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AGMs Can Be Fun 

 
 

embers, prospectives and 
friends are warmly invited to 
come along to our committee 

meeting and Annual 

General Meeting on Thursday 
December 3rd The committee 

meeting starts at 4.30pm followed 

by AGM at 6.30pm. We welcome 
you to both. Of special note will be 

the award of Life Memberships to 

Kaye Birch, Ian Edwards and Bill 

Macks. You’ll get a chance to meet 
the committee and see how the club 
works. Just a couple of hours later, the 
meeting will be over and you’ll be set 
to eat, drink and socialise. Wine, beer 
and soft drink along with finger food 
will be served at no cost. 

 
 

he club sees this as a way for 
members to raise any issues of 
concern with the committee and, 

just as importantly, to mingle and chat 
with each other. 
 
Venue: McMahon’s Point 

Community Centre 
  Blues Point Road, 
  North Sydney. 
 
 
(5 minutes walk from North Sydney 

station. Opposite Commodore Hotel). 

 
Please let us know if you are coming 
so that we can get the catering right. 
You should email Shirley Hart at  
gs.hart@bigpond.net.au or phone 
9449 7722 by 23rd November.  
 
We urge you to come along and be 
part of your club. 
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Alarming Behaviour 

 
I suggest the club place a Restraining 
Order on our 80 year old member, 

Michael 'Python' Pickles, who, 

despite the entreaties of the party 
saying ‘leave it alone’, attempted to 

pick up and detain a 1.5m Python on 

the Pindar Cave Track recently.  Said 

Snake escaped, speedily charging 
towards our group before thankfully 

veering off into bush still pursued by 

Michael. But it got away.  Scolded by 
our startled party Michael simply 

explained: I like Pythons!  
Michael Pratt. 
 

If you’re wondering why Michael 
Pratt felt compelled to write the 

above, the ‘accused’ Mike Pickles 

explains: 
 

 

Snakes Alive                                     

By Mike Pickles 
 

ave you noticed nearly 
everyone has a snake story? I 
am certainly no exception – in 

fact, I probably can outdo most with an 
experience in Nigeria way back in 
1960 when in charge of the local TV 
studio. A few minutes after the day’s 
closing announcement, I caught sight 
of a large snake disappearing behind 
a piece of scenery. I yelled for 
someone to bring a plank to push the 
animal out from its hiding place so that 
I, in my ignorance, could crush its 
head against the wall. It turned out to 
be a beautiful Royal Python. The 
director of the zoo, who had a program 
next day, told me I could have picked 
it up and presented it to the zoo and 
been paid good money. My 
conscience has troubled me ever 
since, so that whenever I see a python 
I want to pick it up and make amends 
for my error by demonstrating how 
harmless it is. Although pythons have 
no venom they do have a mouthful of 
fine teeth which point backwards 
towards the throat and are there to 

stop prey getting away before being 
swallowed. It is, therefore, not a good 
idea to pick one up unless wearing 
protective clothing.  
 

he diamond python is perhaps 
the most common snake in 
eastern Australia. Its colour and 

patterns can vary across five sub-
species, but the one most often seen  
 
 

 

 
Diamond Python 

 
 
 
in the Sydney area is greenish-black 
with yellow markings along its average 
140cms length, giving it the name 
diamond python. Another python sub-
species has more definite markings 
 
______________________________ 

 

…about half dozen 

poisonous snakes in eastern 

Australia… 

_____________________ 
 
 
 which some consider rather like a 
carpet pattern - hence the name 
carpet snake.  
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To compensate for poor eyesight and 
limited hearing, most snakes have an  
excellent sense of smell. Although 
they have nostrils, they also use their 
tongues to pick up the scent of nearby  
 

__________________ 

…flicks tongue and 

simply tastes the air…  

__________________ 

 
prey or predators. A snake may 
appear threatening when it flicks its 
tongue, but it is simply tasting the air. 
Only poisonous snakes have fangs. 
These are long, hollow or grooved 
teeth connected to a small sac in the 
head behind the eyes. This sac 
produces venom. There are about half 
a dozen highly poisonous snakes in 
eastern Australia and a similar number 
of mildly poisonous ones. In order of 
toxicity they are: 
 
 

1. Common Death Adder – 
extremely venomous but not 
aggressive unless attacked or 
stepped on when coiled in leaf 
bed (av. length 40cms) 

2. Highlands Copperhead – 
extremely venomous (av. 
length 70cms) 

3. Eastern or Common Brown  – 
highly venomous and often 
aggressive (105cms) 

4. Gwarder or Western Brown  – 
highly venomous and often 
aggressive (100cms) 

5. Eastern Tiger snake – highly 
venomous but not often 
aggressive (80cms) 

6. Red-bellied Black – highly 
venomous but not aggressive 
unless attacked (av. length 
100cms) 

7. Broad-Headed snake -  
venomous (av. length 60cm). 
Can be confused with young 
Diamond Python. 
 

8. White-lipped snake – mildly 
venomous (av. length 35cms) 

9. Dwarf Crowned snake – mildly 
venomous (av. length 25cms) 

10. Golden Crowned snake – 
mildly venomous (av. length 
50cms) 

11. Yellow-faced Whip snake – 
mildly venomous (av. length 
55cms) 

12. Common Tree snake – non-
poisonous (av. length 90cms) 

13. Carpet snake or Diamond 
Python – non-poisonous (av. 
length 140cms)  
 
 

 recent report in the 
international press estimated 
there are about 2.5 million bites 

and up to 500,000 deaths worldwide 
from snakebite annually, most of these 
in Africa and some in Asia where poor 
farmers are often padding barefoot 
around paddocks.  
 

 

 
 
 

Sightings uncommon  
Nevertheless, despite the many 
thousands of kilometres we walk 
collectively as a club through the bush 
every year, there are remarkably few 
snake sightings and, fortunately, 
hardly any snake bites.  
 
Of course, there are the high-profile 
historical events we know about such 
as Taffy of Taffy’s Rock fame, a 
member of the Rucksack Club, who 

A 

3



was bitten by a Tiger snake in 1948 
and died in Tasmania. Then there was 
the son of Dot Butler (the barefoot 
bushwalker) who also died in 
Tasmania in a similar manner, but 
most of us would be hard-pressed to 
recall a snakebite or even near 
snakebite event.  
 

owever, let’s not be too 
complacent, there are things 
we can do in the unlikely event 

someone is bitten by a snake of the 
venomous variety (The last one could 

have been written for Mike):  
 
For a conscious patient  

1. Make a note of the snake’s 
appearance and call 000 
immediately 

2. Rest and reassure the patient  
3. If on a limb, apply a broad 

bandage over the site as soon 
as possible 

4. Apply a pressure bandage 

• a firm heavy crepe or 
elastic roller bandage 

• start just above the 
fingers or toes and 
move up the limb as far 
as can be reached 
(including the bite site) 

• apply tightly, without 
stopping blood supply 
to limb 

5. Immobilise the bandaged limb 
with splints. 

6. Visibly mark the bite site on the 
bandage 
Note the time of the bite and 
when the bandage was applied 

7. Ensure an ambulance has 
been called (000) 

 
Do not: 

• wash the venom off the skin as 
retained venom will assist 
identification 

• cut bitten area 

• try to suck venom out of wound 

• use a tourniquet 

• try to catch the snake 
! 

St John Ambulance First Aid brochure 

Amazing travels of!
Michael Pratt 

!

arlier this year, I spent three weeks 
in England where I encountered a 
steam train enthusiast who spoke of 
staying in Sydney 50 years ago and 

courting a girl who worked at the 
Kogarah Fire Station -  the same fire 
station, still in use today, which I 
regularly walk past on my way to the 
shops.   
!

Paths keep crossing 
However, a while back I wrote of 
something even more more amazing.  
A Christmas Day encounter with a 
stranger who engaged me in 
conversation over a picnic table near 
Manly.  A conversation I was not 
initially interested in even though she 
said she was from England.   
 
However, my excitement had soared 
when I discovered she lived near my  
!

__________________ 

 

…Alan is going to die… 

__________________ 
!

!

favourite cousin in the tiny hamlet of 
Owston,  Leicestershire and that she 
and my favourite cousin were best of 
friends.  An incredible encounter.   
 

y Owston cousin and her 
husband have since moved to 
Devon and I recently received 
a warm welcome there from 

both of them.  I have known husband 
Alan for over 50 years; a friend the 
same age as I.  I spotted them both 
from the coach, waiting at The Stop 
when an unexpected premonition 
flashed through my mind.  Alan is 

going to die!   I don’t know where the 
thought came from.  I then 
rationalised: What? When?  3 
months? 6 months?  A year?  But 
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none of these felt right.  As my friends 
greeted me I dismissed these thoughts 
completely and said nothing.  Alan 
looked to be his usual hearty self.    
My cousin and Alan have both enjoyed 
walking so it was natural they would 
take me on walks. I was looking 
forward to this.  On the Friday of my 
visit the three of us were walking a 
scenic coastal footpath.   After an hour 
or so strolling in lovely summer 
weather and after seal spotting, we 
came upon a seat.  My cousin and I 
sat down, Alan followed, sat between 
us, said nothing and died.   

What??? 
A shock of epic proportions and no 
mobile phone reception but I 
immediately took control commencing 
with CPR.  My dear cousin has since 
remarked on more than one occasion 
Thank God Mike was with me so I 
guess I did OK there at the scene, in 
returning her home and providing 
support.  The Coroner’s finding was 
heart failure and we were informed 
there was nothing we could have done 
that would have changed the outcome.  
For Alan, he died seemingly without 
suffering, seated with family 
overlooking a coastline he loved. The 
outcome could have been far different 
if it had happened 90 minutes earlier 
on the Motorway whilst driving his car. 

But wait, there’s more 
Following this sad event a further 
amazing related co-incidence 
occurred.  I had moved on to The 
Midlands of England and was co-
opted by my host to paint the fence at 
a Model Railway Circuit.  Painting for 
only a couple of hours I was joined by 
a stranger who wandered over, took 
up a brush and engaged me in casual 
conversation. Following our parting I 
remembered little of what was said.  

owever, this very same 
stranger later spoke to my host 
about his recent holiday. He 
had been to Devon and had 

stumbled upon a tragic! "#"$%&! ! A 

rescue helicopter, paramedics, coast 
and rescue personnel, police and a 
footpath closed because a walker had 
died.  The date, the time and location 
related to the death of Alan. 
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Tell us your story 
 

Mike Pratt’s string of coincidences and 
experiences outside the realm of 
logical explanation set me thinking. 
Perhaps other readers have similar 
stories to tell?  

 

Have you experienced something you 
just can’t explain? Why not jot it down 
and send it in for other members to 
chew over. Email: 
bushclubeditor@gmail.com 

 

To start the ball rolling, here’s one 
from me: 
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Flashpoint 
By Judy O’Connor 

 

The bolt of electricity was instant, the 
impact throwing me backwards on to 
the unmade bed. The radiator came 
with me, stuck to my hands with all the 
force of the 240 volts that were 
pumping through me. 
 
I could smell my burning flesh. My 
eyes were closed as I lay rigid, feeling 
the deadly current coursing through 
my upper body, the terror upon me.  

 
One long, horrified scream filled the 
air. 

 
I tried to yell again but I couldn’t 
breathe. The muscles around my 
lungs were paralysed.  

 
I’d breathed out all the oxygen I had 
and there was no more to come. I 
couldn’t bend my arms, they were 
sticking stiffly straight out in front of 
me, clinging to the electric radiator 
like, literally, grim death. My, fingers 
were curled around the live element as 
tightly as if they’d been cemented.   

  
It was then I had my near-death 
experience. 

 
It was Canberra, 1962, in the middle of 
a bleak winter.  

 
I was 20 years old, full of the 
exuberance and freedom that comes 
with the first break from home. I was 
living at the Hotel Acton, a basic 
hostel. The morning had started 
normally. I made my way down the 
corridor to the shared bathroom, 
flicking on the switch of the radiator 
before I shut the door of my room so 
the chill would be gone when I 
returned.  

 
hen I came back, the room 
was as icy as the frost I could 
see on the cars outside the 

window. The trees were bare, the sky 
the colour of aluminium. The radiator 

wasn’t working. I picked it up. I held it 
in my two hands. The wire wrapped 
around the element was broken. I 
could see the two ends. My eyes felt 
gritty, I was late for work. I was cold, 
tired, not sure what to do.  

 
Whether it was indecision or 
impulsiveness I’ll never know. I 
reached in behind the safety guard 
with the idea of twisting the two ends 
together to get it going again.   

 
I’d forgotten it was switched on. 

  
It was like I’d been split in two and a 
second, mirror image of ‘me’ appeared 
out of nowhere – detached, observing, 
confronting me.  

 
The second ‘me’ was not taking any 
part in the proceedings, she was 
simply there. I had no time to linger on 
denial or incomprehension. There was 
no emotion, just hard hitting punches. 
This was no game, no practice at life 
and death. No second chance. I had 
only lived 20 years, experienced five 
adult summers. It didn’t matter, there’d 
be no mercy. 

 
eople talk about seeing a white 
light, stepping outside their 
bodies, seeing angels.  But I 

say, if everyone’s life is different, how 
can their death be the same? 

 
My life was unique. It flashed before 
my eyes, slowly, in colour. Not in a 
cinematic fashion, as I suspect many 
people imagine. I saw a large, thick 
book with a dark cover. The book 
opened by itself and the pages began 
to flip over, at an even and measured 
speed. The pages kept turning, then 
abruptly stopped. I couldn’t 
understand. The book had just started, 
there were all the rest of the chapters 
to read. I waited for something to 
happen.  

 
Then I realized nothing was going to 
happen. The choice was mine.  
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hat did I want? I could live or 
die. It was totally and utterly 
my choice. The other me was 

still there, implacable and 
expressionless.  
There would be no help from her.  

here were only a few chapters of 
the book lived, the rest lying 
waiting depending on what I 

decided to do.  

My leg flew up and with my slippered 
foot I kicked the radiator with all my 
adrenalin charged strength. It dropped 
to the floor.  

I gasped the oxygen into my lungs, my 
nostrils filling with the acrid smell of 
burning flesh. I was back in the real 
world, a terrified, wounded young girl. 

I flung open the door and screamed 

my way towards help, on fire with 

fear. 

 

Welcome to our New 

Members 

Sue Goddard, Anton Norkin, Pamela 
Freeland, Wendy Ambler, Margaret 
Nay, Richard Lyons, Richard Darke, 
Lyn Hulme,Claire Finnigan, Betty 
Chow, Bruce Worthington, Mark 
Nelson, Kylie Witty, Sylvine Ray, Jeff 
Ray, Dianne Fruin, Susan Ellicot-
Darke, Rob Powell, Frank Berg, Miho 
Mori, Christine Loh, Yumi Takahashi, 
Ruoran Zhou, Joy Misrachi. 

Annual Leaders Get 

Together 
 
 
The club’s annual event to say thank-
you to our wonderful leaders who put 
so much work and effort into taking us 
on a wide range of walks, has proved 
a roaring success. Last year, some 80 
people attended, boosted perhaps by 
the launch of our book 75 Years Old 
and Still Walking. 

 

 
 

 
 
Part of the event’s popularity is that it 
has always been held in a member’s 
private home where people can 
socialize freely and camaraderie can 
flow. We would very much like to 
continue this tradition and would like to 
know if any generous member would 
be willing to offer their home for the 
occasion.  
 
No date has been set yet, but it 

would be sometime next year, in 

daylight saving time. 

A good sized outside area would be 
desirable and wet weather conditions 
need to be considered. Tables and 
chairs are hired, though kitchen 
access would be needed.  
 
If you can help or would like more 
information please contact  
Shirley Hart at 

gs.hart@bigpond.net.au or Phone 
9449 7722 
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Summer Walking Tips 
 

 

 

e are starting to 
experience warm days so 
it’s wise to think about 

safe walking in the heat of summer 
especially as it’s the time many 
walkers undertake longer walks in 
places like Tasmania, NZ and the 
Snowy Mountains.   

Apart from the standard risks to be 
aware of including heat, sunburn, 
bushfires and leaving full details of 
proposed walk with family, reliable 
friends or the police, we know, from 
our First Aid Training that we also 
need to be aware of the dangers of 
heat exhaustion. Physical activity in 
hot environments without proper 
precautions can lead to heat 
exhaustion. Untreated heat 
exhaustion can quickly advance to 
life threatening heat stroke. 

See 
http://www.betterhealth.vic.gov.au/
bhcv2/bhcarticles.nsf/pages/Heat_s
tress_and_heat-related_illness  

To avoid the onset of heat 
exhaustion we can do a mix of 
three things.  One, not be there; 
two, keep the inside (well) 
hydrated; three, keep the outside 
cool. 

 
We need to accept there will be 
days when it is too hot to go 
bushwalking. Heat waves and 
bushwalks don’t mix.  But what if 
the day seems hotter than you 
expected? Can you exit your 
bushwalk via a shorter route or wait 
in the shade until the day cools 
down or simply turn back before 
you are too heavily committed to 
completing the walk? 
 
Equally, there will be bushwalks 
that are too exposed to the sun. 
Leave these walks to cooler  

_____________________ 

 

…there will be days when 

it’s too hot to go walking… 

_____________________ 
 
months and explore areas that offer 
shade or water such as creeks and 
canyons. Try the Spanish midday 
siesta and only walk in the cool of 
the morning or late afternoon. 
 
Thus, we not be there by 
picking the time and places we go 
bushwalking. 
 
To prevent heat exhaustion we 
need to maintain an internal fluid 
balance. All humans sweat to 
maintain body temperature. In 
summer we can lose more fluid 
than other months when the air 
temperature exceeds body 
temperature. In winter, we exercise 
to keep warm. In summer, exercise 
adds to our already increased fluid 
loss. 
 
There are no rules for the amount 
of water we require (to replace 
sweat) on a summer’s day due to 
natural variation between 
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individuals, heat of the day, 
exercise levels and the food we 
eat. Unless your food is freeze 
dried/dehydrated it will contain 
water. Small pieces of fruit can be 
a great treat on hot days. Muscle 
cramps can be a warning our body 
fluids are out of balance. 
 

e cautious in selection of the 
grade of summer bushwalks 
until you are confident of 

your personal fluid requirements. 
And, since so many streams are 
polluted these days you will 
probably need to carry water (extra 
weight – dry, overnight camps 
should wait to the cooler months). 
Try carrying an extra 1–2 litres of 
water over normal. Used plastic 
bottles of 500 –600ml capacity are 
a great way to carry water. They 
are light, cheap and easy to pack. 
Additionally, many rucksacks have 
outside pockets that fit these 
bottles plus your fluid intake is 
simple to measure. Fizzy drinks are 
a poor substitute for water. 
 
Thus, we need to keep the inside 
(well) hydrated by monitoring our 
water/fluid intake. 
 
How much we sweat is also 
dependent on how hot or cool on 
the outside we are. We need to 
select the right clothes. Sunburn 
can exaggerate the effects of 
exercise during hot weather. From 
the TV message Sunburn is skin in 
trauma we know we all need to 
dress modestly to reduce exposure 
to the sun. However, bushwalking 
above the tree line (eg Snowy 
Mountains) can expose us to 
stronger than usual UV radiation 
plus we may have many hours of 
exposure to the sun as we walk in 
a particular direction.  A shirt with a 
collar is advisable to protect the 

back of the neck. We also need to 
be aware of the face, nose and 
neck plus under the chin for 
covering (hat) or sunburn cream.  
Equally, do not forget the back of 
your knees. 
 
Before heavy exercise, such as 
ridge climbing out of a valley, 
where we know we will sweat 
heavily we can selectively cool the 
outside. Since the brain is such a 
vital organ try using water from a 
local stream to wet your head, hair, 
neck and cloth hat. Water retaining 
scarfs also help keep blood flow to 
the head cool. Additionally, try 
wetting your shirt. Don’t overdo 
your clothes wetting. They need to 
be dry (or be getting wet from 
sweat) at the end of this burst of 
heavy exercise. 
 
Thus, we can keep the outside 
cool.  Remember, avoiding the risk 
of heat exhaustion requires a mix 
of not be there,  keep the inside 
(well) hydrated and keep the 
outside cool. 
 
Hazard Reduction can occur at any 
time of year so get the latest 
information from the Rural Fire 
Service website at 
http://www.rfs.nsw.gov.au/   
 
National Park closures can be a 
common feature of summer.  See 
http://www.nationalparks.nsw.gov.a
u/alerts/Alerts-list for an up to date 
list. 
 
Remember that our Bushwalkers 
Wilderness Rescue Squad (BWRS) 
includes valuable general advice 
on bush safety, PLB (distress 
beacons) and remote area 
communications.  See 
http://www.bwrs.org.au  
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Letter to the Editor 

 

 
 

Dear Editor 
This may interest some of your older 
members who will remember Bill and 
Marion Woof, who enjoyed and 
occasionally led club walks. We 
moved to Armidale this year due to old 
age and declining health. Reading the 
club Newsletter and Walks Program 
gives much pleasure as always. 
 

lthough we could not complete a 
walk now, we still remember our 
club friends and many walks 

and camps with much pleasure and 
note that some of our old comrades 
are still leading walks. 
 
On behalf of Bill and myself, we thank 
the club for many happy memories; we 
still keep many of our old photographs.  
 
I enclose $50 for the club or, if not 
needed, for any good conservation 
cause. 
 
Best wishes and happy walking to all 
club members. And thank you for the 
Newsletter. We always read it with 
much interest, noting changes since 
our bushwalking days. 
 
Bill and Marion Woof. 

 
(The club gratefully acknowledges Bill 

and Marion’s donation and will make 

sure it’s put to good use).  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

______________________________ 

 

Be yourself. Everyone 

else is taken. 
Oscar Wilde. 

__________________ 

 

 
 

 

When women finally got 

a key to the executive 

bathroom, all they 

found was a lavatory. 
Germaine Greer. 

__________________ 
!
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