. While we had been entirely en-
grossed in the doings in the first gully, Ron War-
drop and his helpers had been hard at it in this
gully and a whole set of ropes had been erected
up the steep mountain side, so it was only a
matter of hooking on our burden and haiiling
away. It was now about 3 p.m. *“We'll have him
out by dark,” we told Paddy as he and Bob
started back up the creek the way they had
come. | don't think Paddy quite believed this,
or else he didn’t want to raise the hopes of Dick's
mother waiting back at Caves House in case she
should be disappointed. Anyhow, the news got
back to the Press and the A.B.C. that the patient
was not likely to be brought out that night.
While an avid public was being regaled with
this bit of news the rescuers worked on relent-
lessly. By now they had properly got the feel
of things and they came up like a rocket — the
stretcher and six bearers, a set of relieving
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ahead. Not a star penetrated the blackness; the
air was chill and rain seemed imminent as we
settled down as comfortably as possible. The
shock having worn off, we began to see the
funny side and determined to enjoy our situ-
ation. Two weeks of new experiences had pro-
vided ample opportunity to observe the strengths
and weaknesses of one another and this night
it was suggested we have a session of ‘‘seeing
ourselves as others see us.”

Each girl was placed under the “‘spotlight”
whilst the others individually, analysed her char-
acter. Opinions given were unreservedly truth-
ful and each felt she benefited tremendously.
Some three hours later we were interrupted by
a small row boat bearing large billies of steam-
ing cocoa delivered by some soft-hearted in-
structors. Being absorbed in the process of mind
over matter, the appearance of hot cocoa (which,
incidentally, tasted heavenly] made us feel quite
cheated; after all, it was supposed to be an en-
durance test. Light rain began to fall until my
feet, which were ankle deep in water, felt quite
warm in comparison to the rest of me. Consid-
eration for others ran high that night, and no
one complained. We sang everything from *‘Old
Black Joe'’ to the **23rd Psalm’ with great gusto
and when dawn finally broke we paddled in
feeling quite triumphant, to luxuriate with deep
appreciation under the hot shower.

Rock climbing is a sport which instinctively
appeals to boys, but to girls it presents an awe-
some proposition. After careful instructions in
general ¢climbing procedure, | stood apprehens-
ively at the foot of Submarine Crag, a perpen-
dicular face scarred with several cracks up which
we were to climb. Together with the male in-
structors were three very competent women
climbers, who attacked the face as if setting off
to do their shopping, which considerably alloyed
my fears.

The rope came hurtling down from above; it
was my turn. | knotted it around my waist, had
it checked and was ready to go. Working my
way up with grim determination, | felt around
for footholds rather than handholds, my legs
being more reliable. | was half way, | knew, as
the girl before me had become stuck at this
point and,wedging my knee into the crack,there
being no foothold within reach, | groped around
for a handhold to pull myself vp. Relief flooded
through me as | gained security and, with in-
creased confidence, continued to climb until able
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to see over the top. “‘Fall!’” shouted an instruc-
tor, and | imagined that ‘‘swift journey in an
elevator’ feeling. My friend up top was evid-
ently doing her job well, as | fell a full six inches
and, dangling like a spider at the end of his
web, | realised my complete safety. My feeling
reaching the top was as if I'd just broken the
sound barrier or something equally grandiose.

| remarked to the instructor that | thought
we should have more rock climbing and he re-
plied, "We only give you a taste of the wine,
never the whole bottle.”" This is true of every-
thing at Outward Bound; it creates the spark
and leaves you to kindle it, | packed more into
a month there than | normally would in a year.

| have merely scraped the surface of the
physical side of my many experiences in the
course, butl have tried to reveal how success in
these things was dependent on mental deter-
mination. However, there is a deeper and more
meaningful side to Outward Bound training, one
which s not taught but caught, that is, spiritual
—the presence of God in the reality of nature.
No one is forced to take part in religious devo-
tions, but all did. On Sundays we had an hour's
free time to use as we wished, as long as we
were quiet. After a week of non-stop activity
I found it heavenly to relox in the sun watching
the world go by. Too infrequently does one
make time to be quiet and appreciate the mar-
vels of this life, or even realise the necessity to
do so. As W. H. Davies puts it:

“What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare?"’

We were a very different bunch on the day of
departure from those who made the same jour-
ney a month previously. Midst laughter, shouts
and floods of tears we said our good-byes to
the staff and the School, with promises to write
and return being flung about with gay aban-
don. Svuch promises in similar situations are
rarely substantiated for any length of time, but
this cose | felt was quite different. At Outward
Bound we had learnt a sense of service, the sort
that does no require reward, as we realised by
tidying a deserted stretch of beach littered with
rubbish dumped there by passing craft. The sat-
isfaction of restoring its natural beauty was all
the reward we wanted. So | felt sure that we
would return to the Outward Bound School to
do whotever we could do to improve und main-
tain it for those who were to follow as, in fact,
has been the case.
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as far as I'm concerned,’’ said the barman with
a short laugh. ““I've lived here a goodish while
now — upwards of six years — and I'm always
glad of a solid roof over my head when the bad
weather comes.”” He glanced at the sturdy stone
walls and the steep roof where the snow slid off
easily in winter.

Hewson paid his score and strode off. He
knew these mountains well, but never tired of
them. It was summer time now and the air, sharp
even at this season, was sweet with the scent of
flowers. He sniffed it hungrily, as a dog does
his meat. Ah, this was the life! Here a man could
breathe, away from cities and crowds. Eight
whole days were his to play about with. He had
mapped out his course and there were a couple
of peaks that he wanted to bag this time — oh,
not dangerous, lots of people had already
climbed them — but there was something about
getting to the top that carried with it a peculiar
satisfaction. Non-climbers did not understand.
They thought you were a bit touched if you went
off and avoided your fellows and lived with only
the mountains for companions.

Hewson looked at the clouds again. Just as
he thought; only storms, and they were going
round, away from him. It would be a fine day
tomorrow. His one-man tent would give him
enough shelter for tonight, and farther on there
were huts where he could go if the weather
turned bad. With a song of pure joy in his heart
he made camp beside a little alpine stream and
cooked his solitary meal as daylight waned.

It was not until the sixth day out that the
storms caught up with him. He could see them
coming with the incredible speed of clouds in
the high country, which are so close to the earth,
anyway, and blot out the landscape in the twink-
ling of an eye. The Nairn Hut was just over the
next ridge and Hewsen hurried towards it, know-
ing that if the mists enveloped him he was lost,
in more senses than one.

The tempest broke when he was still 50 yards
from shelter and furious rain and wind tore at
his clothing. He battled along, blinded by storm,
bent double before the blast, and for the last
few yards was almost on his hands and knees.
It was a relief to see the stone wall of the Nairn
Hut loom up before him. He edged along to the
doorway, opened the door and fell inside, ex-
hausted. By a superhuman effort he rose again
and pushed the door to, shutting out the tem-
pest. Ah, to be safe from the biting wind! Bless -
ings on the people who had built this hut.

Dry wood was left in a corner, and Hewson
soon had a fire going. He looked through the
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one little window pane, but, of course, could see
nothing but driving ¢loud. How long would the
storm last, he wondered? Oh, well he was nearly
at the end of his holiday and had been lucky
with the weather for six days. It could not hold
forever.

But all the next day the wind blew and the
gale howled like the spirits of the damned. Hew-
son did not mind: he had a slim volume of moun-
taineering history with him and there were num-
erous chores to be done. The day soon passed,
and although at nightfall the wind was still
blowing, Hewson knew by certain signs that the
morrow would be fair.

He had just finished washing-up from the
evening meal when he thought he heard a drag-
ging sound, different from the storm, near the
door of the hut. He listened intently, but heard
nothing, so went on with his ocupation of filling
a billy from his waterbag and putting it on to
boil for an afternoon cup of tea.

There was the sound again. There was no mis-
taking it this time. Whatever . . . ? Surely no
one was obroad in this weather? Hewson moved
to the door, brated himself against the expected
blast, and lifted the latch. As the door was torn
open, a body leaning against it slithered in and
fell in a heap on the floor of the hut. Hewson
pushed it aside and forced the door to with all
his strength till he could clamp down the latch
and shut out the shrieking wind. Then he stooped
to look at the man on the floor.

“Poor devil!l All in,"" he muttered; and, gather-
ing him up, placed him gently on one of the
bunks. He was light to lift and the pack which
Hewson eased off his back seemed to have very
little in it. The stranger was dressed in nonde-
script climbing kit, somehow queerly old-fash-
ioned, and a length of rope with one end frayed
hung out the top of his pack. It was an old
model, frameless, and had seen much service.
The man himself was not in his first youth—about
thirty-five, Hewson guessed. He got some hot
water from the fire and proceeded to bathe the
wanderer's wrist. Presently the eyelids fluttered
and the eyes, a peculiar light blue with a dark
line round the iris, opened.

Hewson smiled at him encouragingly. '‘Feeling
better? That was a bad storm to be caught in.
You're all right here, though. You just lie sill
and I'll get some hot soup for you in a jiffy."

“Silly — to go out like that."" The stranger’s
voice was weak and apologetic. ''No, | don't
want any soup, really . . . Better presently . . ."
He stopped, exhausted.

““Oh, but you must have something to put
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His companion nodded. '*Many times,"" he
said, "‘but | never get tired of it. The more you
climb the more you want to. | — | feel at home
in the mountains. | haven’t lived in civilisation
for some time.”

Hewson made a wry face. ““You're lucky," he
said. "My [ob's in the city. My holiday ends to-
morrow and | have to go back."

““Do you always go alone?"’

""Oh, generally. Sometimes | join a party, or
find a congenial spirit who will fall in with what
| want to do; but | like being by myself — no
one to blame if things go wrong!"' He grinned
cheerfully.

““There's a certain risk, you know, in being
alone.™

Hewson shrugged. '"Maybe. You just have to
trust to luck, that's all; and be careful. You're
alone, too, so you evidently prefer it."”

The elder man's face clouded. *'Yes," he said,
and seemed lost in reflection for a time. *‘| had
a very dear friend,”’ he said at last. ‘‘He was
killed in these mountains."’

“Bad luck!"’ said Hewson sympathetically.

““There are some places,’’ Fraser went on,
“‘where you simply cannot get to alone — you
must have someone else to help you. Dick and
| often climbed together and were used to each
other's ways. Rock faces always threw out a
challenge, and we conquered all we attempted,
except The Sentinal — you know?"'

“Yes, I've looked at that,” Hewson soid, ‘but
it's practically impossible, isn’t it?"

“*So it is generally considered, but Dick was
a very good mountaineer and he thought there
was a chance we might get up on the western
side. We planned for months beforehand, made
sure that our gear was well-nigh perfect and
waited for favourable weather. It was a still,
sunny morning and we started early. All went
smoothly till we were three-quarters of the way
up. We were, of course, roped together and
Dick was in the lead. He was sure-footed as a
mountain goat, but somehow—and who knows
how these things happen? —They are over in a
flash—he slipped and fell down into the abyss.
| belayed the rope round a jutting fragment of
rock, but to my horror the rock broke off. |
wedge myself between another rock and the cliff
face, and braced myself for the stroin. The rope
paid out to its full extent, and | felt myself being
dragged over . . . Quicker thon thought, driven
only by the unreasoning instinct of self-preserva-
tion, | whipped a knife out of my belt and cut
the rope . . ." Fraser passed a hand wearily
over his face and shut those queer pale eyes.
“'Well, you see before you a coward, who let his

friend die."”
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“But there was no sense in both going,’* Hew-
son responded warmly. ‘'You could not have
soved him. In those circumstances you were quite
justified in cutting the rope.”’

“*You think so?"’ queried Fraser and sighed
deeply. 'Oh | don't know, | don't know. So that
is why | always go alone now; | am no danger
to anyone.’ He turned and looked out of the
tiny window. ‘'There — the storm has passed. It
is bright moonlight now.”

It was in truth quite clear. The tempest had
ceased as suddenly as it had begun and a round
moon shone down on peaceful alpine pastures
with snow-daisies.

“l think I'll push on,”” Fraser said. "'l know
these mountains like the back of my hand and
an hour’s tramp should get me to the shack
where | live.”’

"Oh, won't you wait till daylight?” Hewson
said. ‘You were in pretty bad shape when you
came here and | do think you ought to rest
awhile."’

fFraser shook his head. "No, I'll be going,”
he said. "'Thanks all the same."" He put his arms
into the straps of the light pack and his gaze fell
on the book open face downward on the table.
He looked at the title in the light of the kerosene
lantern belonging to the hut. “*History of Moun-
taineering in the Southern Alps,”" he read*’ That
should be interesting.”

“Yes, | know most of the places mentioned
and many of the people, ''Hewson said and went
towards the door. He opened it and loocked out.
“Isn't it amazing how the wind dies down!"" he
said. ""Tranquil as the tomb."

“Well, so long," said Fraser, ‘‘and thanks
again.’’ His lean figure strode off into the night.

Hewson shut the door and returned to the fire.
He picked up the book again and stifled a yawn.
Might as well finish it and turn in early. There
was only one chapter to go. He read one page,
and then  “'The Sentinel,”’ he read, “‘has never
been conquered. Many mountaineers have at-
tempted it, and two men lost their lives in doing
so. On a day of perfect weather in 1910,
Charles Fraser and Richard Parr, who were ex-
pienced climbers, and had many pecks to their
credit, worked their way up the western side ond
had advanced three-quarters of the way, when
one, or both — we shail never know  lost his
footing and fell, a sheer drop of 200 feet. Their
bodies were recovered by a party in the valley
below. A frayed rope suggested that it had been
cut by jagged rocks and failed to hold them."”

Hewson stared at the page and felt his scalp
creep. He rushed to the door and strained his
eyes in the direction Fraser had taken. Nothing
was stirring under the moon.
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PHOTOGRAPHY IS SIMPLE

A Brief Exposure on Modern Photography for Bushwalkers.

INTRODUCTION: Physical aberrations accom-
panied by the apochromatically corrected con-
vergence of the dispersion of variably diffused
light is passed by general acclamation through
the diverging lens and projected through a
rapid rectilinear lens by means of a soft focus,
held between a tomato and a ripe banana.

There seem to be many spools of thought on
types of film, cameras, light meters, etc., suited
to Bushwalkers.

Let us begin with the camera. If we are going
to participate in photography it is generally
ogreed thot o camera of some description is
necessary for first class results.

Have you ever looked at the modern 35 mm.
camera head-on? Frightening, isn't it Covered
in gadgets. But don't allow them to scare you—
oll you must know is which ones to leave alone
and it will perform as well as any simple box
camera.

The key word is Focus — it being the photo-
graphic word for distance and derived, as every
one knows, from the Latin word for abode (cf.
Far from the Old Focus at Home — Dickens).

Exposure—is the time sunshine takes to over-
expose the negative, giving foggy results which,
so say the best, is not good.

Loading the camera — Do not allow your-
self to get depressed after trying to follow the
printed simple instructions for a few hours.
Everybody becomes entangled, strangled and
slightly mangled on their first few attempts.
However, if your fumbling persists for, say, two
years, drop photography and take up fiddlesticks,
where you can continue to fumble, but it's not
so expensive.
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REWIND WINDER
RANGE FINDER
RANGE (ELECTRIC)
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LIGHT METER
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Always remember, when in doubt — guessl!
Never ask a fellow photographer for advice on
exposure. You might say casually: ““What do
you reckon | ought to give it, Charlie?"

Charlie says:

“What film are you using? Is it colour?

“What is that in Weston? Have you an ultra
violet filter?

“"What make of lens? Make of camera? Serial
number?

“Has it got a neck strap? Has it got a wind-
screen wiper?

“What is your fastest speed? What are you
going to photograph, anyway?"’

Actually, Charlie hasn't the foggiest idea what
exposure to suggest and hopes you can't answer
these questions.

I's much easier to give it f8 at three weeks,
if your camera is constructed that way.

A friend of mine, while exploring the old min-
ing town of Glen Davis, came across an old,
old woman whose wrinkled, parchment-like skin
reflected many years of worry and hard times,
She was sitting on a cold stone step, in an old
battered dress, outside her fast-decaying shack
where she hod eeked out a wretched existence
for many weary years. A strange tale she told
my friend, of the life she had led in the boom
days. It was o gay, happy life then, but alas,
the boom didn’t last—and now she was all alone
in her poverty,

“Poor old girl, she must have been really des
titute. What did you give her, Harry?'' | enquired.

“f11 at 1/100th,”" was the instant reply.
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It was Monday evening, January 1st. | had
just blown out the candle and | was carrying
out that ritual peculiar to those who use sleep-
ing bogs. The night was fine and we were bank-
ing on a fine day for the morrow.

As | lay there, slowly drifting off to sleep,
my thoughts ranged back over the preparations
for the trip: to long letters written to Jack and
doubts about there being enough people to
make the trip possible. There were only four
of us who finally boarded the plane on Boxing
Day, 1960: Jack O'Halloran, the leader, Geoff
Shaw, Robin Dunse and myself.

The march into Berchervaise Plateau had
been a hot, exhausting slog. | could still see
us stretched out 'neath some bushes on that hot
afternoon on the slopes of Mt. Picton. We
brewed tea while we waited for the heat of the
day to pass. As we slogged along the South
Picton Range the haze of bushfire smoke hung
far to the north—an unusual sight for the south-
west of Tasmania. Then again, sleeping out at
nigh during the march up Berchervaise Plateau
was unusual also! Our combined thoughts then
were, “‘If only we have this weather during our
attempt at the climb!” It was also suggested
that drinking water would be a problem on the
climb.

Now, after a combined reconnaissance of
the route, our thoughts were still mainly for good
weather. Geoff and Rob had viewed the climb
roughly in profile from the most eastern ridge
of the peak, whilst Jack and myself had traced
a route from the valley floor directly below the
climb. Our findings agreed on one point -~ the
overhang about two-thirds of the way up the
main face would be difficult to negotiate.

We woke the next morning to fine weather,
with the early morning cloud dispersing. Al-
though our intentions of any early start were
good, time was wasted as we decided what
type of equipment and food would be most
suitable to take. We were merely setting out
for a ‘'look' at the climb, so only meagre
rations were taken. It was 10 a.m. when we
finally left camp.

We climbed to the Terrace and then traversed
north between the Federation Massif and a large
pinnacle which was visible from camp. We then
descended a couloir facing north-west, and at
12 noon we began climbing on its western side,
our aim being to meet the ‘‘Blade Ridge’" which
ascends directly from the valley floor. | climbed
with Jack, whilst Rob and Geoff climbed to-
gether.

| led up the first pitch for 120 feet over
greasy, scrub-covered rock. The route led
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straight up from the gully, across a smooth,
shallow watercourse and up on to a buttress.
Jack followed and led 70 feet further up the
buttress. | joined him and we paused to view
our surroundings. Opposite to us on the other
side of the main couloir on the most western
ridge of the mountain was a huge gendarme. It
rises straight from the vailey floor and when
viewed from the Devil's Ears it appears as a
separate entity to the left of the Peak proper.
From our vantage point we could see a mag-
nificentclimb which began from the coloir itself
on good slabs and leading into a magnificent
chimney. The climb ended in a crack. It was
from the top of this feature that Rob and Geoff
had done their reconnaissance on 30th De-
cember.

By this time the others were drawing near,
so | led down and across towards the ‘‘Blade.”
An easy pitch of 70 feet up a corner brought
Jack and myself to that point where the “'Blade""
ridge joins the north-west face proper. Here
we rested and waited for the other two to join
us. So far we had done 350ft. of climbing.
When all four of us were together we took
stock of our situation. We were perched on a
blade of rock which plunged away into awe-
some depths on either side. Immediately above
loomed the gigantic north-west face of Federa-
tion Peak. The scale was tremendous and we
marvelled at the view. As we munched choco-
late we talked over our immediate plans. The
time was 2.30 p.m., which gave use ot least
six hours of daylight-time to reach the top. Also,
the weather looked like being fine for the re-
mainder of the day.

I started off and climbed to the top of an
easy diagonal ledge one rope-length away.
Jack followed and then led through; first up the
face for 20ft., along a groove for about 20ft.,
and then straight up to @ good stance near a
pinnacle. The exposure over those delicate holds
was emphasised when some chocolate slipped
from Jack’s pocket and went spiralling into the
depths. After passing my companions | began
climbing up a couloir of moderate difficulty.
About 40ft. up it branched and | took the right
hand fork and climbed upwards for another
40ft., well protected by large boulders. Here
| encountered a grassy ledge which we later
called the “‘Bus Stop."" | followed it left for a
further 20ft. Here | belayed myself to a rock
and in response to earlier requests of the other
two, | untied so that Jack could belay them over
the difficult section.

Whilst these manoeuvres were taking place
down below me | made a study of the over-
hang, 120ft. above me. It did seem that a way
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might be forced up it by taking a route up an
overhanging chimney — if we could get into
it! Unfortunately the interchange of ropes down
below took quite some time and it was ages
before Geoff appeared. Jack followed and,
leaving Geoff to bring up Rob, we joined forces
once more.

| led off, first left for 10 feet, then upwards
in a groove for 50 feet. | banged in a piton
and a delicate move brought me out onio the
face again. from here | climbed upwards di-
agonally to the right for 25 feet until | reached
a large protruding flake. | fixed o runner and
traversed left for 15 feet towards o corner. |
was only 8 feet below the overhang. There |
banged in a piton and prepared to belay the
others. Jack joined me and we agreed that, in
order to climb into the chimney, we had to
traverse around the corner. Jack set out and
tried hard; he came back shaking his head.
“*Can't even get a piton in."" | had a look at it
and then decided we might force it lower down.
So | climbed down to the flake and then began
traversing on delicate holds. tack's encourage-
ment egged me on, ''Good on you, ‘Herman’;
you're fairly dancing over those holds."’

By painstaking steps | inched towards the
corner — a delicate move — and | found my-
selt around it, beneath the chimney. A few sure
blows with my hammer and | had secured a
piton and attached a runner. | yodelled to the
others, Entering the chimney proper involved a
few very strenuous moves, relying almost en-
tirely on the arms. | then climbed 20 feet up
the chimney and anchored myself.

As neither Geoff nor Rob felt like leading,
Jack had to remain where he was and belay
Geoff up to the flake. By now it was raining
lightly. Upon reaching the flake, Geoff's ex-
clamation was, ‘‘The blooody thing's loosel!”
Jack followed my traverse to the piton below
the chimney and belayed Geoff in turn. He
ther climbed up to me, leaving Geoff to bring
Rob up. It was now 8.15 p.m. and visibility was
poor. Rab reached the flake and with a sterling
effort completed the traverse to Geoff in semi-
darkness.

Geoff joined Jack and myself whilst Bob,
who was the only person wearing a parka, re-
mained below tied to the piton. Geoff was
straddled with his legs across the chimney, Jack
was squatting on a chockstone and | found my-
self wedged above them, half supported on one
foot. Under these conditions we resolved to pass
the night. We cursed loudly when we thought
of the food and gear which we had left behind
at camp, but fortunately we did not storve al-
together; Geoff had a beg of peonuts and I had
some raisins and chocolate. It was at this stage
that | had an acute attack of ‘'dropsy’ which
seemed to last the remainder of the trip. First
| dropped the bag of peanuts, but luckily they
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landed on Geoff's head and so were saved,
Next | dropped my own bag of scroggin and,
before vanishing altogether, it also struck Jack's
head.

After this sequence of events | was abused
in two dialects—broad Yorkshire and loud Aus-
tralian. They were convinced that | had dropped
off to sleep. Jack was insistent: “‘Bob! Are you
asleep? Bob! You must be asleep!'’ Later on,
in endeavouring to find a more comforiable
position, | dislodged a stone which siruck Jack
on the leg. After this | was strongly advised by
the others not to move for the rest of the night!

Throughout the night we were subjected to
periodic gusts of freezing wind blowing thraugh
the crack. About 1 a.m. we all fell silent, listen-
ing to the unmistakable sound of trickling water.
From then on we passed the time deciding
what we could do if our chimney was suddenly
transformed into a waterfall. After what seemed
an eternity we noticed that the sound of trick-
ling water had stopped and a new sound had
taken its place —the unmistakable chirp of birds
from the valley far below us. A half hour later
and we were gazing out from our miserable
bivouac at a bleak sky.

After we had stretched our cramped limbs
our first move was to try and climb up the
chimney crack from inside, as no one relished
the thought of leading straight off onto an over-
hanging face. Geoff was the first to try to
squeeze through the crack on the inside, to a
chockstone about 15 feet above us. However,
the bulk of both him and his clothing forced
him back. During the manouevre | found wedged
in o crevice my raisins which | had dropped dur-
ing the night. | decided to try the crack next
and to give myself every possible chance |
stripped off and had Jack and Geoff remove
my trousers. My efforts were not in vain and,
after gaining the top of the chockstone, | put
on my ftrausers then threw down the rope
weighted with karabiners, From here | moved on
to the face and climbed a pitch of 100 feet to
the ledge at the top of the overhang.

Jack climbed up the face ot the top of the
chockstone and from there brought up Geoff.
Leaving Geoff to belay Robin, he then climbed
up to my ledge where we waited for them. The
weather had become colder and it was sleet-
ing lightly. Time passed and we could perceive
no movement from the other two; we became
impatient and finally we dropped them a top
rope. A short time later they joined us, Rob
and Geoff led off and we traversed to the right
for a full pitch climbed for two pitches up an
easy ramp leading to the summit A few steps
led us to the cairn. Sunlight shone briefly as we
shook hands, yodelling gaily. It was 8 a.m. on
Tuvesday, 3rd January.
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A WET WALK

(Being an account by o leader who, afraid of
breakings his Club’'s rule, went on o scheduled
walk under adverse conditions.)

On Friday it started to rain, and Saturday was
worse. Some said is was a cyclonic disturbance,
whilst others said it was an anti-cyclonic disturb-
ance. It did nat matter much to me as the end
results were all the same.

When | awoke on the Sunday morning it was
still pouring rain. What should | do, as leader of
the day's walk? | looked up the direction sheet
attached to the Walks Schedule ond read that
“all day walks must be held,”” so | proceeded,
in my customary manner, to prepare for the
walk. As a precoution against having to boil the
billy in pouring rain, | packed my little thermos
flask. It was full of piping hot tea. )t could have
been coffee, soup or any of those other delight-
ful hot drinks, but this ime it was tea. Next time
| will make it Bonox and Rum! | also packed my
little umbrella; | would put it up and poke the
handle down my neck when | sat down for lunch
so as to ensure protection from the rain. Then |
set off to the station to catch the 8.42 a.m.

Not a soul turned up. | was disappointed, as
some of my little friends in the Club had pro-
mised me thot they would come. Where were the
intrepid Bushwalkers who claim that they walk in
all weothers? Where were those who, around
the campfire, boast to the beginners of their ex-
perience in the rain and floods of the Clyde and
Cox Rivers? Where were the Committee mem-
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bers to whom we look for advice, inspiration and
encouragement? In bed, na doubt.

Again | perused the Instruction sheet ard
found that the leader must proceed to the ap-
pointed place. Perhaps Central Station was not
the appointed place after all, as members live
at various points along the line. Sume get on at
Sydenham, so | looked out at that place, but not
a soul in sight. Some get on at Rockdale and
Sutherland, but again, not a soul in sight. Per-
haps the appointed place might be where the
walk starts as some could come by car. But at
Lilyvale, again not a soul in sight. Too late to
turn back now as there was no train returning to
the city till 4 p.m., and, since the waiting shed
has been demalished, there only remains the
little house at the end of the platform—but this
was no place to spend the next six hours. So |
set out.

There is a good rood up from the station,
used by the firm which conducts the mushroom
farm in the old cbondoned rail tunnel. It ascends
by way of a ridge for about two miles up to the
outskirts of West Helensburgh, At this point,
about five roads branch out in all directions. |
did not want to get out my map as the high wind
and the pouring rain would ruin it, so | tried to
reason out which one of the roads | should take.
{ did not know which was the right one, but the
one | took | at least knew would not be the
wrong one as its general direction was right. |
followed this road, but it gradually become no
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more than a track and went steeply downhill,
In about three-quarters of an haur | came out
at Otford Railway Station. Here | went under
the verandah of the only shop in the village and
studied by map. The dotted track | had intended
to follow did not exist and, the weather being
what it was, | did not relish going through the
thick, wet scrub, so | followed a good tarred
road up to Bald Hill and thence to Stanwell Tops
where the track to Kelly's Falls commences. This
was the wettest part of the whole trip, as the
track was overgrown and running with water,

After o while | came to a small stone igloo, or
shelter, with a seat just big enough to take two
people if they sat close together. Set in the
stonework of this shelter, in bright red stones,
were two hearts, each pierced with an arrow. It
looked as if this shelter had been donated by
the Otford Master Butchers' Archery Club! | had
my lunch here in comfort and then proceeded
to the Falls, which were only about a quarter of
a mile further on. The amount of water going
over the Falls made them very spectacular — a
glory to behold.

After a short stay | retraced my steps to West
Helensburgh, and instead of going down to Lily-
vale | proceeded to Helensburgh Station where
| caught the 3.12 p.m. Rail Motor home.

FEDERATION RE-UNION

1962

Blue Gum Forest was the venue of the Twenty-
third Annual Re-union held on April 7-8, 1962,
“The Forest,” always a popular spot with
walkers, proved to be a good choice for, in spite
of the weather, which could be best described
as having been extremely inclement, 200
people, representing 17 clubs, braved the ele-
ments and gathered at a re-union that will long
be remembered.

The campfire, which really set the heart of
the forest aglow, was ably organised by
“Paddy'’, who officiated until supper was
served. However, the stolwarts started up again
and continued, apparently tireless, until well into
the wee small hours.

Sunday was given over to meeting people,

talking and with the aid of the log-book, always
o feature of our re-unions, reliving past events.
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My only companions on the trip were two
leeches, found when taking off my socks.

The glory of the Club has been maintained:
no scheduled walks have yet failed through lack
of starters.
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pressive from this side and, in fact, Bolworra
shows up much better to the eye when coming
from Koocriekirra. The sawtooth which culminates
in Cloudmaker (3819ft.) shows up best from the
Kanangra side, whence the view shows Cloud-
maker contrasted against the pit which falls away
into Gingra Creek and whence the spine of the
Gangerangs can be foliowed by the eye from
Kanangra Walls through Craft's Wall and Storm-
breaker. Nevertheless, Bolworra (3631ft.), when
viewed from Tiwilla Pleateau, is a massive and
impressive peak as its grey cliffs overhang Tiwilla
Canyon.

It was 15.30 hours when we set out from
Cloudmaker for the 600-foot drop down to the
saddle leading to Tiwilla, and the burning ques-
tion now was, ‘‘Can we find Compagnoni's
Pass of the Tiwilla Cliffs, and then the tricky turn
in the Tiwilla Buttress, before darkness closes
in?"

We walked across the flat top of Tiwilla
Plateau in the golden afternoon, the westering
sun making the heathland glow with a yellow
light — and we forgot about Compagnoni and
paused to admire Bolworra and the Gingra
Range, Cottage Rock, the magnificent square
outline of Mt. Coolong beyond the Kowmung,
the broken walls of rock around Yerranderie
Peak, and onwards to the Burragorang Walls.
Truly a noble sight, and here we were in the
midst of the most wonderful walking country im-
aginable. The views from Tiwilla Plateav com-
pleted the glorious circle of panorama, for we
had seen the first half from the tip of Koorie-
kirra.

OQur efforts were smiled upon for we found
Compagnoni's Pass quickly enough were down
from the cliff line at 17.30 hours. The Pass itself
was in a very muddy and slippery condition and
sandshoes made the narrow ledges seem like
glass. The little bit where it is necessary to twist
one’s body around before the final jump on to
the last narrow ledge of mud was negotiated
with a prayer that our momentum would not toke
us over the edge to a broken neck. We scram-
bled down the landslide below the Pass with the
ever-present question of the fast-fading dayight,
ond the knowledge that we had little time in
which to establish our position on the buttress.
On through the high, rank grass in the gather-
ing gloom with the forest all around and the
question in our beings consuming us. We man-
aged, however, not to go wrong before the turn
in the buttress was put behind us, whereupon
torch and compass get us to the Kowmung at
19.00 hours. Our only concession to cookery
this night was a cup of tea, and after bread and
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butter and sardines we were soon abed.

It rained a fair bit during the night, but next
morning (Easter Saturday) we were early awake,
and in our tent in the picaninny dawn had a cold
breakfast of beans, bread and butter and water.
Then we crossed to the eastern bank of the Kow-
mung at 06.45 hours and were on our way.
This was to be our longest day, for we had to
go from our camp near Tiwilla Creek along the
Kowmung and up New Yards Range on to Kia-
romba Range, thence to Mt. Cookem and up
White Pup to Narrow Neck and Katoomba to
catch a train to Sydney at 19.14 hours.

The November flood had left a lot of debris
on the Kowmung, but we enjoyed the walk
downstream as we followed the dingo tracks in
the soft ground or paused to look at wild duck
and wildblack swan on the fine bend of water
near New Yards Creek. The flood had scoured
the bank near the last bend and we could not
sidle but had to cross and recross before we be-
gan the 1000ft. climb up New Yards Range. As
we climbed we looked back to a good view of
Tiwilla and the Gangerangs.

There were brumbies with foals running along
the range where Kowmung House used to be,
and from here the views of the golden cliffs
around Black Goola were as fresh as ever. [ love
this walk along Kiaramba Range to Mt. Cookem,
and always the view of Black Dog Canyon ond
the Cox and Kowmung and Spotted Dog from
the top of Cookem seem a just reward for the
seven or eight mile walk.

Yesterday the question had been, '‘Can we
find Campagnoni's Pass in the daylight?’* Today
it was, “Can we catch the train at 19.14 hours
from Katoomba?'' (This was the last train and
we could no afford to miss it because we both
had obligations on the morrow — mine necessi-
tated an 06.00 hours departure with my family
on Easter Sunday.)

Well, wemade it and reached Katoomba at
18.05 after pausing at the end of the Neck for
a last look at Kanangra Walls shining afar in
the evening sun, while near at hand the incred-
ible beauty of Mt. Mouin and all around it was
as if we saw it for the first time,

The joys of bushwalking are said to be three-
fold — anticipation, fulfilment and reflection.
The first two joys had passed and could not be
recalled, but brimming indeed was our measure
of the third joy as we sat in the train that night
in quiet reflection, broken only now and then
by a word or two, such as, "We were lucky to
find Compagnoni s before dark,” or, 'We'll do
it again next Easter.”” But let us cease here, for
Bushwalkers will know what we mean.
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tracks down Nellie's Glen, The Devil's Hole or
the ladders at the beginning of Narrow Neck,
all provide quick access to the base of the cliff-
line. Due to intensive development, this area
probably offers the most to a rockclimber. All
possible types of climbs are crammed along its
walls. Their names, like ‘‘Rhum Cognac",
“Whisky Gully’* and *““Gin and Tonic", recall
the nights spent under the overhangs after the
day's climb. In the firelight. mugs of claret
were raised as the exploits of the day were
toasted, or tall tales of impossible feats became
jokes to the group as they yarned into the night.

As many as four climbs may done in o day
a Narrow Neck because of its relatively low
cliff-line. This allows a variety of climbs to be
selected from the large number available. “En
Passant” is a beautiful route up because of the
consistent standard of good climbing provided.
A mild severe, it starts with slab work, through a
network of good cracks, up a layback then over
a long airy traverse to a nose which is followed
up to a fine sunny ledge. From here, an exact-
ing balance cIlmib leads to the top. On a sunny

day, with a gentle breeze blowing and the rocks
warm to the touch, one feels more like lozing
than climbing. The ""Three Trees' Belay'' on
“Knight's Mave'' has had more than one climber
sunning himself, oblivious to the binoculars on
Caohill's Lookout. When the weather turns cruel,
the overhangs provide dry rocks for expansion
bolt climbing, although purists still frown on their
use. But the idea of being able to make a Ter-
rier bolt belay, almost anywhere, is of great
comfort when you're a hundred feet out on a
smooth expanse of rock and wondering what
the hell you're doing there.

Sandstone’s disadvantages must always be
kept in mind. It is a relatively poor rock—weak,
tending to powder, unsafe if wet and fickle as
a woman. These disadvantages are only over-
come by experience and respect for its chang-
ing moods. If the climber learns and applies
his knowledge, then a huge, almost limitless,
region for climbing is available. In this respect
we are extremely fortunate. We can escape our
city grime for a mountaineer's paradise where
“firsts'’ will be put up for ages to come.

(Continued from page 27)

House proprietor thought we were rough, un-
couth types who go around making messes. And
here, too, | was re-united with my pack. Some
kind person had picked it up down in the second
gully and brought it all this way for me. He
didn't know my shoes were in it. | had been do-
ing the rock-climbing barefooted, but when we
got into the scree gullies | could have used foot-
wear. With a feeling of thankfulness | clothed
myself in my shoes and gave Rootsie back his
nylon socks.

Then heigh-ho for home and bed by 2 a.m.
Tuesday. No sleep since the previous Friday
night. It will take wild horses to get me vp dur-
ing the next 12 hours. The family got their own
breakfast and got themselves off to school, while

deep unconsciousness washed over my sleeping
body. Suddenly the telephone rang piercingly.
| leapt out of bed. Said a sweet voice on the
other end of the line, '‘Is that Mrs. Botler?' *‘I
think so,’’ said I, not being quite sure. **Could
| interest you in a roffle ticket for Blonk's House-
hold Cleaner? It comes in three colours . . .. "
"“Go on!" prompted a malevolent voice inside
me, "'Say it! Tell her what she can do with her
Household Cleaner.”” But years of training in
politeness came to my aid and I said sweetly,
““No thank you, not today'’' and hung up and
went back to bed. Other people suffered worse
than that, though. Rus, for instance, was woken
up at 6 a.m. with reporters and photographers
from six different papers pounding on the front
door. He is thinking of retiring to a monastery.

(Continued from page 45)

It was part of an old orchard which, unfortun-
ately, had not been cared for as it should have
been since her dear husband had not been so
active (rheumatism, | think it was). This was a
shame because the aforementioned bad types
came under cover of darkness and took advant-
age of a helpless couple to steal fruit and in-
dulge in acts of vandalism. But, little did they
know! Next time she'd be ready! She wouldn’t
hurt them, mind you, but when they came sneak-
ing around again they'd get the fright of their
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lives. She'd only borrowed the gun and she
would shoot into the air . . . but it would cure
them of their bad habits.

We assured her that her plan should have the
desired effect on any vandal, but covldn't help
wondering how a party of Bushwalkers bedding
down on the verandah at dead of night would
react fo a twenty-one gun salute from the bed-
room window.

If you're ever in Martinsville on a wet night |
can recommend a nice cosy verandah—you may
be sure WE won’t be using it.
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are the trips that live longest in your memory.
When you battled against time, the elements, rugged terrain and difficult river
crossings yet came through it all, with your mates, dead tired but victorious.
These are the trips when you rely heavily on your equipment although you
may take it for granted your gear will be O.K.

YOU

WHY?

PADDYMADE






