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New Zealand Volcanoes in 2008

We brought some much-needed rain to the North Island!
Well, it seemed that way, although we missed out on most
of it ourselves

The purpose of the trip was to visit the volcanic areas of the
North Island, then do some tourist things. Five of us met in
Auckland on 9 February, and set off two days later for
Taranaki, an extinct volcano that forms the big bulge on the
left side of the North Island. We intended to do a three day
backpack on the Pouakai Track plus a few day walks.

Sadly, they had had torrential rain for several days before
we arrived, and we were advised not to attempt the track
as the small creeks had become raging torrents and were
quite dangerous. (A fellow in Wanganui told us that until
this rain, it had been the driest he could ever remember in
his 50+ years there. It looked like Australia in summer.)

So we stayed at the YHA and filled in our days in various
ways. One afternoon we walked to the transmitter tower
from North Egmont. On another, we climbed almost to the
top of Fantham's Peak, a projection on the side of
Taranaki. We spent a day on York Loop, a track that
follows an old railway line to a quarry that once provided
ballast for the railways. Another day we walked along the
black sand beaches around the coast for a few kilometres,
then visited a fruit winery!

Page 1

NEWCASTLE
RAMBLERS

BUSHWALKING CLUB

NEWSLETTER
MAY 2008

One of our goals was to climb to the top of
Taranaki, a 7-11 hour return trip. The weather
unfortunately defeated us, with low cloud most
days meaning a trip to the top would have no
views.

Moving on to our next volcano, we drove to
Ohakune, near Tongariro National Park in the
centre of the North Island. This park has two
active volcanoes. Ngauruhoe is the most
active, having erupted on average every 10
years since the 1800s, except for the last 25
years.... Ruapehu erupts irregularly in a minor
way, the last being in September last year. Ken
joined us at Ohakune.

We spent a day at Whakapapa, getting our hut
passes for the backpack the next day, and
walking out to the Silica Rapids after lunch.
This was formed where a stream runs out
under a lava flow loaded with minerals, and
deposits the dissolved material on the rocks it
passes over, leaving them coated in white.
Again, the weather was mostly cloudy, but
there was no rain during our stay.

Our backpack was the Northern Circuit, a four
day trip around Ngauruhoe and returning to
Whakapapa. We were spending an extra night
at one hut to do some off-track exploring. The
attraction of this walk is the very different
landscapes you walk through. The first day is



normally a walk from Whakapapa to Mangatepopo Hut, but
since this is not very interesting, we skipped it and started
from the end of the road near the hut. Our first day was
walking up a valley between lava flows. Lava is very rocky
and jagged, with lots of loose material. Because of the
scarcity of soil, there are few plants, mostly small clumps of
grass.

The Devil's Staircase at the head of the valley, leads up to
the South Crater and the base of Ngauruhoe. We had
contemplated a side trip to climb it, but it is a three hour
round trip, and we had a long way yet to go.

The track leads up a narrow ridge to the lip of the Red
Crater. The last time | had been here, it was raining and a
howling gale was blowing - we could not see anything. That
time, we had all stopped in the middle of the track and
stripped off to put on thermal underwear. Nowadays, if the
weather is that bad, the track is closed.

The Red Crater is coated with deep red, black and white
minerals that make an astonishing sight. Down the other
side are the Emerald Lakes, a series of pools that are
coloured bright green due to dissolved minerals.

The track carries on past the Blue Lake and around the
side of Tongariro to Ketetahi Hut. There are hot springs
nearby which were able to be visited last time. They are in
fact on Maori land, and visiting them is now prohibited.

We spent a day here, climbing up to the crater of the
extinct Tongariro. The crater was once filled with lava that
began to set as the volcano became dormant. Late in the
process, a small explosion crater formed in the almost-set
lava, leaving a hemispherical hole several hundred metres
across in the otherwise flat surface.

Back at the hut, we found a group of Watagan Wanderers
had arrived. Fortunately, we had claimed beds before we

left in the morning, as there were now more people

than beds.

The track goes back to the Emerald Lakes, then sets off
down between more lava flows down the Oturere Valley.
Here another landscape begins, almost a sandy desert
complete with rows of sandhills, leading after several
kilometres into a thick beech forest and on to Waihohonu
Hut.

Fortunately, we had got there before the WWs, as we were
able to claim the last few beds. It turned out there were
over 40 people staying in a 29 bed hut.

The last day took us back to Whakapapa between
Ngauruhoe and Ruapehu. This is a new landscape again,
almost alpine.

From Ohakune, we headed for Napier via the Gentle Annie
Ranges. Napier was destroyed in an earthquake in 1931,
and was rebuilt in the then-current Art Deco style. Art Deco
is characterized by shapes including ziggurats, sunbursts
and zig-zags, and these and other decorations can be seen
on many of the buildings.
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We spent a few days in Rotorua before
heading to Thames for an early morning dash
to the airport at Auckland for our flight home.

David Morrison

Myall River Canoe Camp

Leader: Peter Rye

Canoeists: Robyn Rye, Kim Manhood, Stephen
Ryan, Keith Jones, Royce Hirining, Glen Bird,
Tony Winton, Jenny Bourke

We dropped a car at Nerong — (which was our
finishing point) - on the way through to
Bulahdelah — (which was our launching point) -
on Saturday morning. At Bulahdelah we
unloaded the canoes by the river before
walking across the bridge to have morning tea
in town. Jenny, who had stayed in Bulahdelah
overnight, guarded the gear for us.

Six boats then headed off down the Myall River
past sightseers who were boarding local
cruisers.The day’'s paddle was full of interest —
the ever changing scenery provided views of
farmland, cows, waterfowl, water lilies, paper
bark swamps and other river travelers.



Our National park campsite at the mouth of the river was
reached with plenty of daylight left for erecting tents, a long
happy hour and lots of photography as the sun setting over
the river and the reflections of the clouds made a very
peaceful and relaxing sight.

Cameras were out again the next day as we continued on
into the calm reflective waters of the lake. The picture
taking did not stop until we stepped out of the boats at
Nerong. After completing the car shuffle and reloading we
headed off to Karuah for a late lunch of fish and chips — a
very relaxing weekend.

A Week in the Snowy Mountains — Currango
Homestead

Bob, Peter, Robyn, Kim, Stephen, Ingrid, Keith, Marie, and
Carol left Newcastle on various days and times before our
amazing week in the Snowy Mountains, to meet up on the
Saturday in Goulburn for morning tea, Gundagai for lunch

and then at the Goldfields of Adelong.

After an interesting hour or so exploring the remnants of
the gold mining we were able to navigate the confusing
tracks and fire trails of the Bago State Forrest to find the
Paddy’s River Dam. This little dam dates back to gold
mining days and was later the source of water for
hydropower generation in Tumbarumba. We pretty well had
this lovely location to ourselves and enjoyed two magic
days in perfect weather.

On the next day (Sunday) Carol dropped us of at Buddong
Falls for a look at the falls and then an 18km walk along a
section of the Hume and Hovell Walk back to our camp at
Paddy’s River Dam. This is an extremely interesting section
of the Walk through open alpine forest. Both Robyn and
Kim were suffering from blistered feet by the end of the
walk — not a good start to a week of walking.

On Monday we packed and headed down into
Tumbarumba to buy provisions for the week at Currango,
and then up to Cabramurra for lunch. The drive up on to
the Main Range from the west is very scenic. Again the
weather was perfect and after lunch we called into the 3-
mile Dam camping location near Kiandra to enjoy the
scenery and ambiance of the day.

Finally we arrived at the Men’s Quarters of Currango
Homestead via the Port Phillip Fire Trail. There had been a
fire through this section of the fire trail about 12 months
earlier which detracted from its beauty, and at the
causeway crossing of the dam there was no water to be
seen anywhere with the dam level being at an all time low.

The Men'’s Quarters is a beaut place to stay with lots of
rambling rooms and a large kitchen/living room with an
open fireplace and an old combustion stove. Some money
has been spent on the quarters more recently with
repainting and the construction of a BBQ shed out the
back. — otherwise it is still pretty basic, which is the
attraction.
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Dressed for the Italian Night
Fresh damper for the stew

Each of the four nights of our stay was
organized along food themes — Aussie Stew
and Damper, Italian, Indian Curry, and BBQ. All
participants were in good form with appropriate
dress, music, and humor.

Marie organised a wine tasting competition for
one of the happy hours with bottles of wine
secretly wrapped and numbered. Tasters were
required to identify varieties etc and pick the
one they liked best. The event confirmed that
the most expensive wine was also the best.
Whilst tasting the wine Kim had organised the
cheese and pate tasting event with cheeses
from various locations — all purchased locally in
Tumut or Canberra.

Wine tasting competition

It was a bit of a struggle to interest the group in
any serious walking during the week, but the
leader did succeed to the extent that we walked
to Circuits Hut (7km), Old Currango Hut across
Currango Plain (12km), and Cave Creek at
Blue Water Holes (7km). A few other
interesting locations were visited including
Coolamine Homestead, Long Plain Hut, and
Cooibil Hut — oh the history! Other than that
total relaxation was achieved — some painted,
some embroidered, some photographed, some
cooked. Each day dawned clear and warm —
absolutely perfect.



On Friday we packed our packs to complete a shortish
backpack over a steep little ridge to Oldfield's Hut in the
valley of Goodradigbee River. The walk all up was about
5km - quite civilized. We pitched tents around the hut and
in the mornings and evenings could take in the serenity of
the valley looking east to Mt Bimberi.

Marie and Keith took out the innovation award for
backpacking with their three-wheeled Pack Mobile. A few
necessary modifications were identified on its maiden run,
for example towing ropes and disc brakes, as the
contraption had real potential to do serious damage on the
down hill run. Overall they were pleased with their new
machine.

Goodradigbee River does not see a lot of fishing normally.
Peter taught them a lesson though and for Saturday
evening we each had our own trout for entrée, delicately
cooked in onion, bacon and spices.

A few nice strolls were taken up and down the river whilst a
hardier bunch tackled Mt Bimberi — a seven-hour walk via
Murray's Gap up some 600m elevation to the top. The last
section from the Gap was through scrub with an ill-defined
footpad to follow here and there. It was worth the effort for
the 360-degree views and diversity of vegetation including
open alpine meadows with scattered snow gums as the top
was approachedwe startled a bunch of brumbies near
the top.
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Sunday was pack up day for us all to return via
different routes and days to Newcastle. Peter,
Robyn, Kim and Stephen headed to Namagi
National Park for a few extra days.

The weather had been unbelievable, which
really made the week in the mountains most
memorable.

Bob Clifton
Click Creek (Boulders to Elephants)

What a beautiful sunny day after two weeks of
heavy rain squalls which had all the rivers (and
creeks flowing well and truly). Bob, Chris,
Aileen, Anna, Peter, Kim and Alli were pleased
to have a fine day and after leaving Newcastle
at 7.45am were dumbfounded to find a huge
boulder smack in the middle of the Mt Faulk
Road leading up to the Watagans. Must have
happened overnight and lucky we weren'’t
under it. How long would it take to shift and
how would you do it? Would it take as long as
the one near Newcastle Beach? These and
other questions remained unanswered.

Undeterred we backtracked and approached
the Watagans via Cooranbong and Martinsville
Road. Would you believe signs saying that the
Watagan Forest Way was closed due to
slippery conditions and major roadwork? The
walk was not looking promising at this stage
however we pressed on in Bob'’s rally Camry to
slip and slide through mudslides, wheel ruts,
and loose rocks to eventually reach the
planned parking location at the start of the
walk.

The possibilities of a walk happening were now
looking much brighter.

The 3 km walk along a fire trail and the steep
track into Click Creek was uneventful. We
paused for morning tea just above the creek in
a patch of sun. On this occasion the start point
in the creek was the finishing point of an earlier
walk further upstream about 12 months ago.



This time the creek was flowing really well and we had to
be a bit selective as to how and where we crossed it from
time to time. Alli was very cautious — always on the watch
for a leech, of which there were heaps. We all suffered
bites to some extent during the course of the walk.
Progress was slow, slippery, and difficult as the creek
became steeper in one section. Lianas impeded our
progress and at one location had Aileen trapped like an
insect in a tangled web. One good thing though, the mossy
rocks were remarkably non slippery and could be relied on
for a bit of stability.

All above and around was a perfusion of rainforest
vegetation with bird’s nest ferns and fruiting trees. There
were some wonderful waterfalls in the steeper sections
because of the high water volume in the creek. In places
there were some perfectly located natural bridges to cross
the widening creek.

After 2 hours in the creek line we had finally reached a
major re-entrant and the leader could positively identify his
location. It was about here that Aileen tested the water
depth and temperature.

From here on the creek widened and lost its grade making
walking through a park like setting more pleasant and much
faster. Stands of Bangalow Palms started to appear.
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We had lunch in a lovely level location not far
downstream from the re-entrant where some
meager sunlight struggled through the canopy.
There were occasional gusts of a warm
scented breeze, which found their way down
into the forest.

But the leeches again made their presence felt
and we hastened to finish our lunch and seek a
higher elevation where a road was shown on
the map. The remnants of the road were found
and we followed it through a developing tangle
of Lantana to eventually reach the Click Creek
Fire Trail. A short pause was followed by an
hour-long stiff climb 250m to the top of the
ridge, and then an additional hour back to the
cars.

What a great walk and then afternoon tea in the
Cooranbong Café. Most had not experienced
the pleasures of the Elephant Shop, so a visit
could not be avoided.

Wonderful company and weather for a very
interesting and not too easy walk in a
magnificent Watagan Creek. Home by 6 pm.

Putting on a slideshow

You have all been to meetings where
someone talks about a trip they

have been on, accompanied by lots of pictures.
Maybe you have thought

that you could talk about a trip of your own, but
did not know where to start. Here are a few tips
for those considering putting on a show for the
Ramblers.

* The target is a talk of about 45 minutes to one
hour, including time for questions. This usually
means around 100 pictures if you are going to
say something about most of them. An
example of this would be where you had a lot
of pictures of wildflowers or rocks or whatever.
You could just say "We saw lots of flowers",
and then flip though about a dozen with 5
seconds for each* When you are choosing
picture to include, try to pick ones that illustrate
points you can talk about. For example, a
picture of an

indian village could give you an opportunity to
talk about how big the villages were, how many
you went through, what the houses were made
of, whether you saw many people, etc. A
carving of a god could

lead to a description of their religious practices,
etc. Pictures of your camp sites (or lodges if
you stayed at them) could allow you to talk
about the group you travelled with, the beds
you slept on, what the food was like, etc.

* Scans or photos of maps or diagrams can be
included to illustrate your route or some facet of
your trip.



* |t can be useful to pick a theme for the presentation.
Chronological order is the most common, but others can be
used to provide variety. For example, you could gather
related pictures together and show them in groups, such as
travel, people, historical

items, flowers, ... This can require a bit more thought than
the chronological theme, but can produce a novel outcome.

* The pictures should all be crisp, clear and well-exposed.
Leave out blurry or badly-exposed pictures except where
you only have one picture of something that is critical to
your presentation.

* Good scenery or other shots are great, but try to avoid
showing a lot of similar scenes or objects as they can
quickly become boring.

* |t is a good idea to have a practice run-through a day or
two before to check the timings and to make sure all the
pictures you want are available. Questions asked during
the presentation can make it run overtime, so keep an eye
on the time during the presentation.

* Once upon a time, all that was necessary for a slide show
was a box of slides. Nowadays, the technology is more
complex and a variety of equipment is required. If you don't
have your own laptop and data projector, make sure to ask
well in advance that these be available. Try to arrive at the
meeting early so that any complications can be resolved
before your presentation is due to start.

* For digital pictures, if you don't have your own laptop,
bring them on a CD or USB flash drive. Have all the
pictures in one folder, and named so that they will display
in alphabetical order.

Good presenting!

David

Despite a southeast weather change and predictions of rain
Bob, Chris, Jim, Aileen, and Royce set off to the Youngville
campsite not far from Mt Royal. We called into Lake St
Clair to check out the campground there and enquire about
walking the beautiful open ridge to the east, which looked a
great fall back possibility if the weather closed in at Mt
Royal.

The Youngville campsite, complete with toilets, BBQ, and
shelter sheds, was shrouded in mist when we arrived just
before lunch, and looked pretty damp. We set up camp as
soon as we arrived just in case the weather got worse,
modified the shelter shed appropriately with tarps and a fly,
and then set off to walk about 1.5 hours down into
Mulgowrie Creek. This particular lunch spot, some 450m
lower than camp, did not have too much to recommend it —
no creek view, drizzling rain, and leech infested. We did not
tarry too long before proceeding to complete the steep
circuit walk back to camp through some lovely forest.
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We returned exhausted and it was too wet to
light a fire — so we huddled in our shelter to
enjoy the rest of the day, and an early happy
hour and BBQ etc.

Wednesday dawned shrouded in mist, with little
rain about. We were off to climb Mt Royal by
8.30am, initially along some disused fire trails
to the base of the mountain.

This is truly one of the must do ridge circuits in
the Hunter Valley. The walk took about 5 hours
through a diversity of knife-edge ridges, rocky
out crops, pockets of rainforest, grass trees,
and open alpine grasslands. All in mist which
added real atmosphere and obscured views to
the surrounding forests and farmlands.

We had lunch near the Mt Royal Trig Station in
a small opening of grasslands. The sun had
just struggled through to reveal the presence of
a gliding eagle just above our heads. We
checked out the logbook from the trig and could
see the entry of our club members about 12
month previously.

Exposed rock surfaces were slippery and the
last part of the walk some 250m downbhill was
strenuous. We were pleased to get back to the
cars.

That evening we were able to get a fire going
and enjoy ourselves around a campfire with out
rain.

‘Pieries Peak in the mist’

On Thursday Chris and Royce left early whilst
the rest of us climbed Pieries Peak in more
mist and the occasional rainsquall. This little
mountain is a mini Mt Royal with all of the
features of habitat diversity — it took us about 2
hours. It can be completed as a traverse but we
chose to go most of the way and return by the
way we had come because of the absolute
beauty of the setting.

We packed in the mist and returned to
Newcastle by 3.30pm via Singleton for a
coffee.



The weekend started on a drizzly Good Friday morning
with David Morrison (leader), Anna Braithwaite, myself and
my friend Neil meeting at Cardiff, dividing into 2 vehicles
and proceeding to the Denman pub for our first stop and
coffee. Fortunately, the rain had stopped by Denman.

In reality, the weekend started a couple of days earlier for
me as | filled my back pack, realised that | could not lift it
onto my back, tried mind games to induce levitation, but
eventually decided some things just had to be left behind.
What | was confident that | could lift and carry easily was
another story as time progressed.

Anyway, | digress. From Denman, we proceeded on via
Sandy Hollow to a road near Drummond’s Flat where we
did the standard car shuffle and went on to Morrison’s Flat.
Now | wonder is this really the name of this place or does
David have delusions of grandeur? Our walk commenced
down a road, then onto track arriving at the river. Things
were going well. Things were going well. Pack improved
posture and | was striding it out, although impossible to
match the pace of Anna.

The walk proceeded down the river bank, across the river
and through the river. Fortunately we found a lovely spot
for lunch with lovely vegetation cover as light rain
commenced but we stayed dry. The break was welcome
but we soon powered on through the afternoon. David had
decided that the junction of Bow River and Goulburn River
would be a great place to camp for the night and indeed it
was a lovely spot although disappointingly the Bow River
was dry

An evening campfire was lovely, cloudy skies so not many
stars and early to bed. By this stage | was wondering if |
had died and headed south. Restless night wondering if |
needed to become more virtuous in an attempt to head
north upon my demise.

Up early the next morning wondering how | was going to
get this back pack back on. The drinking of my bottle of
wine the previous night did not seem to lighten the load.
Another day, but in the river this time to escape the weeds
along the edge. Pleasant in the water, but beware of
quicksand!Along the route we had passed many small
dead tortoises and wondered why they had not made it
from small pools of water into the main river. Perhaps some
reader has an answer?

After a long day, a sandbank on the inside of a bend
beckoned. We each chose a campsite and pitched our
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tents. Anna, Neil & | all headed for the water,
but David felt the need for more exercise and
headed off to find a cave. Successful but
returned also finding many nettles.The walk on
to Drummond Flat commenced. | don'’t think |
was walking slowly, | prefer to think that David
and Anna had quickened their pace.

Anyway, we all made it back safely. | have
learnt that David has a passion for running
through water, Anna just likes wet feet, the
back pack gets heavier the further you walk,
Goulburn River has lots of prickly vegetation
along the banks, walking in soft sand is a hard
but the sense of achievement is great.Thanks
to David for leading the walk and everyone for
the great company. Next time my back pack
will be the lightest.

Meryl Brookes

Leader: Robyn Rye
Campers: Peter Rye, David Morrison, Royce
Hirning, Carol Bastian,

We had arranged to meet Royce at the Glen
campsite late Friday afternoon but as we
approached the campsite the heavens opened
and we had to stay in the cars until it eased.
When we inspected the proposed camping site
— it was a little unsatisfactory to say the least.
We decided to continue up the road to see if
we could find anywhere better. While the
rainforest was spectacular and the drive
interesting — there were no campsites and
worse than that we came to a gate at the end

Luckily it was not a locked gate. By this time it
was getting dark so we decided to head into
Gloucester and camp at the caravan park

We found a nice spot by the river and soon had
a good fire going in an old washing machine
barrel which the camp owners provided.

The next morning Glen joined Arthur on his
Stroud daywalk and that evening returned with
Arthur, Therese McCarthy, Janet and John
Counsell, Bruce Derkenne and Doug Curry.
Those who had stayed at camp did the
Gloucester walk which leads around the
township and the river’s edge.

Another great night was had around the fire.
Unfortunately — it had started to rain again and
the next day was only getting worse. | still
wanted to do my exploration day walk in the
Glen area — but as the rain became more
constant — some would say extremely heavy - |
could see some very worried looks on some of
the team.



But to their Credit, they all were StayerS and even though it Breakfast to extend our cultural tastes and
was pretty miserable at the start, it eased off and even

. . s i were entertained by some quite clever/witt
became a little hot at one point. We climbed to the trig y q Y

point before following an old (almost invisible road) down bush poets, rhythmically speaking of social

the hill to the Glen Road. The rain rejoined us on this part justice issues and political statements mixed

of the walk. When we reached the road we explored an old with some funny stuff.On Sunday 5 of us

ruin before retuning to our cars. Just as we climbed in the participated in a short walk of about 1.5hrs from

i in!
rain came down again! Evans Lookout to Govetts Leap. I've found all

walks in the Blue Mountains quite magestic and
this one didn’t let us down. A relatively easy
walk was enjoyed with spectacular valley views
& water falls, one which blew the water upward,
showering us along the track...we aptly named
it the “Brander Effect”...after an experience at
Bundanoon which some will relate too

I've already booked rooms at the Katoomba
YHA for next year, get in while you
can....looking forward to sharing the
experience with you again next year 13,14,15

We met in Stroud for coffee before heading off our March 2009.
separate ways. There were a lot of leeches — and a LOT of _
rain - but | quite enjoyed the day and weekend Glen Bird

Once again the hills were alive with the sound of

music... . Throughout the weekend we totally enjoyed a
variety of Aussie & international groups & soloists, many
being quite seasoned entertainers and once again
entertained we were, to the sounds of fiddles, accordions,
acoustic guitars, banjos, pianos, drums, mandolins,
concertinas, bouzoukis, percussion, flutes, pipes,
harmonicas and vocals....for me the highlight's were Ruthie
Foster (gospel/blues, with a phenomenal voice that gave
me goose bumps) and our local Brewster Brothers
(formerly Angels) were awesome and Alana James was a “The Brander Effect*“
favourite amongst some with here ever alluring eyes. Five
of us saw the festival through to the end this year and
returned home on Monday.

There were four starters arriving on Thursday evening to
partake in Friday’s Grand Canyon loop walk, which was
thoroughly enjoyed by all. This as truly a beautiful walk that
is a must for all bushwalkers and was the 1% well 2" walk
led by yours truly...the first being a historic walk of
Katoomba, the previous evening, visiting the local
establishments, and was repeated each evening due to it's
popularity.....to take in the ambience of the chandeliers and
antiquities at the Clarendon of course.The remainder of our
group arrived pm Friday and gathered at the RSL for
dinner. In all 15 turned up for the weekend. No walk took
place on Saturday as this year we all went to the Poet’s
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