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Boorai Ridge – Colo River  
 
Tuesday 16th – Friday 19th October 2007 
 
The Club has not visited this section of the Colo River 
in the Wollemi National Park for over 15 years. 
Things have not changed much since then except 
that the old 4wd trail along the Boorai Ride has been 
blocked and is reverting to nature, and in its place 
there is a clear footpad which runs the length of the 
ridge from Hollow Rock and down the steep 
escarpments to the river near its junction with Dooli 
Creek. 
 
The group (Bob, Ingrid, David, Brian and Royce) had 
left Newcastle early, and after a brief stop for a BLT 
at the Garlin Valley Truck Stop, was parked at Hollow 
Rock and ready to walk by 11.00am. The fire trail 
from the Putty Road to Hollow Rock was in excellent 
condition and suitable for conventional vehicles in dry 
weather. 
 

Tuesday was a very hot day with fire bans in place, 
and as we descended along the ridge we could see 
smoke on distant ridges fanned by the gusty westerly 
winds. Helicopters were working to quell the blazes. 
We lunched on a shady outcrop overlooking the 
sinuous Colo gorges below and the fire fighting 
activities to the south. 
 

      
       
The steep descent into the river from the ridgeline is 
quite spectacular with ever-present scenes up and 
down the river, and rocky outcrops with a profusion of 
wild flowers. The descent is mostly shaded from the 
afternoon sun, but very slippery in the dry dusty soils. 
We were all glad to reach the river, get the boots off, 
cool our feet in the water, and listen to the chorus of 
Bell Birds nearby. We then walked upstream about 
500m along some beautiful sandy stretches to locate 
an elevated, shady campsite. There was clear 
evidence of the recent June floods with debris 
hanging some 4 m up in the She Oaks. By the time 
the tents were up it was time for a swim in a beaut 
deep water hole in front of the campsite and settle in 
for the evening. 
 
On this occasion we were camping for two nights in 
the one location, which allowed time to do some 
exploring of nearby creeks. On Wednesday we 
walked up Dooli Creek for about 1 km to its junction 
with Boorai Creek and on the Thursday morning we 
walked 500m up an unnamed creek just upstream of 
our camp. Walking was relatively easy over large 
boulders laced with Water Gums and occasional 
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extended rock platforms.  Each creek line contained 
lots of large caves, waterfalls, pools surrounded by 
ferns, and magnificent old Water Gums. Really quite 
magic. We found aboriginal art in one cave and a 
collection of old drill steels in another (evidence of the 
exploits in the 60’s of the NSW Electricity 
Commission at a time when the Colo Gorge was 
being considered as a major dam site). During our 
stay we spotted a couple of black snakes. 
 
On Thursday afternoon we reluctantly packed up, 
climbed the 250m straight up and walked the 6 km to 
Hollow Rock. There was no sign of the smoke we 
had seen two days earlier. After 4 hours of walking 
we all felt that we had done enough for the day and 
decided to camp next to the cars at Hollow Rock to 
enjoy our happy hour in the shade of Hollow Rock 
taking in the views to the west. 
 
On Friday morning we did a 3-hour return romp down 
the ridge to Crawford’s Lookdown for morning tea 
and take in the outstanding views of a major bend in 
Wollemi Creek and its junction with the Colo. 
 
Lunch at the Truck Stop and back in Newcastle by 
5.00pm 
 
What a great walk! 
 
- Bob Clifton 
 
 

     
 
 
Warrumbungles Kids Camp 
 
October 2007 
 
We had seven kids aged from 7 years to 10 months 
old on our first kids camp.  Rubin and Bethany and 
their granny were very experienced campers as were 
Sophie and her dad.  It was a first experience for 
Dylan 10 months, Sam 7, Lucy 5 and Georgia 2, all 
belonging to the Lindsay-Lynne clan.  We were 
expecting more happy campers but had some last 
minute cancellations. 

A great time was had, especially by the kids’ young 
parents who haven’t had the opportunity to get the 
kids camping.  They have all lined up to come next 
time. 
 
The flies were so bad we could hardly see Dylan 
some of the time, but he didn’t mind too much.  As 
night arrived the flies were replaced by moths that 
were amazing and two kookaburras that took the 
sausage literally out of Sylvia’s hand as she was 
having dinner.  The kids thought that was wonderful. 
Kangaroos and emus were everywhere, obliging our 
little photographers with many photo opportunities, 
and 2 year old Georgia kept taking off with Sophie’s 
stroller to pat the “roos jump jump”.  We had some 
beautiful Steve Parish animal pictures and lots of 
messy painting happening. 
 
Col, Sophie on her dad’s back and Sylvia, 
accompanied by two of our young parents climbed to 
the Breadknife on a very hot morning.  Back at camp 
we did some little walks, accidentally introducing the 
kids to stinging nettles.  Oops! 
 
Happy hour was most enjoyable and also a lovely 
cook up for breaky on our last morning, with 
Lindsay’s “emu eyes” being very popular.  Ingrid 
spent time braiding all the girls hair, even little Sophie 
lined up, so they all went home looking very tidy, 
happy  and exhausted. 
 
Lots of organizing but well worthwhile - hope we have 
lots of takers this year. 
 
- Lynne Mercer and Lindsay Wall 
 
Woko - Lilo Car Camp  
 
8th – 9th December 2007 
 
Leader: Peter Rye 
Campers: Robyn Rye, Keith Jones, Carol Bastian 
 
It had been raining quite a lot during the weeks 
leading up to the weekend so we were not surprised 
to find the river in flood.  The area in front of the 
camp where the children usually swim safely was a 
raging torrent!  Peter was the only one to venture into 
the water with his lilo while the rest of us took photos 
of his wild ride over the waves. 
 
The evening was a perfect one with stars aplenty and 
we enjoyed our camp oven  meal on the freshly 
mown  lawn overlooking the river followed by a 
spotlight walk after dark. 
 
A Sunday morning rainforest walk was fitted in before 
a threatening thunder storm at midday ended the 
weekend with frantic packing to save the tents from 
getting wet. 
 
- Robyn Rye 
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Twilight walk – Lemon Tree Passage 
 
13th December 2007   
 
Thirteen walkers, led by Phil and Karen Germon, 
enjoyed a lovely stroll around the local waterfront and 
through the bush.  We followed a beautiful boardwalk 
around the edge of the lake where a koala was 
spotted up in the gums.  We saw a couple of dolphins 
in the water just on sunset, then finished our walk 
with dinner and a drink or two at a local restaurant. 
 
- Lynne Mercer 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
New Year Car Camp - Polblue 
 
28th December 2007 – 1st January 2008 
 
Organiser: Peter Rye 
 
We arrived late Friday afternoon and found that 
Royce had just set up his camp.  Soon we were 
joined by Kim and Stephen.  The temperature was 
very cool and we were all soon putting  on our jackets 
and beanies.  That evening we had a very pleasant 
time around a small brazier fire sheltered from the 
strong winds by an elaborate tarp enclosure. 
 
The next morning there was a low mist over the 
swamp as the sun rose. Lovely! Also there was quite 
a big mob of kangaroos which we hunted with our 
cameras. 
 
The remaining group of Ramblers turned up at 
different times throughout Saturday. They were 
surprised by how chilly it was when they alighted 
from their car. By Sunday, 29 people had gathered 
and we had a small tent city erected.  Short walks 
and fishing filled in Saturday followed by a harder day 
walk for some on Sunday – the 37 metre Falls on 
Polblue Creek.  Another easy day was had on a cool 
and blustery Monday before setting up for Sunset at 
the Dingo gate and New Year’s Eve celebration in the 
Polblue Shelter shed.  Most campers had departed 
by noon on New Year’s day.  
 
29 people celebrated New Year at Polblue this Year. 
 
 
 
Twilight Walk – Cardiff Heights to the Shaft 
Tavern and back  
 
16th January 2008 
 
We had 20 people turn up for this walk which was a 
very good effort considering the weather had 
predicted thunderstorms and flooding!!  However 
nobody pulled out and the general consensus was if 
we made it to the Tavern reasonably dry then all was 
good.  What a group! 
 
The walk went down Christina Street – out to the top 
of one of the many quarries in Cardiff – through the 
bush which leads down to a new subdivision – 
through this new subdivision to an older area until 
Cardiff road is reached and then onto the Shaft 
Tavern.  Between Cardiff Road and the older houses 
there is an old capped mine shaft which was started 
in 1887 and capped in 2003.  It is the Wallsend 
Jubilee Mine.   
 
 
 

2007 Photo Competition Results 
 
Judge: Barry Collier 
 
Hand of Man: 
1. Bridge beside Mangrove Creek - David 
Morrison 
2. Old Fence - Robyn Rye 
3. Cave stencils - Karl Cwach and 
Grasstree Steps - Carol Bastian 
 
Landscape: 
1. Pigeon House - Fiona Maskell 
2. Waterfall Pool - Carol Bastian 
3. Edwards Swamp - David Morrison 
 
Nature: 
1. Bird - Fiona Maskell 
2. Burnt Tree - Marise Wilson 
3. Crabs - Karl Cwach 
 
Spirit of Bushwalking 
1. Misty Ridge - Fiona Maskell 
2. Faces in the Scrub - Malcolm Mills 
3. Main Range Tents - Ingrid Waeger 
 
Winner of the Gary Scully Memorial 
Trophy: 
Misty Ridge - Fiona Maskell 
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It was a Mexican night at the Tavern so several 
people ordered one of the ‘meals of the day’ which 
came with a free Carona beer.  While we were eating 
the Southerly hit and the sky was looking very dark 
when we started for home.  No one worried about 
getting wet, but the occasional flashes of lightening 
had us a little concerned.  However it did not really 
start to rain until we were within 1-2 kms from home – 
but that was enough to get us all very wet.  
 
I enjoyed the night and I am really pleased that no 
one pulled out because of the weather.  It is actually 
very pleasant walking in the rain in Summer.  Thank 
you to all those who came. 
 
- Robyn Rye 
 
Gourmet Backpack 
 
10th – 11th November 2007 
 
Leader: Peter Rye 
Walkers: Robyn Rye, Kim Manhood, Stephen Ryan, 
Ingrid Waeger, Bob Donovan, Fiona Maskell – 
(Audrey Gray – Property Owner) 
 
The backpack walk was supposed to be into Yengo 
NP but due to the predicted heavy rains and extra 
gear involved Peter decided to head for the Mogo 
Camping ground shelter.  This however was already 
occupied when we arrived.  Having given up on the 
walk and the car camp, we returned to Audrey Gray’s 
property and the warm dry comfort of the ‘Studio’.  
The studio is a lovely log cabin with a verandah 
around two sides with views over the valley.  The wet 
weather did not eventuate – but we had a grand time 
in the company of our hostess.  First a long lunch 
followed by preparations for the evening party.  The 
group that gathered on the verandah dressed in black 
tie and gowns for nibblies had quite recovered from 
their disappointment of not being allowed to go 
backpacking! 

Lunch on the verandah    
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 

      Definitely black tie! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                     Posing with our hostess 
               
Dunn’s Swamp - Rylstone StreetFeast 

 
3rd - 4th November 2007 
 
Organizer: Robyn Rye 
 
There were 29 campers for this weekend. 
 
Royce, Bob, Carol & I drove to the camping ground 
on Thursday, after stopping for a meal on the way.  
The area we usually go to was taken so we set up 
camp near the water on the other side nearer to the 
canoe hire spot. We spent the evening around the 
campfire – chatting, drinking and eating.  
 
On Friday morning Carol who had had a flat tyre on 
the way up went into Kandos to get it repaired while 
the rest of us did the walk to the pagodas.  As we 
reached the lookout point just before the dam Royce 
spotted several large turtle in the water far below us.  
It did not look as though the rain was far off  but we 
continued onto the dam wall and then on to the long 
cave.  But as we were leaving the cave the rain 
started and soon we were soaked to the skin.   
It had stopped by the time we made it back to camp 
where we found that some of the others had arrived, 
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but since it still looked very threatening there was a 
scramble to set up as many tents as possible before 
the heavens opened again!!  
 
During a break in the rain there was a flurry of 
excitement as all the photographers in camp – and 
there were many – discovered that the cicardas were 
coming out of the ground and were hatching  
all over the place – on trees tents tent ropes – 
anything they could attach to.  They were so frail 
looking as they hatched. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When it did start it was so heavy it had us all running 
for cover.  There were rivers of water running through 
the camp – and I am not exaggerating.  Since it did 
not look like letting up and we had planned a camp 
oven meal Peter decided steps had to be taken.  He 
found a cave and started a fire going - in spite of the 
many leaks in the roof.  With some Rambler ingenuity 
we soon had tarps slung up everywhere to deflect the 
water and all 27 of us managed to fit into the cave for 
the evening.  With Bob on the guitar, a glass of red 
and a great camp oven baked meal, another fabulous 
Rambler night was had – in spite of the weather.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
         Keeping the music going 
 
Andrew was the only one who actually dressed 
appropriately that evening – he had his wetsuit. 
  
Saturday was the annual StreetFeast in Rylstone. 
The lunch started at 1pm but the stalls opened at 
11am, so we dressed for the occasion and drove into 
town in as few vehicles as possible (as usual) and 
met at one of the coffee shops.   
 
         
 

        Dressed appropriately                            
 
 
A delightful time was spent scouring the stalls and 
shops and watching the street activities which 
included a very energetic belly dancing display by the 
local ladies before we were shown to our tables 
which are set in the main street.   
The meal was prepared and served by the locals – 
mostly high school students - with local products.  
The cost of the meal includes a wine glass and a 
bowl to commemorate the day and if wine is required, 
local wines were on sale to be tasted and purchased.  
 
Just as the main dish had been put onto our table the 
rain started again!  Luckily there was gladwrap over  
the dish as we had to keep tipping the water off  – but 
we lost the salt I am sad to say – it drowned.  We all 
had umbrellas and so just continued partying.  The 
organizers were offering to set up again in the hall 
but our group decided to stay where we were – I 
mean we could not have been any wetter and it 
seemed too hard to get everything over there 
anyway.  After a while the rain stopped and the band 
started so we took to the dance floor - umbrellas and 
all.  The lady who was one of the organizers actually 
came over later and thanked us all for staying and 
making the day so successful.                   
             

  Dancing in the street 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 Page 6 

   Enjoying lunch 
 
I think that all those who attended were delighted with 
everything in spite of the downpour halfway through!!  
It was late afternoon when we finally arrived back in 
camp, tired but very happy with the day.  We had 
time for a lovely swim in the afternoon, before that 
rain came back that night with a strong wind to back 
it. The tarps over at the cave flapped all night until at 
last they were pulled down so we could get some 
sleep!! 
 
On Sunday morning Peter and I had to leave early for 
a family event but I heard that the sun came out as 
we were driving off and everyone had a great day 
and managed to get all tents dry before packing up!!!  
It figures! 
 
- Robyn Rye 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Newnes Car Camp and Canyon Trip 
 
1st – 2nd December 2007 
 
Leaders: Peter and Robyn Rye 
 
Walkers: Will Hendriks, Michelle Ferguson, Ted ??  
 
Canyoners: John Sharples, John Hendriks 
 
Peter was leading a canyon trip whilst I had decided 
to lead day walks for those not canyoning. 
 
We arrived at the Bungleboori camp site at dusk on 
Friday where we were to meet Ted and Michelle but 
they did not turn up.  It had been raining most of the 
day but had stopped by the time we arrived so we 
were able to set up camp in comfort  We were not 
awake long as the canyoners were to set off early the 
next morning.  We thought maybe Michelle and Ted 
had decided to go into Lithgow for the night and were 
hoping they would arrive next morning in time to do 
the walk-though canyons. 
 
Day walk 1st December 
Michelle and Ted arrived next morning and Will and I 
joined them in Ted’s 4WD  and headed along a very 
muddy road to the Glow Worm Tunnel.  The drive 
and walk to the Tunnel is really pretty and the rain 
stayed away until just before we entered the tunnel 
itself.  We saw many glow worms inside and at the 
end of tunnel there was a forest of tree ferns with a 
very inviting path leading off through them but we 
only went a little way along it before retracing our 
steps.   
 
Walgan View canyon is a dry one on the same road 
and a track leads through an old camping ground, 
then through lush tree ferns gullies and in and out of 
canyons which are almost underground with light 
showing through the roof above.  Eventually the end 
is reached with a drop to the valley floor below.  We 
had lunch there and then retraced our steps and 
drove back to camp where Ted and Michelle left us 
again.  Will and I had a fire going before the others 
arrived back at camp and a very tired looking lot they 
were! 
 
Canyon trip 1st December 
 
After an early start and a longish drive we reached 
the Rocky Creek car park.  As is normal with most 
canyons the walk in posed a few navigational 
problems but eventually the first anchor point was 
located and we abseiled down the first waterfall in 
two stages.  Then after an unexpected long walk and 
a stop for lunch we abseiled the last drops into Rocky 
Creek.  There was a good flow of water through the 
canyon. One member of the party had not upon 
been in the Rocky Creek canyon, so I decided to 
head home upstream via this route to the car.  The 
initial wading and long deep swims didn’t prepare us 
for the huge amount of water coming down the 

 
2008 Entertainment Books 

 
Entertainment books due for release end 
March 2008. Bob Clifton will take orders 
now and should have books by end of 

April. Cost same as last year we think $60 
– club receives $12. 

Bob – 49291543 
If you want to check it out 

www.entertainmentbook . com 
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narrow top sections.  By this time it was getting late 
so we decided to push on.  This last effort became a 
little more serious than exciting and three very tired 
canyoneers dragged themselves into camp that night.  
Sunday morning soon had us abandoning the 
planned breakfast creek canyon activity and heading 
for home. 
 
- Robyn Rye 
 
 
A Tale of Two Hats 
 
By Tony Winton 
 
Many years ago when backpacking down Breakfast 
Creek, which is a delightful way to access Wild Dogs, 
a region in the Blue Mountains National Park, I 
stumbled upon my first hat. It was wedged high up in 
a tree. The creek was still partially in flood but the 
water-logged hat was safely above the water which 
had apparently been quite high.  Amazingly we 
passed a few more hats, only of a lowly cotton type 
and left up in trees to rot.  We wondered when we 
would find the rotting bodies of the hapless hatless 
owners? 
 
The felt hat had seen better days, but it was love at 
first sight and I hooked it on my pack as it was still 
very soggy. The belief that it had belonged to the old 
man named Carlon, a local landowner who was an 
iconic figure in these parts, added to its value.  He 
wasn’t going to get it back!  I carried that hat for the 
next few days up the ridges (Dogs) and down the 
spurs (Pups) as this area has been named after 
various assorted dogs of many colours. 
 
The hat eventually dried and became my constant 
companion on many backpacks and outdoor pursuits. 
From a life as a working hat in the Blue Mountains it 
became a much travelled hat seeing much of 
Australia.  Already very battered it took the brunt of 
much bush bashing in the Wollemi over the years.  It 
also appeared in Robyn Rye’s great photo of the 
Budawangs, featured in the Ramblers calendar, 
definitely having more character than Peter’s 
mundane head wear shown as well! 
 
Sadly, time caught up with it and it had to go.  Hat 
Heaven you are probably thinking, ashamedly it was 
the wiz bin.  My conscience made me recover it from 
the depths of the bin and it was relegated to minor 
outdoor work duties, at least until it disintegrates.  My 
beloved bought me a new one from the hat shop at 
Katoomba, retaining the vital link with the bush. It 
was pristine, with a chin strap that worked and no 
holes in the top, and with little change from ninety 
dollars. I felt a bit strange wearing it. 
A few months ago I was able to initiate my new hat to 
the wilds. I was leading an easy flat water paddle 
down the beautiful Karuah River and the hat took 
preference over a helmet.  Surprisingly the flat river 
had some rapids.  It was on the first of these 

unplanned-for events that my hat was torn from my 
head by a low branch.  With Ingrid as the front 
paddler in my Canadian I had no time to grab the 
errant hat as we were flat out trying to keep upright in 
the turbulent water. 
 
I was mistaken in the belief that it would float to the 
surface.  As I returned to retrieve the floating hat, 
before my eyes it sank like a stone into about a metre 
of fast brown water.  All efforts at recovery were in 
vain.  We waited a while in the optimistic hope of it 
just popping up.  I pondered over the issue of having 
not used the well designed chin strap that was 
provided, and just what would I tell Denise.  I spent 
the rest of the day with a towel on my head as 
protection from the sun. 
 
So ends my sad tale of two hats.  A biblical quote 
seems appropriate.  “What the creek giveth, the river 
taketh away” or something like that.  Hopefully Santa 
may come to my rescue. 
 
P.S.   He did! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Bike ride - Dungog 
 
 
 
 
 
 


