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AN AUSTRALIAN TRAGEDY 

The title above is the only possible way to describe the 

terrible bushfire emergency impacting many Australian 

states for several months. 

The word ‘unprecedented’ is often thrown around with 

gay abandon, however, in this case it’s probably 

accurate. There’s no way of course, that we can forget 

previous bushfire years. In 1966-67, 62 people died. On 

Ash Wednesday 1983, 75 died in Victoria and South 

Australia with 2,400 homes destroyed. Then there 

were the Black Saturday fires of February 2009. 173 

people died in Victoria. Then, there’s this summer, and 

the statistics have been staggering. 

More than 30 deaths, including 9 firefighters, 3 of them 

Americans, almost 2,800 homes lost, many millions of 

wildlife dead and more than 186,000 square kilometres 

burnt out.  

 

That’s an area equal to 87% of England and Scotland 

combined. In NSW alone, more than 35% of the 

national park estate has been impacted. 

There are differing views on the causes and the post-

mortems have already begun despite the season still 

having time to run. One thing’s for certain though, this 

has been a huge wake-up call and we can be hopeful of 

a raft of changes. 

For us, as bushwalkers, it’s also a tragedy. There’s 

simply nothing more heartbreaking than seeing many 

of our treasured places and their inhabitants, 

destroyed.  

 

                                 Photo: John Kennett 

Many places will be off limits for quite some time, but 

the Australian bush is highly resilient and we know 

much of it will be back as brilliant as ever sometime in 

the future. 

If the fires weren’t enough, at the end of the first 

week of February the rains came in such abundance 

that all of the fires near Sydney were extinguished and 

in some places there was an emergency of another 

type. But, this is the Australia we know and love. 
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November in the 

Mountains of Taiwan 
The group: Alan Sauran, Suzanne Aubrun, Tim            

Dabbs, Libby Dabbs, Mike Job, Alison Job, Lynn Dabbs, 

Robyn Christie, Kerrie McLean, Helen Zammitt, 

Rosemary MacDougal, Katherine Gloor. 

Monday - Monkey Mountain by Rosemary 

One of the secondary aims of our trip was to see 
macaques in the wild and we experienced this on 
our first day of walking.  

We had a pre-dawn start from our hotel in 
Kaohsiung to Monkey Mountain in Shou Shan NP. 
The walk was only 5km, but we had many stairs 
to climb. Very quickly we came across a large 
group of macaques who were very curious about 
us as they swung amongst the trees, but not 
stopping to inspect us closely. They appeared to 
be members of an extended family.  

We saw further groups as we proceeded up the 

mountain. One small macaque was not afraid to 

help himself to a banana being carried on the 

outside of one of our packs. It did cause a bit of a 

stir when he jumped on said pack, skilfully 

extracting the banana and scarpering off to a 

nearby tree to enjoy his ill-gotten gains.  

Later that day we headed off by high speed rail 

and bus to Alishan NP. 

 

 
 

Tuesday – Alishan by Alison 

Alishan 

dark, cool 

steps, 300 metres ascent, climb Mt Ogasawara 
2488m 

viewing platform, tranquillity 

broken by ‘tourists’ 

pre-dawn light, silhouetted mountain panorama 

tonal gradation, blue, cardboard cut-outs  

suspended in a sea of mist, the wait, sunrise 

descent, steps, breakfast 

Giant Trees Trail 

Morning, more steps 

ancient Taiwanese Red Cypress 

around 1000 years old 

Sacred Tree - railway station, hit by lightning, 

3000 years old 

Greater Tashan Mountain 2663 m  

Steps, shady  

more steps, hot  

more steps, hotter 

a higher panorama 

descent  

more descent  

home 

  
Wednesday - Elephant Mountain by Libby 

Shortly after arriving in Taipei, we took Metro 
towards Xiangshan, known as Elephant 
Mountain. This has a popular hiking trail and was 
a great way to get our bearings, overlooking the 
city. As we ascended many stairs, we gained 
incredible views. The Taipei 101 building 



dominated the skyline as we viewed the colours 
of the sunset from different vantage points. After 
finding our way back down, we went in search of 
dinner at the Huahsi night markets. 
 
Thursday - Wulai Aboriginal Town & Big Knife 
Mountain (Laka Trail) by Helen Zammitt 
 
Climbing the stairs to the cable car was almost 
the hardest part of the day! Glass floored cable 
car across the Nanshi River, more stairs passing 
some lovely little shrines finally arriving at a 
tourist village then the start of the Laka Trail.  
Wearing “protective clothing” we set off in the 
dense vegetation onto a narrow track marked by 
Taiwan walking club ribbons. 300m ascent, 
slippery underfoot, at times rocky, lush 
vegetation, trees ladened with ferns, occasional 
steep downhill sections with ropes.  Met some 
local walkers who were surprised but friendly, to 
find us on the track. Arrived at the top 620m for 
lunch with a view and a sobering crucifix!   
 

 
 

500m rapid descent, very steep at times, thank 
goodness for the very sturdy ropes and stakes.  
Lower down, evidence of timber stairs, higher up 
the stairs had rotted away.  Eventually passing 
through a lovely bamboo forest indicating we 
were almost at the bottom.  

 Quick visit to the Aboriginal Museum and then 
some of us relaxed in the river HOT springs. 

 

 
 

 

 

Friday – Mt Jhan by Mike 

Our goal was to climb Mt Jhan 381m, on our way 
to Mt Guanyin 616m. The first section was 
formed but the steps were large and tiring. Great 
views of the Tamsui River and morning tea.  

A ridge line with three peaks followed by 200m 
descent then on to Mt Guanyinshan, "Tough Man 
Peak". Even better views from here to the North. 

The descent was steep and rough, with a lovely 
temple along the way, located in a narrow 
canyon.  

 
 
Saturday – Shifen Village, Pingxi Valley and 

Rocky Needles with 5 peaks by Tim 

Starting at Shifen Village, with a railway down the 
main street, we watched tourists release hot air 
balloons that festoon the surrounding forests. 
Over 6 hours we walked 8 km, often along knife-
edge ridges, with 700 m of climb, mainly on steps, 
to reach the top of 5 very sheer peaks, Rocky 
Needles, Mt Putuo, Pingxi Filial Son, Loving 
Mother and Stone Bamboo Shoot. All had 
spectacular views, although there was often too 
much exposure for us acrophobics, despite the 
well-established ropes and pitons. 

 
 



 
 
 
Sunday - Teapot without Handle (TWH) / Mt 

Banping by Robyn Christie 

A longish bus trip to the start of the walk – which 
dropped us at off at a different spot to start the 
walk than Alan had previously started from and 
had him scratching his head a bit.  But with his 
trusty phone/map in hand we were soon on 
track.  

A fabulous walk with all the elements we enjoyed 
– stunning scenery, rock scrambles, steep ascents 
that required basic rock-climbing skills, and 

ropes!  If there were no dirt tracks, giant boulders 
to climb over and hair-raising views to the valley 
below it wouldn’t have been half as much fun. 

The TWH didn’t really look like a teapot without 
a handle, however the crawl through the ‘spout’ 
and then scramble over some exposed rock 
ledges with ropes had some a bit nervous.  

Once through that the track down was scrambly 
but then undulated through high dense silver 
grass before another rope encounter to climb up 
through a narrow gorge to the ridgeline which we 
followed around for views back to TWH. 

 

 

 

A quick stop at the old Jinguashi Shrine (all but 
destroyed during WWII) and finishing in the old 
gold town for an ice cream.  A great day had by 
all. 

 

Monday – Tea plantations and Temples by Lynn 

Up the inevitable many steps to Yinhe Cave 
Temple clinging to the cliffside, then we 
meandered across the hillsides of tea plantations 
in light rain. The path took us to a creek whose 
rocky bed was full of potholes, said to have been 
scratched out by cats??!! After lunch we reached 
the amazing Zhinan Temple which shows us what 
Heaven is like. All I can say is that Heaven must be very 
red!! 

 

The more correct way to reach this temple is via 
the Pilgrimage of 1,000 steps, but we did a 
Reverse Pilgrimage and went down them! 



Tuesday – Volcanic day by Kerrie 

After yesterday’s rain the track to the natural 
river hot spring was damp and the creek crossing 
looked tricky but we crossed without any 
problems. We spent some time relaxing in the 
warm waters before heading off to view the 
Xiaoyoukeng fumaroles. By this time the wind 
and rain had set in so we quickly viewed them 
and rushed back to the visitor centre. Then 6 of 
us departed for the Japanese style onsen while 
the rest of the group returned to the city.   
 

 
 

 
 
Wednesday - Beitou Thermal Valley (Hell Valley) 
by Libby 
 
On our last day in Taiwan, we went to the Beitou 
Thermal Valley area.  After bathing our hands in 
a free hot water bath, we visited the hot spring 
museum, giving us an insight into the geology 
and history of the district as well as presenting 
several renovated hot spring baths, the largest 
being 9 metres long. Then we walked to the hot 
spring pond where the water temperature 
reaches over 90 degrees.  With sulphuric steam 
rising from the surface of the green coloured 
water and moving in the breeze, it was a 
fascinating and beautiful area to observe. 
    
 
 
 
   
 

 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jervis Bay to Batemans Bay 

Tuesday 23 July - Monday 29 July 2019 

By Laurie Olsen 

The Great South Coast Walk is a route that has 

been established and links Bundeena on the 

southern fringe of Sydney to Mallacoota, just 

over the border in Victoria.  The total distance is 

660km.  For this walk the section walked was 

from Jervis Bay to Batemans Bay, a total of 

136km over seven days with two days of travel.  

The reason for the selection of this part of the 

walk was the accessibility to overnight 

accommodation, there was no consideration of 

overnight camping. 

Our walkers were, Laurie Olsen, John 

Hungerford, Kumiko Suzuki, Janette Allen, Jenny 

Donoghoe and Bill Donoghoe.  Photos are by 

various walkers. 

 

At the start Huskisson Beach Resort 

 

 

Hyams Beach 

Our first day of travel was by train from Central 

to Kiama on the electrified route and then by 

non-electrified single track to Bomaderry. From 

there we travelled by bus to the township of 

Huskisson on Jervis Bay where food supplies for 

the next day were purchased before walking to 

our accommodation.  Tea that night was at the 

Club Jervis Bay, 6 Monday night specials 

Schnitzels all round.  To John’s horror they 

charged for gravy, he declined. 

Day 1 saw us set off with enthusiasm and 

enjoying the view that stretched in front of us 

along the beaches of Jervis Bay.  But plans for the 

day did not go as expected, on reaching the end 

of Hyams Beach the intent was to cut inland to 

join a track that would lead inland.  Instead we 

were confronted with a new road plastered with 

signs, “Defence property Trespassers will be 

prosecuted”.  In true Bush Club tradition we 

decided to bush bash through to the track but 

Welcome         

New Members 
Tim Birks 

Ron Daubaras 

Hikaru Kuroki 

Robbert Van Den Bogaardt 

Kerrie Emslie 

Fiona Burman 

Colin Burman 

Gavin Collins 

Mymy Murphy 

Mark Stubbings 

Eirlys Vaughan 

 

 



quickly hit a swamp, water meadow in England, 

that defeated all our best endeavours.  A prudent 

retreat to the beach and back to Hyams Beach 

township.  From there we headed inland past 

Booderee Botanic Gardens and Lake Windemere 

before reaching Christian Minde on Sussex Inlet 

on dusk.  Luckily Jenny’s brother lives at Sussex 

Inlet and provided water transport in his 1910 

Huon pine putt putt.  Another club meal and a 

courtesy bus to our cabins. 

Day 2 we traversed beaches and a few headlands 

on our way to Lake Conjola.  To assist us in our 

passage the local council had decided to dig a 

channel to open the lake to the sea and drain the 

bank-up of lake water that had been inundating 

waterfront wharves and houses.  Not to be 

daunted by this challenge, arrangements had 

been made with the local boat hire service to 

provide a water crossing service for us.  This was 

followed by a short walk to the caravan park.  In 

our true style we arranged the club courtesy bus 

to pick us up and drop off, a total of 450m each 

way. 

Day 3 saw us traversing a bush track before 

descending to the beach around Buckleys Point 

and to Narrawallee Inlet, another deepwater 

crossing. In this case Adrian, from Coastal Paddle 

and Surf, used a paddleboard to ferry us across 

individually after taking our packs across.  We 

knelt on the paddleboard for the crossing except 

for John, who stood up.  From there it was a 

straight-forward walk through Mollymook to 

Ulladulla. It was here that we saw how Kumiko 

had adopted courtesy buses, whilst investigating 

tea options that night at a local Indian restaurant 

she asked “ Did it have a courtesy bus?? ” 

needless to say we ate at a club with courtesy bus 

that night . 

 

 

Sussex Inlet 

 

 

 

The packs and boots having a ride 

Day 4 and on we continued to Lake Tabourie.  

This was another day of mainly beach and rock 

platform walking with short sections of bush 

reserve over headlands.  This area is noted for 

fossils and on numerous occasions these could be 

seen embedded in the ocean rock platforms.  Tea 

that night was almost a disaster, the local 

Tuckerbox shop renovations had not finished so 

we were left with a choice of what was available, 

some pies and sausage rolls, a frozen pizza, baked 

beans, frozen peas, corn and ice-cream, all 

washed down with red wine. 

Day 5 was a similar day of walking along long 

sandy beaches interspersed with the odd 

sandstone headland and estuarine wetlands of 

sand-locked lakes into our accommodation at the 

Kiola caravan park.  There is not a shop presently 

at Kiola so tea and lunch supplies were bought at 

Bawley Point and carried for the final leg of the 

day. 

Day 6 started with a short walk to Pretty Beach 

passing numerous kangaroos lazing on the road 

and inside house fences.  At Pretty Beach we 

declined the opportunity to climb to the top of 

Durras Mountain.  Due to tree growth the view 

was heavily obscured and being low tide we 

could follow the rock platforms.  A musical treat 

was Singing Stones beach, a small pebble cove 

where the pebbles 'sing' when tumbled by the 

waves. They are made of very hard minerals, 

mainly rhyolite or chert, which helps to conduct 

sound. This day we walked through a diverse 

range of vegetation and spectacular ocean sights 

from the headlands and rock platforms.  South 

Durras beckoned us towards our caravan park for 

the night and a welcome meal.  All food shopping 



had been done for us by the park manager and 

awaited us in the cabins.  Bill turned his skills to 

the camp kitchen BBQ and we soon had an 

enjoyable meal on the table. 

Day 7, our last day, and our path took us through 

the more isolated and untamed area.  We 

crossed a beach with golden sand and sculpted 

sandstone rocks, another where the sand 

changes from gold to dark grey, as the rocks 

change from sandstone to metamorphosed chert 

and phyllite.  North Head, with its look out, a 

lunch stop where dolphins could be seen 

frolicking in the water.  From here it was a walk 

to Maloneys Beach and a bus to Batemans Bay.  

As you may have guessed a courtesy bus to and 

from the club. 

  A view south 

 

 

  Batemans Bay - The End 

 

Return day was bus to Bomaderry and then train 

back to Sydney, reminiscing about our days 

together. 

This was a memorable walk due to the perfect 

weather conditions, the spectacular scenery on 

the coast and inland and the companionship.  

Each person brought something special, myself 

the organising, John the accountant and 

attention to detail, Kumiko the sharing of 

Japanese culture and herbal medicine for John, 

Janette our film critic with a précis of her latest 

film club showing, not recommended, Bill our 

technology guru with ability to swap between 

many digital maps and Jenny as an allrounder and 

a great companion. 

 
 

Mount Kilimanjaro 
By Tim Birks 
 
In October 2018, I was preparing for my biggest 
physical challenge of all and something that I had 
wanted to do for years – climb Mt. Kilimanjaro in 
Tanzania. I had previously hiked to the 
Annapurna Base Camp in Nepal, but that is much 
lower, and I was thirty years younger.  
 
I did a few long hikes with the Bush Club around 
Sydney and the Blue Mountains, but aggravated 
my hip quite badly – the joys of getting older! I 
then went down with flu a week before I was due 
to fly out, just to compound my lack of fitness. 
After intensive physio, I decided to at least give it 
a go and see how far I could get, mindful that the 
average success rate to reach the summit is 
around 65%. 
 
Packing was tricky owing to the range and 
unpredictability of the weather. “Mountains 
make their own weather”, especially ones that 
are close to 6,000 metres high. To provide some 
perspective, Mt Everest Base Camp is some 500 
metres lower. There are two main trekking 
seasons, January-March and June-October, with 
the latter slightly warmer and with less snow 
near the summit. In the lowlands, temperatures 
can reach 35C, and in the highlands it is well 
below freezing. I focussed on lightweight, 
breathable, easily removable layers of clothes. I 
find that the moisture-wicking synthetic fibres 
work best (not cotton). 



I had a day to rest up in Moshi before my 
organized group trek. I chose the Lemosho route, 
which is longer, more scenic and gave me a better 
chance of acclimatization. Altitude is the big 
unknown and how it will impact one’s body. 
There were twelve trekkers in my party (a good 
mix of ages and nationalities from mid-20s to 
early-60s) and over 40 support crew, who were 
very friendly and great singers, with several 
performances along the route. 
 
We started off in rainforest around 2,000m with 
the striking black and white colobus monkeys and 
steadily hiked upwards to the first moorland 
camp. The food was very good, considering, with 
plenty of carbs, porridge, soups and stews. We 
were urged to drink at least three litres of water 
each day to help reduce the impact of mountain 
sickness, and were following the “hike high, camp 
low” principle. The scenery changed quite quickly 
to a rocky alpine desert, with only small shrubs 
and the huge Dr. Seuss like giant groundsel trees 
that only exist on Kili. My legs were holding up 
and apart from some headaches and nausea, I 
felt ok.  
 
Above 4,000m I found the high altitude was 
making my actions slower with the reduced 
oxygen and felt a little light-headed. We were 
above the clouds and could see the snow-capped 
Kili peak towering above us and the neighbouring 
Mt. Meru at 4,600m in the distance poking up 
through the clouds. The route became 
increasingly challenging and steep and we were 
repeatedly told to go slowly - “pole pole” in 

Swahili. It was already freezing overnight, with 
the tents covered in ice. 
 
After six days of trekking we made it to the Barafu 
Base Camp at 4,700m, which had no vegetation, 
just grey volcanic rocks, shale and scree. 
Everyone in the group had experienced some 
altitude sickness such as headaches, nausea and 
vomiting. “Summit night” loomed, which 
entailed a few hours rest (too much adrenaline to 
sleep) followed by an 11pm start to hike through 
the night. This was by far the toughest part - 
steep uphill, dark, freezing cold and feeling very 
tired. I felt I was almost sleepwalking in some 
parts, walking slowly, with a procession of lights 
above and below us. “Keep going, getting closer, 
just put one foot in front of the other, you can do 
it!” was my mantra. We were up into the arctic 
zone now with only half the oxygen compared to 
sea level.  
 

 
 
 

The sunrise over Mt. Mawenzi, one of the three 
volcanic cones of Kili, was stunning, with the 
snow and clouds.  
 
This provided an extra boost, with the rim of the 
main Kibo crater in sight. Making that was great 
but there was still an hour of uphill to get to the 
summit of Uhuru Peak at nearly 6,000m. With a 
little extra spring in my step, I finally made it to 
the sign that had been my goal. It was an 
unbelievable feeling to be on the roof of Africa. 
The views across the crater were spectacular – 
looking down on the snow, clouds and towering 
glaciers made it so worthwhile. 
 
 

 
 



 
 
We still had a lot of hiking to go to descend to the 
next camp. After around fifteen hours of hiking in 
one day with little sleep we were all exhausted. 
We hiked down quickly – it took us 6.5 days up 
and 1.5 days down (taking different routes). We 
were greeted at the end with beers, chicken and 
chips – never tasted so good! A shower and wi-fi 
at the lodge were most welcome, followed by a 
final group dinner. 
 
It was all a little surreal looking back, but overall, 
a truly unforgettable experience! 

 
 
 
 
 

Caucasus Tour – 
Azerbaijan, Georgia 

and Armenia 
 

(An Odyssey in Three Parts) 
 

‘The Silk Road…my most adventurous and exotic 
journey yet’ 

Joanna Lumley 
 

By Melanie Davies 
Leader: Vicki Presdee 

 
Part Three – Armenia 
 
After two weeks traveling from Baku in 

Azerbaijan, to Tbilisi in Georgia our band of 

twelve hardy bushwalkers from the Bush Club, 

the Illawarra Ramblers and NPA, directed by our 

tireless leader Vicki, straggled across the 

Georgian border into Armenia.  

We were met with brisk efficiency by our new 

guide, who, contrary to her assertion that she 

would ‘only briefly’ describe events and sites, 

was determined to send us back to Australia with 

our heads full of battles, kings, queens, saints and 

apostles, and the fundamental elements of 

monastic construction. We started with the 

UNESCO-listed Haghpat Monastery, an 

impressive introduction to Armenian Christianity 

and a walk through the medieval university at 

Sanahin. 

The next morning, we were up early, ready for 

our first walk in Armenia. A long, bootsuckingly 

muddy trail led us through deep forest, to 

emerge onto a vast meadow of lush grasses and 

wildflowers.  

You can’t help but think: ‘Heidi was right!’ when 

you see a shepherd, lazily watching his flock in 

the long grass, high above the valley. As we 

walked back down to the village, we were invited 

to have lunch with a local family. Sitting outside 

at a table on the grass, we were treated to a big 

spread of home grown and home-made produce. 

An idyllic way to wish our own Helen a happy 

birthday (and make a few toasts with sinus-

clearing home-made vodka). 

 

Next stop was Lake Sevan, the world’s second 

highest freshwater lake. A stiff climb up to the 

promontory rewarded us with incredible views of 

the Caucasus mountains, their snowy peaks 

reflected in the bright blue water. We dozed in 



the bus as we made our way, finally, to Yerevan, 

capital of Armenia and our last major stop. 

A tour of Yerevan touched on the city’s almost 

3,000-year history, but nothing could compete 

with the ethereal presence of Mt Ararat, 

levitating out of the brown haze and dominating 

Yerevan’s skyline.  

 

A massive 5,100 metres above sea-level, the 

snow-capped mirage seemed almost magical in 

its ever-changing colours. We got to within cooee 

of Ararat at the Khor Virap monastery the next 

day, on our way to the village of Goris, but the 

mountain now lies in Turkish territory and is 

inaccessible from Armenia. Before we reached 

 

Goris, we stopped to experience the silence of a 

6,000-year old Stonehenge-like structure on a 

wind-swept plateau, almost 2,000 metres above 

sea-level. Although there is still debate about its 

actual purpose, it was easy to imagine this lonely 

place as an incredible spot to observe the 

constellations through its mysterious stone 

circles. 

Excitement and some trepidation was the theme 

the next morning, as we continued through the 

mountains to see the ‘pearl’ of Armenian 

medieval architecture, the monastery of Tatev.  

 

But it wasn’t the monastery giving us goose 

bumps, it was the precarious journey there by 

cable-car, dangling 300 metres above the 

Vorotan canyon, for a record smashing 5.7 kms.  

The return journey was less terrifying, but equally 

as exhilarating, as we walked back down the 

mountainside. We all marvelled at the incredible 

beauty of the gently descending trail, with its 

glimpses of the river far below, the occasional 

creaking of the cable-car passing by overhead 

and the wonderful scent of the wild roses. We 

stopped for lunch at an abandoned monastery 

and surprised the resident hermit as we relaxed 

in the shady ruins. We agreed that although we’d 

seen some spectacular architecture in the 

previous weeks, this quiet lunch in the silence of 

the crumbling walls was the most evocative of all. 

 

The penultimate day out was to see the 1st 

century pagan temple at Garni and then Geghard 

Monastery, another UNESCO site. But both were 

crawling with school-holiday groups and it took 

some patience (and several ice-creams) to keep 

our cool as we wandered through them.  

By this stage, the promise of yet another 

’monastery complex’ from the guide had started 

to take on quite a different meaning - we were all 

suffering a little from a ‘monastery complex’! 

But, before we braved the crowds at Garni, we 

hiked down to see the incredible ‘Symphony of 

Stones’ - huge cliffs formed by thousands of 

vertical, basalt columns resembling the pipes of 

some cosmic church organ. 

 



 

That evening it seemed fitting to have our final 

group dinner as a typical bushwalker’s picnic on 

top of Yerevan’s ‘Cascades’, a monumental stone 

staircase begun during the Soviet years and now 

forming the centrepiece of the capital city. From 

the top we toasted each other and the amazing 

journey we’d shared, as the late afternoon sun 

set Mt Ararat on fire. 

On the final day, the hardy few were treated to 

the UNESCO listed St Hripsime Church, St 

Ejmiadzin Catherdral, the UNESCO listed 7th 

century Zvartnots temple, and a walk through the 

Yerevan Museum. Then it was off to the airport, 

and the beginning of our long journey home. 

Throughout the trek we were ‘managed’ by our 

heroic walk leader, Vicki, also known as Saint 

Vicki of Immaculate Organisation, Mother of 

Hikers and Slayer of (most) Viral Infections (sorry, 

she wasn’t quite able to defeat that sneaky 

cough-lurgy that spread through the bus). Vicki’s 

efforts arranging the entire tour were truly 

impressive and, despite plans sometimes 

teetering on a knife-edge, she used her superior 

negotiating powers and steely nerves to convince 

even the most reluctant tour guide that yes, we 

really DID want to get up that early!  

 

 

Thank you, Vicki, from all of us. The Caucasus tour 

was a spectacular success! 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Link to a Good Read 

It’s a few years old, but still interesting and 

relevant. 

https://www.collective-

evolution.com/2016/04/08/doctors-explain-how-

hiking-actually-changes-our-brains/ 

What’s on our website? 

Leader profiles and volunteers who will 

help new leaders.  The list is at the end 

of the online program. 

Information and forms for leaders. 

Guidelines for all members including 

Walk Grading Guide. 

Photo gallery (enormous) – see photos 

of walks from the last 4 months. 

Tips on all sorts of things related to 

bushwalking and the website. 

Archives of previous newsletters as well 

as historical Walks and Talks. 

Formula for transport share costs 

Just browse through the menu at 

www.bushclub.org.au 
 

https://www.collective-evolution.com/2016/04/08/doctors-explain-how-hiking-actually-changes-our-brains/
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AUTUMN FLORA TO WATCH 

FOR  

Hakea bakeriana is a small to medium sized 

shrub spreading to 1 or 2 metres high by the 

same in diameter endemic to the NSW Central 

Coast. It has bright green narrow, pointed foliage 

which is less prickly than that of many 

other Hakea species. The flowers range from a 

pinkish white to deep pink in colour. 

 

 

A BLAST FROM THE PAST 

HALF A CENTURY OF BUSHWALKING 

MILESTONES (49 Years to be exact, but "Half a 

century" sounds better. Written for the TWENTY-

FIRST Anniversary of the Club 19/9/60 ... by 

Marie Byles  

A short time ago one of my brothers and I were 

driving from Mount Wilson via Bowens Creek to 

Kurrajong and exchanging reminiscences of when 

we were small children and our parents took us 

that way to Richmond. There were then only 

rough tracks, and we crossed Bowens Creek by 

straddling a log, and my brother had to wear his 

carpet slippers because his boots hurt. This was 

one of the annual winter holidays from 1911 

onwards (the year we came to Australia) spent in 

exploring the Blue Mountains in the days when 

no one else "tramped". (The term "bush-walking" 

had not been invented then). No one else, except 

of course Harry Whitehouse, whom we called 

"Cottage" for short. True, Cottage once took Bert 

Evatt, the present Chief Justice, across the Cox to 

Jenolan, but apparently Bert did not appreciate 

it, for he did NOT add himself to the ranks of the 

trampers. Then came the first camping trip. It 

was to Mt. Hay, and Cottage lent us a lean-to 

shelter. After that I dragged my unsuspecting 

Varsity girl friends on many camping trips, 

without either tents or lean-to's. But Nature 

protects those that trust her, and only once did it 

rain. It was on one of these trips that Maitland 

Bay was discovered, and we left our skirts near a 

sandhill and could not find them. Horrors! 

Imagine travelling home in bloomers! St. 

Anthony waved us!! At last in 1927 the Sydney 

Bush Walkers came into existence, and with 

them the term "bush-walking". I did not join this 

Club at once, for I was just off for a year's 

travelling round the world "by cargo boat and 

mountain". When later I did join, I was a little 

shocked at the sissy interest in food evinced by 

these "bush-walkers". The hardy "trampers" of 

the old countries took sandwiches in their 

pockets, and drank cold water, but in this 

effeminate land the chief interest seemed to be 

in cooking! The next great milestone in 

bushwalking was Paddy Pallin who lost his job 

during the depression and started making tents 

and camp gear on the Singer sewing machine in 

his drawing room. With the advent of tents, the 

good luck in the matter of weather departed, and 

many were the rainy trips, especially two virgin 

peak exploration trips in New Zealand during the 

depression years. In 1938 a virgin peak 20,000 

feet high in Western China called, but although 

we were a proper expedition, and got a rebate on 

the mountaineering gear in consequence, the 

peak retained it virgin purity, and I returned 

nearly broken-hearted – but not too broken 

hearted to inveigle bushwalkers to turn out in 

scores for working bees at Maitland Bay, now 

Bouddi Natural Park. Then Paddy and I decided 

there ought to be a club which did not insist upon 

camping as a qualification for membership, and 

so it was that the Bush Club came into existence, 



more or less at the same time as the war broke 

out. Very soon Paddy found his spare time taken 

up with war work, and I was left to bring up the 

infant of our joint creation. I could lead its walks 

all right, but I was not too good at social evenings. 

However, we struggled on. In 1942 came for me 

a tragic milestone, a foot operation which ended 

all serious bushwalking for ever. These tragedies 

are fated. When we are passionately attached to 

something it seems that we must lose it, if we are 

not to stagnate on life's pilgrimage. The last 

milestone in bushwalking has been the invention 

of the motor car, and now-a-days bushwalkers go 

"bushwalking on wheels". This is what I heard at 

a meeting of one of the bushwalking clubs after 

the leader had given details of his trip. "Now, 

who will arrange transport?" Silence. "What, can 

no one arrange transport?" Still silence. "Walk is 

cancelled!" Of course, the world has been going 

to the dogs since the day’s history commenced – 

but never before were there transistors in the 

bush to drown the song of the birds and the 

music of the waves. This time I think it may really 

reach the dogs!!! 

 

 

 

Vale Alice Bailey       

 

A celebration for the life of Alice Bailey was held 
on Friday 20 December 2019.  Family, 
acquaintances and past-walking friends filled St 
Peters Uniting Church, Freshwater.  The Bush 
Club was represented by Arthur Cunningham and 
Michael Pratt.   Alice's family spoke in the eulogy 
of their Bush Club adventures as children when 
Mother Alice and (deceased) Father Bill were 
actively leading and participating in Bush Club 
walks, circa 1960 / 70. Following the Church 
Service refreshments with further reminiscences 
were enjoyed at The Harbord Beach Hotel.  Thus 
concluded this heart-felt appreciation of Alice 
Bailey's life and friendships made therein.    

Michael Pratt.    

 

 

Booking on walks  
When contacting leaders who don’t know you, 

there are several things you can do to make the 

leader’s job much easier. 

Firstly, note the order in which the leader lists 

their contact details. 

A good idea is to provide your full name, a 

mobile number and/or an email address, 

preferably both. 

An absolute must is to provide a recent walk 

history (up to 3 months is preferable), with as 

much detail as possible.  

In other words, the more information you 

provide about yourself, the happier the leader 

will be. 

 

An Important Reminder 
If you haven’t already done so, please carry 

your Bush Club Emergency Contact & Medical 

Form in your First Aid kit. It could make the 

difference if you’re caught up in a medical 

emergency. 

http://www.bushclub.org.au/down/BushClubEmerg

ency&MedicalForm.pdf 
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