
 

 

 

 
 

Winner of the 2021 Bush Club Photo Competition:   Mrs Hunt’s Cottage by Bernie Hunt 
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Carter 

• Safety Corner 

• Book Review by Peter Cunningham 

• From the Notice Board 

 

 
 

 

      
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  THANK YOU TO ALL THOSE THAT 

HAVE CONTRIBUTED. WITHOUT YOU 

THERE WOULD BE NO NEWSLETTER 

For both the Printed Program  

and Short Notice Walks, preferably use the 

Online form 

www.thebushclub.org.au/OnlineForms/Wal

kSubmissions/WalkSubmissionForm.htm 

or go to the For Leaders section on our 

website 

The postal address for all Bush Club 

correspondence - Secretary, Treasurer – is 

PO Box 207 

Milsons Point, NSW 1565 

Welcome to 3 

New Full Members 

Valerie Holland 

Lindy McMahon 

Chris Robson 

 

http://www.thebushclub.org.au/
mailto:bushclubeditor@gmail.com
http://www.thebushclub.org.au/OnlineForms/WalkSubmissions/WalkSubmissionForm.htm
http://www.thebushclub.org.au/OnlineForms/WalkSubmissions/WalkSubmissionForm.htm


 

 

 

 
Bush Club Photo Competition: 
Top left: Mt Cloudmaker – Roy Jamieson (2nd place) 

Bottom left:  Bower Bird mate wanted – Paul Shea (6th place) 

Right: Light at the end of the tunnel – Lynn Dabbs (4th place) 



 

 
Bush Club Photo Competition: 
Pink Flannel Flowers – Lynette Hungerford (3rd place) 

 
 

Watching the world go by – Robyn Christie (5th place) 



 

Ruff at First Bite 

By Robyn Christie 

I know a lot of members have walked the 

Kokoda Track, but have you walked it and 

been bitten by a dog and then helicoptered 

out?  A once in a life time experience – well 

not one that I’d planned! 

I was still working the year I went – not yet 

retired.  One of my Suppliers who knew I liked 

hiking asked if I wanted to join him and his 

trainer on a commercial walk of the Kokoda 

Track.  The dates suited, it was one of the 

shorter trips that had longer days than most 

of the advertised treks – only 6 days to do the 

complete track – so I jumped at it.  FYI – most 

of the treks are usually 9-12 days. 

My supplier Ziad, was described by his trainer 

as a flat footed, not so fit, Lebanese rag 

trader. The trainer, Peter – was a tall, fit, 

muscular man who could carry an ox and had 

worked in the corporate world for many 

years.  About a year earlier he decided he had 

had enough of the corporate BS and decided 

on a life change.  This was well before 

Personal Trainers were so prolific – he was 

one of the first.  I’d noticed over the years that 

fit strong men don’t always have stamina and 

endurance…..but more of that later. 

With the walk being so fast and quick Ziad and 

I opted for the ‘soft’ option and hired porters 

to carry our large packs so we only had to 

carry our small day packs.  Peter opted for the 

‘he-man’ option and decided to carry ALL his 

gear – which included a very large front 

camera bag and tripod.  (You just know where 

this is headed – right? More of that later) 

 

Ziad crossing on of the many creeks. 

We were starting from Kokoda and walking 

south to Owers Corner and were a group of 8 

– me being the only female in the group.  

When we weighed in for the flight - which was 

on a very small plane there was some concern 

about the total weight of all Peter’s gear – but 

he confidently said he would be fine and so 

off we went. 

Over the course of 96-kilometres, you can 

expect to gain over 6000-metres of incline. 

The trail is in a constant state of undulation 

with 300 metres of climbing followed by a 200 

metres drop. Despite the total incline of 6000 

metres plus, the highest point of altitude is 

2,190 metres at Mt. Bellamy.   

 

The Group. 



 

 

Me and my trusty young porter. 

Although it was touted as the ‘dry’ season 

not an afternoon went by when we were not 

saturated by a deluge – it was as if a huge 

fire hose was turned on us.  This ensured 

that the already difficult terrain was made 

more of an obstacle course with steepness, 

tree roots everywhere –although at times 

they were beneficial in having some sort of 

stabilization – and mud, oh so much mud.  It 

was a constant 3 steps forward, 2 steps back. 

An important point to consider is that it is 

very slow going due to the muddy and uneven 

terrain. 12-kms on flat terrain walking around 

the local park may take you 2-3 hours but on 

the Kokoda Track, you can expect to go twice 

as slow so 5-8 hours a day of hiking is about 

the norm. 

 

There’s a track in there somewhere.  

Our plan for the following days was to land in 

Kokoda and after a quick look around head off 

for our first day’s hike. 

Our itinerary comprised: 

Day 1 - Kokoda to Isurava 

Day 2 - Isurava to Templeton’s 

Crossing 

Day 3 - Templeton’s Crossing to Efogi 

Day 4 - Efogi to Nauro 

Day 5 - Nauro to Va’Ule Creek 

Day 6 - Va’Ule Creek to Owers Corner 

We were carrying tents, but also had the 

option if we arrived early enough in camp we 

could grab one of the ‘long huts’ and use it - 

thereby not having to worry about putting up 

a tent.  That was such a bonus.  I’m not sure 

about these days – they may pre-book the 

huts, but back then it was pot luck.  

Most evenings we were lucky enough to get a 

hut – this was particularly welcomed by Peter 

when on the first afternoon he didn’t arrive in 

camp until well after the rest of us had – 

about an hour later – huffing and puffing, and 

struggling with his load and announcing that 

he’d be better the next day. 

Day 2 the guides offered to liberate some of 

his ‘luggage’ but he wouldn’t have a bar of it.  



 

We arrived at our camp and by the time it was 

getting dark, he still hadn’t arrived.  One of 

the guides had to go searching for him.  They 

finally turned up. The guide was not 

impressed, so the next morning there was no 

argument – Peter was freed of a lot of his gear 

which was distributed to some of the other 

porters. (I never did find out if he gave them 

a good tip – I certainly hope so!) 

 

Peter looking happy – no pack! 

Day 3 was a tough one – up over Mt Bellamy 

before stopping at Kagi for lunch.  Kagi was 

set on a plateau at the top of a hill.  After I’d 

eaten lunch I ventured down the side of the 

village to find a ‘toilet’ shack.  Basically a hole 

in the ground with a flimsy shelter around it.  

I made a noise as I neared – in case there was 

someone in it, and then put my head around 

the door opening to peer inside.  My eyes lit 

up – “Puppies” I exclaimed.  These tiny little 

new born pups were squirming on the 

ground, and then I heard the growl.  The 

mother dog was behind me and latched onto 

my right leg just behind the knee joint.  She 

took a bite and backed off.  I’m sure if I had 

not scurried away she would definitely have 

had another go.  It was not a bad bite, just 4 

puncture wounds which we doused with 

antiseptic and laid some band aids before 

setting off for Efogi. 

Day 4 Efogi and a plane had landed early in 

the morning bringing in supplies for the 

village.  Ziad had been having really bad feet 

issues – he of the flat feet.  Being well out of 

his comfort zone – think never been 

bushwalking, never been camping, ate at Five 

Star restaurants most nights – I was 

impressed he’d got this far.  But enough was 

enough and he bought himself a ticket out of 

there on that plane – which I’m sure was VERY 

expensive. 

Off we headed for Nauro stopping in a little 

village called Menari for lunch.  But where 

was Peter – and the guide who refused to let 

 

And then there were six. 

him out of his sight anymore.  Just as we were 

getting very antsy, we saw the guide in the 

distance coming through the forest…..alone!  

Peter had also had enough and decided to 

head back to Efogi and get the afternoon 

supply plane back to Moresby – great walking 

buddies these two turned out to be! 

By the time we arrived into our campsite in 

Nauro I was not feeling the best and my four 

fang marks were not looking the best either.  

Band aids were useless as we had so many 

creek crossings that between that and sweat 

they never stayed on, as well as being right on 

the bending part of the back knee.  I guess 



 

with all those creek crossings, the mud, the 

humidity it was only a matter of time before I 

got an infection. 

Day 5 Nauro to Va’Ule Creek campsite.  This 

was a tough day for me.  I was starting to feel 

quite unwell, I was getting hot and cold and I 

was having troubling keeping up with the 

group.  I was the last one to stumble into 

camp and it was the only place we couldn’t 

get into a long hut.  NOOOOOO – feeling so 

unwell I just wanted to crawl into my sleeping 

bag but first I had to put my tent up – and it 

had just started to rain! 

Day 6 – the last day to Owers Corner and I 

could barely stand.  The weather was 

miserable, low cloud, cold and wet and I was 

feverish and vomiting, and had absolutely 

zero energy.  The guides decided to leave me 

with my young porter (who spoke no English) 

and radioed on the satellite phone for a 

helicopter to come and get me before they 

set off.  I vaguely remember going in and out 

of a fevered sleep waiting in this little shelter 

up from a village.  Around mid-morning 

someone from the village came up and said 

there was a call for me on their village phone.  

I had to stagger down a few hundred metres 

to the village to take the call.  The helicopter 

staff were ringing to tell me it was too 

dangerous to fly with the low cloud and I may 

have to stay the night at the village. 

No, no, no, – I was almost weeping.  Not only 

did I feel like death but I had already given my 

boots to my young porter, I had no food – not 

that I felt like eating, and I wasn’t too keen on 

being a single white female alone in this 

village. 

The helicopter eventually made it mid-

afternoon (Two weeks after this a helicopter 

came down in the same area in bad weather 

and everyone on board was killed).  My young 

porter had never been in a helicopter before.  

His eyes were like saucers as he stared 

everywhere on the flight back to Moresby – 

I’m sure he may still talk about that ride. 

I spent a couple of days in the Port Moresby 

International hospital on a drip with a couple 

of interesting phone calls.  One from Ziad, 

who was back in Sydney and felt terrible 

about leaving me.  Another call from the 

insurance company – reading through their 

list of questions she came to “Was this a pre-

existing issue?” before she laughed and said 

“I guess not”.   

The 3rd call was from the Australian Consulate 

wanting to check if I needed family or 

anybody in Australia notified.  This was well 

before the advent of social media so I never 

made it to the 6 o’clock news…hahaha.   

I was as high as a kite on pethidine and 

whatever else they were pumping me with 

and was as cheery as on the phone saying 

“Noooo, let’s wait and see if I’m going to die 

before you ring my mother” and started 

laughing.  I never did hear back from them. 

 

Me on my crutches getting my ‘certificate’ 

for having undertaken the walk. 

The insurance company wanted me to stay a 

few extra days as they were worried about 



 

me getting DVT on the flight home but the 

thought of being locked in a fenced hotel 

compound was not appealing.  Besides I had 

a four- hour stopover in Cairns and had 

arranged for two friends to come out and 

have lunch with me.  Imagine their surprise 

when I was the last one off the plane - and 

being pushed in a wheel chair! 

My leg did swell up immensely and a month 

later the skin was still peeling off like a snake 

from being so stretched, but other than that I 

had no other side effects.  The frothing at the 

mouth only occurs momentarily and the 

barking has all but ceased! ☺ 

So be warned if you trek the Kokoda track – 

stay away from hole in the ground toilets, 

rabid dogs, and make sure you take out 

insurance.  I’m sure that helicopter ride would 

have cost a bomb otherwise.  Cheapest part 

of one’s holiday! 

Oh, and will I go back and finish that last 

16kms I didn’t do – probably not.  It was an 

amazing walk prior to getting so sick.  Even 

though difficult, especially with the rain, it 

was a very moving place – particularly as I’d 

just read Peter FitzSimons book on Kokoda.  

But I feel I did enough of it! 

Remembering Lockdown 2021 

By Astrid van Blerk 

 

Photo by Mark Goodson 

The epic, 3 ½ months-long lockdown of 
Greater Sydney is over, and by the time this 
newsletter gets published most of us will 
probably have moved on and all but forgotten 
how it felt on those several occasions when 

our hopes of an impending end to it were 
dashed and more restrictions were 
announced instead. Do you remember, for 
example, that the initial plan was a two week-
short lockdown that would have lasted until 
10 July? — On 9 July, Gladys announced that 
"unless numbers go down to zero, or near 
zero, restrictions can't be eased!” She also 
said that people should "get out of their 
heads" if they believed it was possible to live 
with the virus — with the still very low 
vaccination rate by then it was just not 
considered to be an option... 

It’s been difficult for everyone in various 
ways, and one could argue that bushwalkers, 
who tend to roam (preferably in groups) all 
over the place, would be amongst the hardest 
hit by the limits of movement and social 
contact that were implemented by our 
government. And yet, there was a 
remarkable, dynamic resilience among us 
that I could observe in action on so many 
occasions — everyone was usually well 
informed, pro-active, quick to adapt, taking 
all developments in their own stride, 
whinging rarely and preferring to see the 
upside of things instead. Staying connected 
with other members of the club was my 
personal "go-to" for much-needed, ongoing 



 

motivation to keep active, for comfort and 
support, exchange of experience and the all-
important good laugh now and then. 
Especially my occasional "exercise meet-ups" 
with Bush Club friends, whose radius 
fortuitously overlapped with mine, had a 
beneficial impact — nothing beats being in 
physical presence with each other outdoors 
whilst doing a few kilometres together and 
having a jolly good chat; and the positive, 
uplifting effect tended to last for many days 
each time!  

But what really helped me, and hopefully 
many others, to cope reasonably well was the 
lively atmosphere and interesting interaction 
in The Bush Club Community Group on 
Facebook. The photo competition that ran in 
the group for 6 ½ weeks during the lockdown 
was only a small part of the action, and I will 
forever be grateful to everyone who shared 
so generously of themselves, their 
observations, their humour and good will and 
their positive spirit — it was a truly special 
experience to spend quite a bit of time 
together in this way, and to undoubtedly get 
to know each other so much better! To me, it 
felt like being on this looong, virtual walk 
together — we knew there was a destination 
and light at the end of the tunnel alright and 

we just had to keep walking to get there, but 
it wasn't going to be easy and there were 
variables in the process that we had no 
control over whatsoever... 

With no more group activities happening it 
was inevitable, of course, that the topics of 
our posts adapted to the unusual 
circumstances — we shared the highlights of 
our individual neighbourhood walks and the 
many little things along the way that we 
normally don't pay all that much attention 
to… We followed three glorious Full Moons in 
three months, got to know a family of 
Powerful Owls in Centennial Park, saw photos 
of various sunrises and sunsets over the 
ocean, solved a few picture puzzles, and were 
even taken on a virtual walk to the 
Vaccination Centre at Sydney Olympic Park!  

The city and suburban landscapes yielded an 
interesting array of colourful murals and 
sculptures and quirky front gardens and eerily 
empty public spaces and deserted train 
stations and so much more — it felt like 
having unwittingly signed up for a course in 
mindfulness and we started to look at our 
assigned patches with new eyes every day! 
Those with bushland in their LGAs, good 
camera skills and an open and generous heart 
kept us in touch with the seasonal changes  

many of us would otherwise have completely 
missed: The first wattle bloom and the most 
fantastic spring flower display ever after, 
greatly appreciated greetings from nature 
with several species of orchids, much-
admired waratahs, and amazing "fields" of 
Gymea lilies as part of a veritable cornucopia 
of beautiful blossoms… In the same way, we 
could also get some wonderful glimpses of 
the reptile world coming to life again after 
hiding away during winter – evidenced for 
example, by unforgettable video footage of a 
python leisurely crossing a track, and two 
wrestling snakes that really got the 
speculations and comments going! ☺  

Naturally, many would have felt the odd pang 
of envy when seeing what others had access 
to in their own backyard (and I am no 
exception). But somehow, extraordinarily, we 
created some sort of "group view", and a 
world together that was so much bigger and 
more beautiful than what everyone had in 
their own LGA or 5 km radius. It provided an 
all-important personal connection to other 
club members caught up in the same 
situation, and able to empathize… Let’s try to 
keep that connected and expanded view – 
shall we?   



 

ACTIVITIES FROM OUR 

BACK DOOR ON THE 

SOUTH COAST 

By Maureen Carter 

Q.  How many times a day do I chase the 

kangaroos away from my grevilleas and 

vegetables outside the netted area?  A.  Too 

many times!  I might complain about a dozen 

of these macropods regularly ravaging my 

garden but it is a small price to pay for 

paradise and they were here first. Besides it is 

fun to watch their antics. 

David and I have been living at our holiday 

house at Berrara, south of Jervis Bay, most of 

the time since March 2020 and people like us 

are jokingly referred to as “Covid refugees”.  I 

miss walking with my friends from The Bush 

Club especially the longer walks, but as long-

time members of the National Parks 

Association, we have become involved with 

the Milton Branch and have enjoyed having 

Morton National Park and the Budawangs 

close by. 

Most of all we are so pleased that we can walk 

out our back door and into Conjola National 

Park which is recovering well from the terrible 

fires of 2019/20. 

Everywhere we walk this spring we are 

inundated with the purple pea flowering vine 

Hardenbergia (happy wanderer) which is 

usually entangled with the red and black 

Kennedia rubicundra (running postman) 

climber. A section of the Park with the right 

soil conditions supports numerous waratahs 

and another favourite of mine is the purple 

Patersonia or flag iris.   

 

Besides these showy beauties there are 

numerous delicate little terrestrial orchids 

underfoot. 

We walk in the local area almost every day 

usually taking in a walk along a beach or two 

and back home through the eucalypts which 

include my local favourite the spotted gums. 

When we want a 20kms walk we head south 

along Berrara Beach stopping to watch the 

waves crash into the Mermaid Pool, then 

comes my favourite swimming spot at Flat 

Rock Beach and we clamber around the sharp 

rocks to Washerwomen’s Beach for morning 

tea. 

We follow the track around the headland at 

Bendalong with its extensive views south and 

then head down to the long Inyadda Beach 

which leads to Manyana Beach and 

Cunjurong Point. 

I am intrigued by the names of the villages 

and beaches until we reach our destination 

with the ordinary name of Green Island.  

However, it is no ordinary island as at very low 

tide you can walk across the tombolo or spit.  

Besides greenery the island contains black 



 

basalt rocks which are remnants of volcanic 

lava that flowed around 30 million years ago. 

 

After our packed lunch we head up to the 

street to the amenities and shortly reach a 

path through the bush back to Bendalong 

then we follow bushland paths on our return 

rather than the beaches.  We only need to 

walk back along Berrara Beach to reach home 

and this is a joy as we sometimes see the 

critically endangered and tiny hooded plovers 

scurrying along the shoreline.  Pied 

oystercatchers and their sooty cousins are 

often screeching there and usually a white 

breasted seagull or two soar on thermals 

overhead.  The waves often reveal dolphins 

and whales in season whilst seals seem to 

wave to us from the rocks. 

 

A shorter 11kms circular walk from home 

takes us along the length of Berrara Creek to 

cascades and a waterfall then through 

bushland to the Walter Hood Memorial which 

commemorates a shipwreck in 1870.  The 

Mermaid Pool and Berrara Beach again take 

us home.  We often stop to examine the rock 

platforms which are studded with fossils from 

about 250 million years ago. 

We also enjoy cycling along the many dirt 

roads through the Park and there are some 

challenging circuits with narrow or stony 

tracks and seemingly endless hill climbs.  I am 

keen to encourage all senior riders to follow 

our recently purchased example of an E-bike.  

You can still peddle as much as you like but 

relax with assistance on the steep uphills. 

 



 

On calm water days we easily carry our kayaks 

past the house next door and into the reserve 

from where we launch them into Berrara 

Creek.  This is another way of spending a quiet 

morning rarely seeing another person and 

another way of visiting the cascades and 

waterfall.  We delight in the bird life along the 

creek including honeyeaters feeding on the 

banksias and azure kingfishers feasting on 

little fish.  If we feel like a longer paddle we 

head for nearby Swan Lake or Sussex Inlet/St 

Georges Basin where we can always see 

cumbersome pelicans landing like sea planes 

then pestering fishermen for scraps.  This 

spring we have encountered several nesting 

pairs of swans with their fluffy grey cygnets as 

well as the usual wood ducks with their large 

broods dutifully following. 

I look forward to the COVID restrictions 

easing so that I can visit my family and friends 

in Sydney and a few of my favourite National 

Parks, then I look forward to spending more 

time in the very accessible bushland and 

beaches on my back doorstep at Berrara. 

 

 

SAFETY CORNER 

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.thebushclub.org.au/down/BushClub

Emergency&MedicalForm.pdf 

FIRST AID APP 
Here’s a great FREE App to have on your 

smart phone, especially whilst on a 

bushwalk. 

 

And this is its contents page. 

 

 

 

http://www.thebushclub.org.au/down/BushClubEmergency&MedicalForm.pdf
http://www.thebushclub.org.au/down/BushClubEmergency&MedicalForm.pdf


 

   

Recommended Useful Additions 
  

Band-Aids Assorted   (Heavy fabric / Waterproof) 

 

Fine tweezers 

 

Electrolytes   (Powder / Tablets) 

 

Safety pins 

Small pair of scissors 

 

Splinter pick 

Antiseptic   (e.g Betadine)   

 

Alcohol wipes 

Crêpe bandage   (Medium-size.) 

 

Anti- diarrhoeal (Capsules or tablets) 

Snake Compression Bandage  (with tension indicator) 

 

Paddle pop stick   (splinting fingers) 

Triangular bandage 

 

Micropore tape 

Anti inflammatory tablets   (ibuprofen…..) 

 

Saline  solution 

Blister Cushions 

 

Fixomull   (Stretch adhesive foot tape) 

Gauze squares / Alcohol Wipes   (sterile / non sterile) 

 

Strapping Tape 

 

CPR Resuscitation Mask 

 

Anti- tick freeze spray 

 

Wound dressing Pads (non-adherent) 

 

Essential Personal Medication 

This is a list primarily for Day Walks. Multi 
day walks may require additional items 
depending on the circumstances/location. 

 
Aluminium Foil  (space blanket) 

 

 

 

 

  

 



 

BOOK REVIEW 
“BLOWN UP, BLOWN OVER 

AND BLOWN AWAY” 

BIOGRAPHY OF COLIN PUTT 
Reviewed by Peter Cunningham 

 

It’s unusual to be able to review the 

biography of an old bushwalking colleague, 

especially one of such renown as Colin Putt. 

When I started bushwalking in the ‘50’s he 

was one of the leading lights in Sydney Bush 

Walkers and I was fortunate to be involved 

with him on a number of occasions. 

During the 50’s he was the owner of the 

“Puttmobile”. Those days most bushwalkers 

used to meet at Central Railway Station at 

6pm Friday for a weekend walk, up by train to 

Katoomba then out along Narrow Neck to 

Corral Swamp for the night, or sometimes 

right out to Glen Raphael. None of us had cars 

then, Colin got an old 1936 Dodge table-top 

truck, spent two years putting a canopy on it 

and there it was – the famous Puttmobile. He 

used it to take parties to places difficult to 

access by train, it really extended the range of 

walks for us.  

He led a party to make a first attempt to climb 

Carstensz Pyramid in Papua New Guinea, now 

called Puncak Jaya, the highest mountain in 

Indonesia at 5,030 metres. The party made it 

up to the base of the mountain then looked 

for the pre-arranged food drop by a Dutch 

pilot; they saw him approaching but the 

clouds momentarily lifted, the pilot saw a 

huge mountain in front of him and panicked, 

turned around and fled, without making the 

food drop. What a blow! So without any food 

they had to retreat immediately; they 

managed to survive mainly on kumera, 

avoiding the local hostile natives. The peak 

was later climbed by Austrian mountaineer 

Heinrich Harrer. 

Colin’s next adventure was the first attempt 

to climb Australia’s highest mountain, Big Ben 

on Heard Island, at 9,000 feet with difficult 

access. With English outdoors man Warwick 

Deacock, he made a successful climb despite 

dreadful weather. Colin was very experienced 

with boats, he’d done a lot of sailing in his 

native New Zealand, and with his abilities at 

fixing things he made several trips as the 

ship’s engineer on adventure journeys to 

Greenland, Madagascar and the Antarctic. 

Colin’s book describes several rescues for lost 

parties, mostly in the Blue Mountains. During 

his time working in Sydney, he was involved 

in several Search and Rescue trips, where in 

those days the Police recognised the abilities 

of bushwalkers to navigate and find people 

lost in the bush. One of the early times I met 



 

Colin was on a search for a boy who had 

always wanted to join the Navy. He went for 

an interview when he was 15. The officer told 

him “We want real men in the Navy – not 

undergrown runts like you!” The boy was 

shattered. At home in Leura, he told his 

mother he was going for a walk, but never 

came back. We were engaged to make a 

search. Sydney Rock Climbers went to the top 

of the nearest cliff line with several parties, 

including me, at the base of the cliffs. We 

heard some guys shouting and pointing from 

way above us. We went to where they were 

indicating and found the boy’s body. Not a 

pretty sight, it was a 300ft high vertical cliff.  

Back at base we reviewed the day’s search. 

Each party had taken a radio. Local Radio 2KA 

would make a call every hour to all search 

parties to report on progress. However at the 

base of the cliff we had no reception so that 

system didn’t work. That night in Katoomba 

we got together. Colin, who had had a lot to 

do with explosives at ICI, interrupted and said 

“Solution to communications problem: issue 

each search party with 3 sticks of gelignite 

and let them off: one blast – keep looking, 

two blasts abandon search; three blasts 

search successful, return to base”. We said, 

“Sure Col, great idea, have another drink!” 

Colin however was never one to be ignored. 

At 6am next morning he woke us all up, then 

off to Mt Solitary to prove his idea. So up onto 

Solitary we went, out to the cliff’s edge, then 

Colin lit the gelignite fuse, there was a 

colossal Boom!!! which echoed around 

Jamieson Valley for ages! Colin was delighted! 

We met up with Ninian Melville, in charge of 

Bushwalkers’ Search and Rescue, who not 

surprisingly was unimpressed with Colin’s 

proposal and that was that. Then a smart 

young electronics engineer came up with a 

modified radio solution which was then 

adopted instead - his name was Dick Smith. 

In 1962 I went to New Zealand for a 

mountaineering training course with other 

Aussies including Colin and also Dot Butler, 

another Sydney Bush Walkers member, 

famous for walking up glaciers in bare feet. 

The course was based in the Crow Valley just 

over the mountain from Arthur’s Pass west of 

Christchurch. We all took a hip flask of spirits, 

mainly OP rum, to celebrate New Year’s Eve. 

That night we were drinking, singing and 

getting tipsy when a stranger staggered in 

and said “Me mate, he’s busted his leg!” and 

promptly collapsed. His party had tried to 

come over the mountain from Arthur’s Pass 

but got into trouble. One of them fell and 

fractured his leg. We instantly sobered up and 

under Colin’s direction sent a small party up 

with torches to find the guy and stay with 

him. Next morning, Colin went over to 

Arthur’s Pass to get a doctor while we 

organised a stretcher party to carry the guy 

down to the valley. It was on occasions like 

that when Colin, as a natural leader, was able 

to quickly sum up the situation and take 

appropriate action. 

Much of the book is taken up with Colin’s 

working experience as a chemical engineer 

working at the ICI plant in Botany Bay; that 

and his lively recounting of his outdoor 

adventures makes great reading. I put it up 

there with the best books on prominent 

Sydney bushwalkers – notably Paddy Pallin’s 

“Never Truly Lost”, Dot Butler’s “The Barefoot 

Bushwalker”, and Maria Byles’s “The Summit 

of Her Ambition”. Colin’s book is available 

from Gleebooks in Sydney. 

For several years recently, Colin came along 

to our Old Guys lunches in town, travelling 

down from his home at Dangar Island in the 

Hawkesbury. Sadly, he is no longer with us, he 

died in 2016 aged 89. 



 

FROM THE NOTICE BOARD 
 

Kosciuszko National Park 
and Snowy Mountains 

The NSW Government has issued two documents describing future 

proposals for Kosciuszko National Park & Snowy Mountains  

The two documents describing the Government’s proposal are the 

Snowy Mountains Special Activation Precinct Masterplan and an 

amendment to the Kosciuszko National Park Plan of Management 

(POM).  

Submissions: 

To make a submission on the amendment to the KNP POM online, visit  
https://www.environment.nsw.gov.au/topics/parks-reserves-and-
protected-areas/park-management/community-
engagement/kosciuszko-national-park/snowy-mountains-special-
activation-precinct 
or email your written submission on the POM amendment directly to 
NPWS at this email address: npws.parkplanning@environment.nsw.gov.au  

 

To make a submission to the Snowy Mountains Special Activation Precinct 
(The Masterplan), visit 
https://www.planningportal.nsw.gov.au/snowymountainssap 

 
 

  Warragamba Dam 

The Environmental Impact Statement (EIS) for the Warragamba Dam 

wall raising project has been released by Water NSW.   

You can see the EIS and make a submission  

 https://www.planningportal.nsw.gov.au/major-projects/project/10571 

Submissions must be made before November 12. 

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. Provide your 

full name, mobile number, an emergency contact name and number, 

an email address, and whether you have a current First Aid 

Certificate. An absolute must is to provide a recent walk history (up 

to 3 months is preferable), with as much detail as possible.  

If you are a Prospective, please ensure you tell the Leader 

Annual General Meeting 

Our Annual General Meeting will take place on Thursday 2nd December 

at 4.30 pm at Commandment Rock, Lane Cove National Park. A bulletin 

will be issued in early November with more details when we know what 

Covid restrictions will apply by then. 
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