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ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
Everyone is invited to the AGM on 

Thursday 4th August  
at 6.30pm 

Kirribilli Neighbourhood Centre, 
16 Fitzroy St, Kirribilli. 

The AGM will be preceded by a special 
general meeting to confirm the appointment of 
new Honorary Life Members and to present 
each of them with their Certificate of 
Honorary Life Membership. 

Nominations for elected committee positions 
will be accepted at the AGM. 

Why don’t you come along and meet our new 
life members. These people have helped make 
our club the success it is today.  

SURVIVAL ON TASMANIA’S SOUTH 

COAST TRACK 

By Trevor McAlister 

The threat of rain and darkening skies to the 
west contrasted with skies brightening to the 
south. There were even patches of blue sky. It 
was all a matter of which way you looked: 
depression or optimism. Our journey to 
Melaleuca and the South Coast Track was 
about to begin despite the weather. A short 
delay at the airport allowed time to remember 
things forgotten. Food for eight days: tick, 
thermals: tick, wet weather gear: tick, cooking 
gas: tick, a lighter to ignite the cooking gas: 
oops no tick. Two ladies in our party found 
they were without lighters. There was time to 
tramp the perimeter of Cambridge Airport in 
search of somewhere that sold cigarette 
lighters. There was no shop. There was 
however, an unsuspecting office worker 
outside enjoying his nicotine fix. This man 
must have a cigarette lighter reasoned the duo. 
The feminine charms were exercised and soon 
he was offering not only his current lighter, 
but his spare as well. 

 
When eventually we loaded, I won the lottery 
and was permitted to sit up front. Apparently I 
looked the lightest. I was pleased to note that 
there were two engines, a spare just in case. A 
pleasant young man occupied the seat beside 
me. For a while he fiddled with the switches 
and knobs before the engines were activated 
and we rolled forward. We turned onto a side 
street which doubled as a runway and shortly 
afterwards we were 1000 metres up and 
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admiring the islands and waterways that 
decorate the southern fringes of Tasmania.  

We caught a glimpse of the walk we were 
about to undertake: a white strip snaking 
through the button grass plains below. It all 
looked very benign. Twenty-five minutes later 
a revving of the engines and a purposeful 
pointing of the nose of the plane downwards 
confirmed that the patch of bare earth up front 
was indeed a runway. A toilet, an airport 
waiting shed and a shed for gas cylinders 
comprised the facilities. A short walk took us 
to the two half cylindrical “Nissan” style huts 
that provided accommodation to walkers and a 
place for us to sit down and enjoy our lunches. 
I selected a pointed walking stick from several 
once growing, now abandoned outside the hut.  

There were seven in our party. There was 
Adrian Jones and his wife Julie, Barbara 
Mitchell and Helena Smith with whom I had 
walked previously, Ron, Helena’s husband, 
John Anderson and myself. We posed for 
photographs at the sign that said “South Coast 
Track”.  

Our path led past huts built by the 
environmentalist, Deny King. On his own, he 
had built the first airstrip at Melaleuca. He had 
mined tin, raised two children and managed to 
survive in the remote and wild environment in 
which we were now walking. The sun was 
shining and it was with pure contentment that 
we set off across the boardwalks. They were 
well engineered and kept our feet safely above 
the bog that was the immediate countryside. I 
was seduced into suspecting that this would be 
an easy walk; all planked and boarded high 
above the swamp and mud. Several kilometres 
passed quickly with brief stops for photos and 
the occasional adjustment of clothing. The 
boardwalks ended. A short climb and then a 
descent led to a beach and firm sand walking. 
Walking was as good as it gets. A sign 
“Toilet” and a straggle of tents half hidden 
among the bushes above the beach identified 
the campsite. A happy group of “locals” (to 
Tasmania) were focussed upon having a good 
time. Their plastic wine glasses and nearby 

wine casket suggested they were planning on 
some serious wilderness experiences. Later in 
the evening a member of this group appeared 
through his alcoholic haze clutching a lobster 
he claimed to have picked up while 
swimming. We were surprised that wild 
lobsters could be plucked from the ocean, 
cooked and ready to eat.  

Day 2 began with a pleasant stroll along an 
empty beach. There were no signs of life 
among the party people. A distant profile of 
the Ironbound Range reminded us of rigours to 
come. There was a brief encounter with a 
startled snake and then a glimpse of a striped, 
dog-like creature. Adrian thought it might 
have been a Tasmanian tiger. Ron concurred. 
Tragically the creature did not hang about long 
enough to have its picture taken. The Louisa 
Creek gave us our first river crossing. A rope 
suspended above the orange-brown water gave 
us the luxury of an easy crossing. At this 
stage, dry feet were still a priority. There 
followed another long march across button 
grass made easy by frequent spells of board 
walking until the campsite finally stopped 
appearing to run away and stood still at the 
foot of the Ironbounds. We stood about 
chatting. Adrian had his usual “briefing” and 
“mentions in despatch” session and then 
Tassie-Jon joined us. Tassie John was an 
academic and highly knowledgeable man; he 
revealed a fascinating background having 
tramped along most of Tasmania’s established 
pathways and into many places not seen by 
people. He knew the exact location of nearly 
all of Tasmania’s remaining Huon Pines and 
of aboriginal rock carvings and artwork. We 
wanted to hear more. “Have you walked in 
any parts of Australia?” Helena asked 
innocently.  

A 6.00am start for a 7.30 departure. We 
packed up in fine conditions but mist 
descended as we ascended and began our first 
serious climb of the walk. Soon the damp 
became light drizzle and then serious cold. I 
moved ahead of the group determined to find a 
sheltered spot. Three days of dehydrated food 
were beginning to have their effect. In the end 
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I gave way to necessity and was forced to bare 
my unsheltered bum to the hideous elements 
that now swirled around me. Unaware of my 
personal little drama, the group sat shivering 
on weather soaked rocks and grass and 
munched on watery snacks. We regrouped in 
order to march across a long, exposed plateau. 
Misty silhouettes appeared and disappeared. 
There were tantalising glimpses of a coastline 
900 metres below. Then suddenly, we were 
descending and conditions became a whole lot 
worse. The firm, defined track disintegrated 
into a series of bog filled holes booby-trapped 
by slippery tree roots and slimy rocks. The 
track turned steeply downward and we were 
walking in a waterfall. It was while 
negotiating a particularly awkward step that 
Helena’s ankle suffered a manoeuvre it was 
not designed to accommodate. It was serious. 
We had a major incident through which to 
work. It was fortuitous that Tassie Jon should 
at that moment appear. He donated a bandage 
and a heap of information including the 
location of the nearest bivvy site. It was a 
precarious and difficult business as we made 
our way to the bivvy. Helena spoke of a 
“sprain” and of continuing after our rest day 
but we all suspected that this was impossible. 
She and husband Ron would be forced to 
bivvy while the rest of us would go on to our 
planned campsite at Little Deadman’s Bay. 

And so to our “rest day”: Day 4. Sadly, at this 
point in time I was beginning to count days. 
First I woke to the discovery of the little hole 
in my beautiful tent. Not only had the creature 
managed to penetrate the inner tent, but also 
had perforated numerous holes in my number 
one bag lining. This was serious, as the 
weather by now had proven to be, at times 
distinctly wet, and my supply of plastic bags 
was drying up. I patched the holes with some 
of my precious blister plasters. I was further 
disturbed by an announcement from Adrian 
that there were “leeches”. I concurred, there 
were leeches.  

A word about Tasmanian nasties: It seemed to 
me that the leeches in this part of the world 
were not particularly aggressive. It did not 

seem to take much to remove them. They 
could be simply brushed off but not without 
leaving their usual legacy of itching and 
infected sores. Then there were the mozzies. 
Once again, these bore no comparison to the 
midges of Fiordland NZ. No, these were 
respectful of the occasional wave of the hand 
supplemented by the application of a small 
quantity of “Bushman”.  

The main task on hand was to retrieve Helena 
and husband Ron from their bivouac. It was an 
estimated hundred metres above us with at 
least two kilometres of muddy track, bogs to 
our knees as well as slippery rocks and tree 
roots to negotiate. It was decided that Adrian 
and John would form the retrieval party. I was 
appointed to “look after the ladies left behind 
at our camp”. I was mystified as to what 
“looking after” might imply. Perhaps Adrian 
might be concerned about that Tasmanian 
Tiger spotted earlier in the trip. It might have 
followed and was lying in wait for the 
significant males to depart. Unaware of the 
apparent danger, Barbara followed Adrian and 
John down the track and concerned by my 
allocated responsibilities, I followed her. 

In due course, we met up with the rescue 
party. Helena supported by husband Ron, was 
making the best of it and managing quite well 
despite the appalling condition of the track. 
Safely back at our rest day campsite, the 
afternoon was spent drying things out and 
sitting on rocks soaking in the pristine 
wilderness and savouring one of the most 
remote places on earth. For a while, sunlight 
sparkled on a benign ocean. Overall, 
conditions didn’t seem too bad. Naively I 
believed the worst of the track was behind us. 
Helena was still planning on continuing. 
Various plans were put forward: we would 
each carry a portion of her pack, her ankle 
would be scientifically bandaged using a 
method demonstrated for her by a group of 
passing health-care workers, Ron would carry 
her pack, Adrian would carry her.  

By the next morning, nearly everybody could 
recognise that it was a lost cause and the 
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“PLB” was activated. Naively believing that a 
chopper packed with medical personnel and 
equipment would be hovering overhead in 
minutes, I packed up in a hurry. I wanted to 
take pictures of the exciting event. I need not 
have bothered. The chopper in fact arrived 
around three hours later by which time we had 
other issues to solve. 

Leaving Helena and a small entourage behind, 
the main party, which now numbered four, left 
camp at around 9:45am. Once again we were 
wading through mud and then a barrier. 
Overnight a rivulet had matured into a 
ferocious, angry mountain of water. Though a 
rope hung across, getting wet was a 
probability. Getting killed was a possibility. 
We placed stones on the bank to mark the 
river height and settled down for a long wait.  

A short time later, a second party of seasoned 
trekkers arrived. Among the group of four was 
John Daly and his wife, producers of 
numerous trekking books and guides. It was 
made clear that they at least were not prepared 
to attempt any heroics. They put their tent up.  

Having safely dispatched Helena and Ron 
aboard the chopper, Adrian arrived in due 
course. The river by this time had in fact 
dropped 10 or 12 centimetres. A length of 
abandoned rope was commissioned into a 
rudimentary safety harness and attached to the 
rope that hung suspended above the torrent 
and under Adrian’s confident direction; one by 
one we waded through the icy water without 
anyone succumbing to a swim. 

Interspersed with patches of sunlight, were 
moments of icy and ferocious wind and hail. 
Stops were frequent as layers of clothing and 
jackets were removed and then hastily put 
back on. However, it was not all bad. At the 
end of the day’s march was a boat crossing 
and what fun that was! 

Enter two boats, one at each side of the 
lagoon. The problem to solve was how to ferry 
everybody across while leaving one boat on 
each side at the end. Even for my limited 
mathematical ability, it was clear that several 
crossings were needed and soon I was happily 

rowing a little tin boat from one side to the 
other. Even the enforced foot wetting as a 
result of not being able to float less than 
twenty metres from the shoreline, did not 
detract from the sheer enjoyment of the 
experience while Precipitous Bluff stood out 
high and serene above us. Luckily, there was 
no wind. 

Day 6 emerged cold and overcast. It was to 
remain that way for much of the day. A short 
stroll along a beach and once again we were 
plunging through mud up to our knees and 
beyond. Any thoughts of keeping feet dry 
quickly evaporated as each one of us 
embarked upon our own personal struggle to 
remain upright, warm, dry and injury free. 
Having another major injury seemed a distinct 
possibility such were the conditions. I 
privately wondered how many times Adrian’s 
PLB could be activated. Perhaps I would be 
next to require the services of Hobart’s 
paramedics.  

 
Still smiling 

Once again, there were major watercourses to 
cross and the threat of being stranded was 
never far from my mind. A massive hollow 
tree provided a minimal shelter and a 
temporary respite for a lunch break and then it 
was on to Surprise Bay. A wild and violent sea 
and massive cliffs were material for some 
dramatic photos. At the end of the beach lay 
camp and home for the night but not before a 
twenty-metre cliff had to be negotiated. I 
scrambled up clinging to the slippery rocks 
while trying to ignore the rain that was now 
trickling down my neck. I looked behind for 
Barbara and Julie. This was exposure and it 
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was dangerous. I need not have worried. They 
seemed assured and confident. I envied them. 
They are tough ladies.  

The campsite proved to be less than adequate 
with the only flat sites being already secured. I 
compromised flatness with comparative 
shelter under a thicket of some evil looking 
bushes. I considered the possibility of further 
visitations during the night by marauding 
invaders with sharp beaks. How to dissuade 
them? I carefully marked my territory by 
urinating around the perimeter of my little 
patch of campsite. Perhaps this would work. 
Another hail squall began as I slipped 
gratefully into my tent. I was astonished to 
find that it had remained dry. It was a quick 
dash to find water and then dinner in bed. 
Adrian’s customary “briefing” and “mentions 
in dispatch” were for the second night, 
abandoned. The wind howled like the revving 
of some giant aircraft engine, a distant roar 
gradually moving closer and closer until it was 
upon us; there was a violent gust, a downpour 
of hail and then silence. I looked outside and I 
could see stars. I drifted into sleep secure in 
the knowledge that when I awoke, all the 
comforts of a warm hostel would be now just 
one more night away. 

Day 7 was our last full day of trekking. I was 
determined to keep myself together. There 
would be no risk taking in order to avoid mud. 
Today I would simply slosh through. The 
thought of needing to be rescued horrified me. 
A resounding wack across the forehead from a 
low hanging bough reminded me that it was 
more than my feet that required watching. 
Yes, there was blood. Hastily I wiped it away. 
“Home” was less than thirty-six hours away 
and once back in Hobart, the injury would 
receive all the attention it required. 

Four hundred and sixty metres of severe uphill 
and we emerged into windswept and open 
country. I stopped. I was shaking 
uncontrollably from the icy wind and cold. I 
forced my damp arms into the thin woollen 
sleaves of my thermals. I looked at the others. 
I knew Barbara was severely cold as well. She 

too was struggling with damp thermals. I 
pulled on a second and a third layer. 
Hypothermia was a serious possibility.  

There was a view and again I struggled to 
remind myself of the wild and rugged beauty 
that was around me. This was what I had come 
to see. I unwrapped the camera from its 
waterproof package and snapped off a few 
quick pics. Hopefully they, as well as the 
camera and the photographer, would survive 
the trip. We stopped in one of the few less 
than muddy areas for a lunch-bite, buoyed in 
the knowledge that camp was only a few hours 
away and the next day it would be on to all the 
amenities of Hobart.  

We were almost there. Across the South Cape 
Rivulet lay camp. But this was no rivulet. 
Again a massive torrent of water was pouring 
across our path. This time there seemed no 
way across. I knew that there were at least 
three ahead of us who must have made the 
crossing. They were younger and fitter and 
probably not as fussed about wet sleeping bags 
and clothes. This thought was reassuring. I 
hung onto it as I joined Adrian in his search 
for a shallower way across. Prodding with our 
sticks into water that was brown and deep and 
running, it was clear that we would have to 
swim. For the second time that day, I was wet, 
cold and shaking. A couple of tent sites were 
found. I flung the tent up and leaped into it. 
Again thankfully, my equipment had not let 
me down. I zipped myself into my sleeping 
bag resolving not to venture out again even if 
it meant no water and no dinner. Outside the 
wind gales, hail and lapses of silence 
continued to cycle. At one stage I peeped out 
to an immense and aging tree that stood 
swaying metres from our tents. What if it were 
to fall? We had all seen plenty of evidence of 
the destruction these monsters caused when 
they fell. I worried about our crossing. Would 
we be stranded for days like John Daily’s 
group had been? Would we eventually have to 
be rescued? Should we attempt a crossing, 
would we survive? Might some or all of us be 
swept into the sea? And of greatest concern to 
me, what anguish would I put my wife through 
should I not emerge as planned from that flight 
JQ722 due to arrive in Sydney the day after 
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next? No food and no water were of little 
consequence as these thoughts and others 
separated me from sleep. 
The next morning for a time the sun was 
shining as we packed our belongings into 
plastic bags. Everything was sealed as best we 
could. Adrian was going to attempt a crossing 
and we were to be his accomplices. A long 
pole was found as each of us stripped to 
underwear. Modesty was not an issue. For the 
moment adrenaline was keeping us warm. 
Packs on, John, Julie and Adrian grabbed the 
pole and waded in, Adrian in charge. Four or 
five easy steps and then it was over their heads 
and they were struggling. I held my breath as 
for a second they were swept towards the 
breaking surf. And then their feet were on the 
sandbar and climbing out. Without his pack, 
Adrian swam back and it was Barbara and my 
turn. Each grabbing tightly to the pole, we 
shuffled forward. Again the first steps were 
easy and then the current caught and there was 
no longer anything under our feet. For a 
second I knew I was in deep trouble as I 
struggled to swim with pack and boots. 
Barbara beside me gasped. I was horrified to 
realise that I could not be of use to Barbara. 
Fortunately the channel could not have been 
more than a couple of meters wide and my feet 
at last began to make purchase with the sand. 
Dripping and cold, we hauled ourselves out of 
the water. Unclipping my pack, I was 
delighted to find the water had not penetrated 
my plastic bag defences and that there was a 
comparatively dry towel and some dry 
thermals waiting. Boots and socks were 
another matter. But hey, we were all safely 
across and just four hours away from a bus to 
Hobart! 
There still remained a small issue with our 
transport. The time taken for us to cross the 
channel had meant that we had no chance of 
catching the midday bus as planned. The next 
available transport was not due to arrive until 
after the weekend, three days away. Our 
meeting with John Daly’s group had been 
fortunate. They had a bus organised and they 
offered to take us on their bus on condition 
that we race ahead and alert their driver to the 
fact that they would be late and to plead for 
him to wait. They still had to cross the river. 

From then on, it proved to be one of our best 
half days of walking. Adrian deemed John and 
me the fastest and we were sent ahead. The 
track improved spectacularly with boardwalks 
and drained sections making wallowing in 
mud a thing of the past. We arrived at the 
same time as the bus and yes; the driver could 
include us. Oh such joy. 
In retirement, I planned to make every day 
special, to “suck the marrow of life” as 
someone poetic once wrote. I sought 
adventure and to experience one of the last 
great wilderness areas of the world. I saw and 
photographed some magnificent scenery: wild, 
remote and intimidating. Do I still seek 
adventure? Yes I do. Life is for living. Would 
I do this walk again? No, I wouldn’t. This 
track proved for me to be the toughest track I 
have ever been on. It was far harder and more 
demanding than any sections of the Kokoda 
track despite the humidity and constant 
wetness of the Owen Stanleys. We had taken 
eight days to walk the eighty or so kilometres 
between Melaleuca and Cockle Creek. When 
his feet had been fuelled by the prospect of his 
fiancé, Margaret Cadell, waiting him in 
Hobart, Denny King had done this same walk 
in two and a half days. Although my feet were 
propelled by visions of the comforts waiting in 
Hobart Hostel, under the circumstances I 
could not have done the trip any faster.  
Perhaps I might put my little tent away for a 
time. It is damaged and needs some serious 
repair. But there are other adventures to be had 
and other realms to explore and yes; I trust 
that there will be many other walks as well.  

AND A DIFFERENT PERSPECTIVE 

By Kaye Birch 

Did we really do the same walk, only one day 
apart?  “What a difference a day makes”, the 
words of an old song go. How apt!  My group, 
comprising Adele Vickers, Helen Litchfield, 
Ann Corbett, David Cunningham, Trisha 
Molinari, Roger Clarke and me, starting a day 
ahead of Adrian’s group, had a much easier 
time of it. Admittedly, neither sunburn nor 
heatstroke was a problem for us, but we did 
have a fairly dry walk.  
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While Group Two crossed over the South 
Cape during a “Bushwalker Alert” on 4th 
March (this curious warning, used only in 
Tasmania, is defined by Tassie BOM site as 
“warning of conditions that may be hazardous 
to bushwalkers -generally for snow)”, our 
group were cosily ensconced in our warm 
accommodation either in Hobart or in my case, 
rural Oatlands. We shivered as we thought of 
our fellow walkers doing it tough, but couldn’t 
help ourselves from thinking “Thank goodness 
it’s not us!” We were lucky with river 
crossings and we managed to descend the 
Ironbounds without injury, for which I am 
extremely thankful. I understand there are 
frequent helicopter evacuations from this 
track. 

I don’t think that most of us would regard the 
walk as a difficult one, but would all agree that 
the mud on the second last day measured up to 
all our expectations. One just has to be 
prepared for anything and everything. It is a 
remote and wild part of the world – aren’t we 
lucky to have such places still untouched by 
development? 

 

ENCOUNTERS WITH SCALY 

CARNIVOROUS REPTILES ABOVE 

THE SNOWLINE IN KOSCIUSZKO 

NATIONAL PARK 

My first encounter with a snake on a bushwalk 
above the snowline in Kosciuszko National 
Park was on a nine-day pack walk, led by 
Henry Fairlie-Cunningham for the National 
Parks Association of NSW, in December 

1971/January 1972. Walking third in line 
along the Main Range near Mt Anderson at 
around 1900m, I glanced to my left and saw a 
grey coloured snake, around one metre long 
raised in the classic S curve. I’m sure I broke 
the world sideways long jump record (with 
full pack) but my reptilian acquaintance 
fortunately either missed or more likely did 
not strike. This meeting corrected my then 
perception that being behind the lead walker 
offered some level of protection from snakes!  

So what snake was that?  

Snake sightings in the Park are recorded in the 
NSW National Parks and Wildlife Service 
Atlas of NSW Wildlife

1. This database records 
sightings of plants, mammals, birds and 
reptiles. Eastern Tiger, Red-bellied Black, 
Eastern Brown and the occasional Death 
Adder are recorded as being seen in the Park.  

Sightings of Tiger snakes are mainly noted 
west of the Main Range with the highest at 
about 1500m near Pinnacle Mountain at the 
southern end of the Grey Mare Range.  

Eastern Browns are recorded as being sighted 
in the southern part of the Park, with one 
recorded at about 1500m, east of Dead Horse 
Gap, near Thredbo. The highest recorded Red-
bellied Black is near Cooleman Caves at about 
1200m.  

The Death Adder has only a few sightings. 
However the Atlas does record the highest 
sighting (in terms of elevation) of these 
snakes, at about 1650m, on the western side of 
the Guthega River (above Guthega Dam) 
perhaps heading up Tate East Ridge towards 
Mount Tate. However the Death Adder is not 
the Edmund Hillary of the scaly carnivorous 
reptiles in the Park and its range is limited by 
the snowline at about 1850m.  

In Kosciuszko National Park only two snakes 
live above the snowline, the White-lipped 
snake3 & the appropriately named Highlands 
Copperhead. 

These snakes are also recorded as being 
sighted as far north as the Bogong Peaks 
(north of the Snowy Mountains Highway) at 
about 1600m and in the vicinity of the Pilot in 
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the southern end of the Park as low as 1200m. 
Snakes are not restricted in their location by 
artificial boundaries! 

The White-lipped snake (Drysdalia 
coronoides) grows to about 400 to 500mm 
long, has live young around March, is 
venomous but with small fangs is not likely to 
be dangerous to bushwalkers4. 

 
White lipped snake 

 

The Highlands Copperhead (Austrelaps 
ramsayi) grows to around one metre, has live 
young around March, is venomous and is 
dangerous to bushwalkers4. Colour varies from 
dark brown to grey or black and it is active 
during the day and on warm nights4.  

 
Highlands Copperhead 

Given the length, colour and elevation, the 
snake I saw near Mt Anderson was a 
Highlands Copperhead. If you are unwise 
enough to get close to the Highlands 
Copperhead’s head you will notice that the 
scales along its lips are white edged (or 
barred)5. 

Kath and I encountered snakes on consecutive 
days in late February 2009. 

The first, a Highlands Copperhead, was during 
a walk up the indistinct track adjacent to the 
Pulpit T bar at Charlottes Pass at 1850m. 
About 800mm long (I can’t give the exact 
length - I wasn’t carrying a tape measure!) it 
calmly slithered away at a very leisurely pace 
beneath the adjacent bushes. 

On the following day, on the track about one 
kilometre north of Schlink Pass at 1820m, we 
saw a pair of snakes about 400 to 500 mm 
long. This brace of snakes, identified as 
White-lipped with their distinctive thin white 
stripe along their upper lip (later confirmed 
from photographs by the Australian Museum) 
were again generally disinterested in our 
presence and reluctant to leave their exposed 
location. Both days were sunny and warm, so 
cold temperature did not contribute to their 
slow reaction. None of the snakes showed any 
sign of aggression; perhaps general disinterest 
would be a better description. 

From a bushwalkers’ perspective, if trodden 
on, the slow reaction of a Highlands 
Copperhead may mean you would be more 
likely to be bitten than other snakes, such as a 
Brown, which is likely to be quicker about 
moving away from our presence6.  

So while unlikely to strike, keep a lookout for 
a chance encounter and give the Highlands 
Copperhead time to move away!  
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Bush Club 72
nd

 Birthday 

Celebration  

 

Saturday 8th October, 2011 

at 

The Pavilion Bobbin Head 

Afternoon Tea 2pm - 4pm. 

Pavilion facilities and barbecue available 

from 10am - 4pm. 

Enjoy a walk and a convivial Afternoon Tea 

catching up with old and new friends. 

Prospectives and Partners Welcome 

See Spring Program for selection of walks 

and other activities. 

Tea, coffee, cake and soft drinks provided. 

BYO Alcohol 

Please put this important event in 

your diary. 

CROAJINGALONG NATIONAL 

PARK, VICTORIA-3
RD

  TO 7
TH

  

JANUARY 2011 

By Maureen Carter (Leader)  

Party: Carolyn Lee, Judy Kowalski, Ron and 
Edith McNally. 

I first walked this section of the Wilderness 
Coast with Sydney Bushwalkers Club sixteen 
years ago and I was mindful of how we are 
bound by climate when doing full-pack walks 
in remote areas.  

 

We were hampered, both by too much water 
and not enough. At present you cannot rely on 
finding water when walking from Clinton 
Rocks east to Mallacoota, which was 
essentially our walk. We were also 
disconcerted to find that Mueller River had 
forced its way to the sea the day before we 
crossed it, but we waited for the lull after high 
tide and waded across easily. In 1965 we 
walked across Wingan Inlet but this year we 
were taken across the two deep channels by a 
kind fisherman with a boat.  

 
There was little opportunity to collect good 
water en route this time and we carried water 
from the Thurra River all day and half the next 
day until we collected “untreated rainwater” 
from the toilet tank at Wingan Inlet as their 
gully has dried up due to the prolonged 
drought in this corner of Victoria. It was the 
same story at Gale Hill or Petrel Point; Easby 
Creek; and Red River, but at least there were 
some weedy pools at Sandpatch Point which 
we carried water from for only 15 minutes to 
Benedore River and one of the best camp sites 
anywhere with its huge lagoon and sheltered 
flat areas.  
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We all enjoyed the mix of walking along 

beaches, traversing the orange lichen covered 

rocks and heading up and down the dunes, 

which were covered with banksias, t-trees, 

eucalypts and sometimes a thick ground cover 

too. We were thrilled to see a rare ground 

parrot in the heathland and some of us looked 

cautiously at the large brown snake that lay 

before us in the sun. On the final day we 

wandered through recently burnt country 

resplendent with the tall spires of grass trees 

and the blackened gnarled trunks of banksia 

serrata.  

I have calculated that I now have only two 

trips left before arriving in Melbourne, as I 

have decided to cover much of the distance by 

bicycle. I have done quite sufficient coastal 

walking since October 2008 and look forward 

to climbing mountains again. 

 

CONTRIBUTIONS WELCOME  

Please send anything you think will interest 
our members to Lynne Outhred  

bushclubeditor@gmail.com or  

106 Chapman Ave, Beecroft NSW 2119  

REVIEW: FIELD GUIDE TO THE 

BUSHLAND OF THE LANE COVE 

VALLEY 

Written by John Martyn and others 

From its source at Coups Creek in Wahroonga 

to its confluence with the Parramatta River at 

Greenwich Point, the Lane Cove Valley has a 

fascinating diversity of landforms, flora and 

fauna. Residents and visitors to Sydney are 

very fortunate to have this beautiful area 

available for bushwalking and other forms of 

recreation. 

One’s experience and appreciation of the Lane 

Cove Valley will be greatly enhanced by the 

information provided by the new Field Guide 

to the Bushland of the Lane Cove Valley.  

The book, which is more like an 

encyclopaedia, has been compiled by John 

Martyn with assistance and contributions from 

many experts in history, botany, zoology and 

ecology. However the text is not too technical 

for the layman like me, for example the 

common names of plants and animals are 

provided as well as the scientific name. There 

is technical detail for those needing this level 

of information.  

The early chapters of the book provide 

detailed descriptions of geology, landforms, 

plant communities, fungi and animal life. 

These features are illustrated with many 

quality photographs and diagrams. These will 

enable readers to identify the common and 

rare trees, flowers and fungi. I would be very 

excited to find a Nodding Greenhood orchid 

now I know that they are in Sheldon Forest 

and Rofe Park. 

The human impact on the Valley is illustrated 

with a history of its development and 

photographs of the prevalent weeds and details 

on the threatened species. 

The detail of the Valley’s biodiversity is then 

extended with specific descriptions of each of 

32 bushland reserves. These are accompanied 

by clear detailed maps of each reserve. The 

book therefore can be a source for planning 

bushwalks.  

The final sections are indices of the flora and 

fauna found in the Valley. 

The book has been published by STEP Inc. 

STEP is a community based environmental 

organisation with over 400 members centred 

in the Hornsby and Ku-ring-gai and other 

northern areas of Sydney. The order form or 

contact details can be found in the website 

www.step.org.au - cost $35 STEP members, 

$45 non-members, format: A4 hard cover, 

pages: viii + 248 
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TRUE TALES OF A TAIL 

By Michael Pratt 

It was a large group. Thirty pairs of feet in a 

variety of footwear assembled to perambulate 

in conga-line between Manly and North Head. 

I offered to go "tail". A safe enough 

proposition one would have thought, but after 

many hands before me grasped upon the 

handrail, why did this cold black slimy 

already-inflated leech choose to attach itself to 

mine? 

 

Come lunchtime I had settled down. Despite 

earlier 'separations,' at the lunch-spot we were 

altogether again in a secluded lookout with 

magnificent views, all to ourselves. Then from 

behind rocks a friendly lizard emerged to 

entertain us. He or she obviously familiar with 

the culinary temptations often carried within 

people's packs. 

 

Finally and all too soon, our leader announced 

"It's time to move". Our group rose reluctantly 

and I waited for the very last as a good "tail" 

should. However the lizard remained and our 

last lady, now having a clearer view of the 

reptile, decided it was "photo time". She 

unpacked her pack, took out her camera and 

proceeded to 'snap' away. I waited for her, 

noticing remnants of our party already 

disappearing in the distance. Finally it was just 

she and me. I loitered with intent, desperate to 

catch her eye, mentally urging her to please 

hurry up. But no! Now was the time to start 

'snapping' the view. 

 

By now our departing group was disappearing 

down the track so I decided I must butt right 

in, moving up close and personal. "Excuse 

me," I said, "we really must hurry or we'll 

never catch the group". 

 

"But I'm not with your group!" she replied. 

VALE: KEITH PATRICK MORRIS 

By Michael Pratt 

 

 

Keith Morris former Bush Club member, 

Rambler, walks' leader and writer died on 

Saturday April 9th. Over two dozen 

bushwalking friends gathered with others at 

Sutherland on April 13th to celebrate his life. 

Daughters Joanne and Cilla gave a moving 

presentation accompanied by projected photos 

of "Dad". Keith was 77 years old and had been 

sadly affected by strokes in recent years. 

Strokes put an end to the bush walking that he 

loved and curtailed his craft of the written 

word.  

Keith joined the Bush Club in 2002 and 

resigned in 2010 due to ill health. During these 

years he was a respected leader and participant 

in walks. He led many in The Royal, the 

Eastern suburbs and around Sydney harbour. 

One of his specialities was navigating the 

hillside between Palona Brook and Bola 

Gully. He loved to get off track and our Bush 

Club activities were enhanced when Keith 

walked with us.  

In his youth Keith dreamed of becoming a 

teacher, then even a doctor. Such a career was 

not to be and at age 15 he became an 

apprentice electrician. When qualified he 
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became part of a team which wired the Snowy 

Mountains Hydro. He went all over Australia 

doing jobs for Stowe Electric. Locally he 

worked for Sydney County Council and 

Energy Australia. Keith also worked installing 

lighting on the Harbour Bridge. One night he 

was situated at a chosen spot some distance 

from the bridge, binoculars in hand. He was 

waiting to report on the effect of lights when 

switched on. In fact he was waiting so long 

that a concerned resident thought he was a 

peeping tom and reported him to police. Keith 

narrowly avoided arrest, only able to prove his 

innocence by demonstrating radio contact with 

his foreman on The Bridge. Perhaps this is 

why we rarely saw Keith with binoculars on a 

bush walk!  

Keith, like wine, had matured with age. He'd 

become a philosopher and a self-educated 

observer of life. He was inspired to write 

about the things he observed. Three of Keith's 

poems have been published in the Bush Club's 

Walks and Talks, see April editions 

2004/2005/2006. His poem entitled LIFE 

concludes with the following words: "The 

most important lesson is to understand life, not 

to make prior judgement about it. There is no 

cure for life or death, save to enjoy every 

minute". Keith enjoyed a full and varied life. 

He will be long remembered by his 

Bushwalking friends. 

MICHAEL’S LATEST BOOK 

VENTURE 

Over the next three years Michael Keats and 
Brian Fox, authors of “The Upper Grose 
Valley – Bushwalkers Business”, will be 
releasing a unique eight-volume work on the 
Greater Gardens of Stone National Park – a 
magical sandstone-featured place.  
With over 4,000 pages in full colour, this work 
will set a new benchmark for books on our 
National Parks. 
The eight informative volumes include over 
150 walks with comprehensive material on 

Geology, Geomorphology, Climate, 
Aboriginal history, Historical Maps, major 
Rivers and Water Pollution, Regional History 
and the Origin of Local Place Names, Flora 
and Fauna, the Last Three Centuries of 
European Settlement, together with 
information on threatened species and 
environments. 
This pre-publication offer is your opportunity 
to be assured of owning your complete set. 
The full set of books retailing for $400 (2011 
prices) can be yours for a massive 20% 
discount, $320, plus postage and packing 
($62) for the eight books, if you register and 
pay before 30th June 2011. 

For details, contact Michael Keats 

mjmkeats@easy.com.au or 

Brian Fox brianandelaine@aapt.net.au 

FOR SALE 

 

A large, blue MONT brand rucksack, surplus 

to requirements is offered at $40. It comprises 

two packs, zipped together, each with multiple 

compartments. The smaller zips off and is of 

day-pack size. Like its larger "half" it too has 

padded shoulder straps. The main pack has 

several secure compartments with the main 

compartment able to be split into a bottom 

quarter and an upper three quarters. Its "lid" 

has an internal and an external compartment. 

Contact Frank Giles on 0419 160 841. 


