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Leader:  Peter Rye 
Drop off  Drivers:   Keith Jones and Robyn Cole 
Support Team In:   John Sharples, David Morrison, 
Brian Weymouth and Bob Clifton 
Support Team Out:  Robyn Cole, John Sharples, Kim 
Manhood and Stephen Ryan 
Boaters:   Lois Simpson, Andrew Brander, Col and 
Tom McCluskey, Robyn Rye 
 
Day 1- Saturday 
Keith collected Andrew, Peter and me at 7.15am and 
we drove to Broke where we met the others.  From 
there we drove to the ½ way house on the Putty road 
which is looking very nice now with its new owners.  
Lois had made a cake so we all bought tea or coffee 
and polished it off in no time.  We continued south to 
the track which leads to Canoe Creek and the Colo 
river where Keith and Robyn left us – regretfully I’m 
sure! 
 

 
 
We walked to the top of the track and had lunch 
before starting the decent down the old familiar path 
into the Colo River gorge.  I am glad we weren’t 
doing it in the full sun.  It was really muggy and we 
were carrying heavy packs plus the boats which 
weighed around 7kg.  I, for one, was VERY pleased 
that Bob, David, John and Brian were there to help 
us.  We reached canoe creek junction around 
1.30pm, crossed over to the other side of the Colo 
and inflated our boats on a sandbank. Then we were 
off – the walkers were traveling along the bank at first 
– but as we were moving much quicker we loaded 
them in too.  What fun! 
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A camping sandbank was found around 4pm so  we  
beached our vessels. As soon as camp was set up 
Peter caught the first bass of the trip – this was 
followed by a very generous happy hour with red 
wine and all the trimmings thanks to our support team 
who must have thought they were giving us our last 
decent meal. During the evening Lois felt something 
land on her back which turned out to be a large green 
and yellow frog!   

 
Day 2 - Sunday 
The morning started with the walkers informing us 
that there would be a prize for the best decorated 
boat. They distributed streamers and balloons for us 
to use.  Then it was the ‘blessing of the fleet’ by 
Cardinal Clifton and his acolytes David and Brian, 
which was carried out with due pomp and ceremony. 
Then we were away - with envious farewell waves 
from the support party who would walk back up 
Canoe Creek during the day and return home. 

Cardinal Clifton and acolytes David and Brian 
 
Almost immediately we were in deep long pools and 
exciting rapids.  The river was just amazingly 
beautiful.  We had lunch on a sandbank before 
continuing down the river and stopped for the day just 
short of Tambo Creek junction.  The fishermen were 
soon away and all came back with either fish for 
dinner or fishy stories.  Tom’s was the biggest of the 
catch. 

 
Day-3 Monday 
We were on the water by 8am and straight away 
went through a pretty scary set of rapids.  We pulled 
into the sandbank at the mouth of the Tambo creek to 
empty the water out and to explore the immediate 
area.  A fairly new looking Teva was found among 
the flood debris.   
 

 
The rest of the day was passed travelling through 
fabulously deep pools and lots of exciting rapids.   
We soon became very efficient at passing the boats 
down the rapids by their ropes person to person.   
Our paddles were proving to be our weakest piece of 
gear and we broke more today.  They were starting to 
look very interesting and individual with the gaffa tape 
repairs that were constantly required. We had lunch 
on a sandbank again near Main Creek before we 
reached the Angorawa Creek junction.   
 
There is large lagoon at the junction of Angowara 
Creek and the Colo River with a lovely sandbank 
where we set up camp for the next two nights.  
It was very grey and overcast and the wind was cold, 
so we battened down the hatches just in case it 
started to rain but in the end we had a great night 
around the campfire and ended up only getting a few 
spots of rain 
. 
Day 4 – Tuesday 
Today was a beautiful morning.  After a leisurely start 
to the day (8.30am) we set off up Angowara Creek to 
see the fabulous rock platforms which continue for 
some distance from the junction, with many 
waterfalls, large deep pools and rapids. Peter and I 
had visited here once before on a backpack.  It was a 
very pleasant morning walk.  
It was so hot when we returned to camp that we went 
swimming before sitting in the shade of the trees to 
enjoy our perfect surroundings.  Col and Tom did 
some running repairs to Tom’s boat which had 
developed small holes in the floor.  That evening the 
men all went fishing and did extremely well – Tom’s 
was the largest Bass I have seen!  Peter caught 3 
good sized fish as did Col, but unfortunately 
Andrew’s monster was the one that got away.  We 
dined well that evening! 
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Tom’s Bass 
 
Day 5 - Wednesday 
Departed at 7.30am. There were some great rapids 
today – some that we could even paddle through. 
Morning tea on yet another  lovely sandbank near 
one of Major Clews Passes before continuing onto 
the junction of the Wollangambie, arriving there about 
1.30pm. 
Here there was another good sandbank to camp on, 
just opposite the Wollangambie junction and soon the 
fishermen were at it again – we had more fish for 
dinner.  Peter was even catching them from next to 
our fire while he had his cuppa!  
The afternoon was relaxing– once the hot sun slipped 
behind the hill.  We discussed getting to Bob Turner’s 
track a day early in case the campsite was taken by 
October long weekend backpackers.  It was a 
reluctant group that decided on this course of action 
as we were all VERY unwilling to hurry to the end of 
this fabulous trip and would have dearly loved to stay. 

 On the river for the extra night before facing 
civilization again 
 
Day 6 - Thursday 
Today we started off with a difficult set of rapids 
which swamped some of the boats so we pulled into 

shore to empty them out and reorganize packs. This 
was followed by a couple of really LONG deep pools 
which required constant paddling.  It was so relaxing 
to paddle then float for a while then paddle a little 
more. 
 Andrew once again provided some entertainment in 
this section.  Without any warning he dived off the 
back of his boat headfirst and disappeared into a 
particularly deep pool.  We did not even have time to 
be worried before he came back to the surface with 
his arm extended over his head and his much 
repaired paddle in it - like Excalibur.  Apparently the 
paddle had slipped from his hand and started to sink 
- he knew he would loose it if he didn’t act quickly.  
However since none of us had seen the paddle go 
into the water it looked very funny.  
At the King Falls rock jam there were some rapids 
which required portaging our boats for the first time.  
We had portaged the packs before but it was the first 
time we couldn’t safely maneuver the boats by roping 
them through the white water. 
There was a lovely lagoon and sandbank below the 
falls where we had lunch. While we were eating Col 
found a boat hidden in the bush by some other group.  
It had had it’s outer chamber ripped – obviously they 
did not know our wonderful Royce to make them boat 
boots – which was the outer skin he had sewn to 
protect our boats when we dragged them over the 
rocks.  We thanked him many times as we travelled 
down the river,  I can tell you. 
We paddled a further ½ km after lunch and made 
camp on a very steep sand bank under some shady 
trees. There wasn’t much room but it was out of  the 
sun.  There were no fish caught tonight – I guess it is 
too close to Bob Turner’s and has been fished out. 
 
Day 7 - Friday 
Another early start today and we were soon into our 
first big rapid.  Disaster!  Andrew’s boat landed on top 
of Peter who was stuck between two rocks.  Then 
Andrew tipped out and lost all his gear while Peter 
floated clear.  Then it was my turn – my boat 
upended and I went under.  My chin found a rock and 
I sported a good bruise for the rest of the trip – got 
some great sympathy from it too!  Unfortunately I lost 
my hat and oars as did Andrew. Those who had 
made it through in more or less one piece ended up 
collecting our oars and boats as they were spat out 
by the rapids, but our hats were never seen again.  
Luckily we were carrying spare hats as the days were 
too hot to be without one. We had learned early in the 
trip to strap our packs into the boats.  After repacking 
we continued on - ready for anything. 
A little further downstream, we pulled into shore to 
see if we could find Maile’s cave, which Peter had 
marked on his map but had never visited.  We did 
find it and on the way back to the boats stopped to 
look at the view of the river from a rock platform.  It 
was good to see everything from another 
perspective. 
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We reached Bob Turner’s track campsite around 
12:15pm  only to find we were the only ones there.  
Never mind – we took end of trip photos and then 
had coffee while sitting in the river.  
Since it was so hot we all lay under our fly and talked 
until the temperature dropped a little. 
After having travelling with our boats all week it was 
not until that evening we discovered that they made 
the MOST comfortable lounges! 
We sat around the fire until a wild thunder storm 
drove us all into our tents.  The loud booming from 
the thunder was very impressive in the Colo Gorge. 
 
Day 8 - Saturday 
Today we woke to a cloudy sky but no rain. After 
breakfast Peter, Lois, Tom and I walked upstream 
looking for the large cave that I had visited on an 
earlier backpack with Bob Clifton.  I remembered it 
had taken some finding before and it still proved 
illusive. We managed to find it eventually, but not 
before we were soaked, dirty and very hot as the 
humidity was extremely high.   
After looking around for a bit we headed back and of 
course took next to no time to reach camp.  Lois and 
I had a swim fully clothed to cool off– which may not 
have been a good idea as it started to rain very 
heavily and then we were wet and cold.  The rain set 
in and we considered packing up and walking out to 
meet our support group who were coming in to stay 
the last night with us - when they turned up looking 
half drowned.   
When the rain started to ease off  we helped them set 
up their tents - started the fire to dry out and put on 
the billy.  Amazing how a billy on the boil can improve 
a situation immediately.    
      

 
 
By afternoon the rain had cleared up completely and 
that night the sky was lit by hundreds of stars as we 
sat around telling tales of our adventures on the 
mighty Colo and celebrating our safe arrival. 
Today was my birthday and the support walkers had 
brought goodies in for a fabulous birthday party – 
complete with champagne, a birthday cake and 
candles.  I felt very spoiled and we had a lovely night.  
 
 

 

Happy Birthday Robyn 
 
Day 9 - Sunday 
Overnight we had another storm and the again sound 
of the thunder was spectacular as it rolled down the 
river towards us - over us - and then continued on 
down the river.  It was quite amazing – and a little 
frightening too when you are laying under a fly in the 
open.  The lightening display was really impressive. 
It was not raining as we packed for the last time, but 
as soon as we started up the track there were light 
showers on and off.  The boats seemed heavier on 
the way out and though our packs were lighter it still 
made slow going. Eventually we were back at the 
cars and our adventure was completely over.  It felt 
strange to be driving again as we headed to the 
halfway house and the traditional hamburger – it is 
surprising how quickly you can get used to the slower 
pace of a long backpack or in our case a river trip. 
 
This was one of the best trips I have done and it 
would not have been possible without the meticulous 
planning and organization of Peter and especially 
with the help of our friends who acted as our support 
teams.  Others have done this trip - and seem to try 
to complete it as quickly as possible.   Peter, 
however, planned to be in camp by lunchtime each 
day so we could explore – and fish.  This made our 
trip very relaxed and enjoyable.  Our support teams 
were indispensible and we cannot thank them 
enough for being there for us. 
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Leader: Peter Rye 
Walkers:  Andrew Brander, Lois Simpson, David 
Morrison, Ken & Katie Thompson, Robyn Rye, Royce 
Hirning, Graham Mee 
 
We met at Wollembi for coffee before heading out to 
Yengo NP and drove out along the Booree Track.  A 
stop was made at Burragurra for views and to look at 
the aboriginal art before we reached the Bala range 
track.  We left our cars just off the road and started 
towards the MacDonald River with views of Mt Yengo 
to the north.   
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The way down from the end of the range was 
interesting with Lois insisting that the spur would be a 
better way and Peter doing it his way. After 
contouring for a while and slugging through thicker 
and thicker bush we backtracked – with much teasing 
and comments from the crew to the head of a gully 
which gave us a clear run down.     
We  reached the river almost at the junction of  the 
MacDonald and Yengo creek and after wading 
across to a sandbank we set up camp.   
It was still fairly early so some went fishing up the 
MacDonald while others explored  a little way up 
Yengo creek to see what was around the corner.  
The rest of us stayed and soaked up the beauty and 
serenity of this absolutely gorgeous spot while 
enjoying a cup of tea and  biscuits. 
We had a great night around the fire with the full 
moon reflecting off the water. 
The next morning we waded up Yengo Creek to a big 
bend and the start of the spur which we followed  to 
reach the road. Before leaving the creek we spotted a 
large wild cow in the undergrowth don’t know who  
was more startled – us or the cow, which took off with 
a great deal of crashing to reach the road. 
 

Andrew’s first backpack 
 
The way up the spur was not immediately apparent!!!  
It was a fairly severe struggle through very thick and 
almost impenetrable scrub but eventually we were 
through minus some skin and the climb became 
easier.   Compared to the start it was a breeze with 
no cliff lines.  We came across some amazing 
wildflowers particularly a tea tree with huge dark pink 
flowers and on the road out a particularly large and  
Aggressive spider with grey stripes (the biggest I 
have ever seen) had to be encouraged to get off our 
car so that I could stop hyperventilating! 
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 Leader Col McCluskey 
 
23 walkers, 2 first timers to Ramblers and 7 juniors arrived 
to escape the heat, 40 degrees inland and 25 at Catho 
Surf Club with a refreshing NE breeze. 
With smoke from a bush fire clearly visible behind the ridge 
to the south we did a quick risk assessment and decided to 
not walk the ridges behind the beach as we had on 
previous walks but stick to the beach and assess any 
danger as we went. 
 
Heading off across Catho beach we walked under the old 
coal-loading jetty, walking across an exposed coal seam 
before heading up and around the headland stopping to 
look into Desoto Inlet as we went. When Moonee Beach 
came into view we were better able to decide on the bush 
fire situation and a burnt out area behind the front dune 
was smoldering but a thick plume of smoke seemed to be 
in the Timber Beach area where we were heading.. 
We stayed with the shoreline, observing a surfing comp in 
progress at the northern end of Moonee. At the southern 
end of the beach some had a dip in the lagoon before 
walking over the small dunes to Ghosties Beach. At the 
end of the beach the kid's raced ahead to explore the 
caves, the first with a tunnel through to a large cavern 
facing the surf, then another stretching 20m into the facing 
headland at the point of our climb toward Timber Beach. 
A team effort got all the party up and over the rocks. We 
determined the bush fire was actually further south near 
Fraser Park as we passed a beautiful natural swimming 
pool as we came onto Timber Beach. 
  
Packs were shed, head torches donned and all were keen 
to explore the series of caverns. We ventured through the 
easiest but narrowest entry tunnel ducking under some low 
roof before emerging into the main cavern, approx. 30 x 50 
metres in area. Several other openings let light in and as 
our eyes adjusted we were able to watch the breakers 
crash through the largest arch onto the beach inside. 
All 23 of our group were in the cave together exploring 
the rock pools, spotting shellfish, anemones and squirting  
cungi. Congratulations to Noelene celebrating her birthday 
and for working through her anxiety with rock scrambling 
to go further than last visit.  After this we had a relaxing 
lunch on the beach followed by lots of swimming and 
snorkelling, both in the rock pool and beach, Nicola and 
Erica particularly enjoying bombing into the rock pool. 
With a rising tide in mind we gathered our gear and made 
our way back over the rocks for a leisurely stroll back 
along the beaches to Catho.  We reached the jetty and met 
Robyn walking in early for the evening camp, fishing rods 
in hand. Back at the surf club it was ice blocks all 
And round, farewells to those leaving some for home 
others off to the pub. 
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Nicola and Erica in the pool 
  
Those returning to Ghosties gathered their gear 
while waiting for Di and Robyn to arrive. In all 16 
ventured back to enjoy a beautiful sunset and watch 
the near full moon rise in a spectacular arc along the 
cliff line. A very happy hour was had on the sand, 
tucked below the beautiful cliff, Robyn reminisced of 
her childhood days spent here while Peter recounted 
his army training days, once driving an army DUKW 
into the ocean from Moonee Beach. What had been a 
virtual 4wd carpark in the 80's has recovered 
considerably with only footprints now crossing the 
dunes. A good nights sleep with breaking surf the 
only noise ended a great day. 
 
Breakfast watching the sunrise between Flat Rock Point 
and ships at anchor with a couple of early surfers in the 
foreground was a very pleasant way to start the day. The 
two water babes, Ruben and Bethany splashed in the 
cave entrance while Sophie played in the sand with a 
lonely border collie left ashore by one of the surfers. 
We gathered to wish Di a happy birthday, Royce flew his 
kite as Peter and Robyn tried to catch their dinner. 
Before an early walk back to our cars we agreed 
unanimously that we would be returning soon to this 
special place, only half an hour from our Charlestown 
base. 
 

 
Sea cave 
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Greg Powell 
On the 27th of March 1999 many Ramblers and 
friends made their way up Finch’s Track or Devine’s 
Hill to partake in a celebratory breakfast in honour of 
Joan Robinson’s 70th birthday. This was Joan’s 
Country – a flat sandstone slab overlooking the 
Hawkesbury River and Wiseman’s Ferry, with a 
convict built road running right by and the markings of 
the Daruk people scratched in the sandstone not far 
away. 
 

 
Joan setting off on her Birthday Weekend 
 
Many of us said then, whilst sitting at this magical 
vantage point, that we would meet here again in ten 
years time for Joan’s 80th but this time we would 
backpack up the hill and camp here. This we did! 
Nineteen walkers made their way up Finch’s Road 
Walking Track or the Great North Road on Devine’s 
Hill. Joan and her Wiseman’s Ferry luncheon party 
headed up Devine’s Hill at around 4pm, at about the 
same time as the Finch’s group got going. Some 
walkers arrived later, after dark, and some even 
enjoyed the climb up next morning. 
 
The Finch’s group arrived first after a climb of less 
than an hour and sought out some tent sites in the 
scrub, got the fire going and put up the decorations. 
By the time Joan’s luncheon party arrived there was 
quite a jolly settlement at the cliff-top lookout, 
complete with pointy party-hats. Many photos were 
taken of the birthday girl and the view. This habit 
would continue for the rest of the weekend. 
The sky remained overcast and rain threatened but 
never arrived, thankfully, as I couldn’t vouch for the 
waterproof qualities of my small cave home. The 
heavy clouds behaved but we didn’t get a cliff top 
sunset nor sunrise and the moon remained hidden. 
Can’t have everything! 
 
Nibbles were enjoyed on the cliff top as the lights of 
Wiseman’s Ferry township came on below. The ferry, 
which ran all night, was particularly impressive with 
its coloured lights reflecting in the calm waters of the 
lazy Hawkesbury. The evening wore away with 
cooking and chatting and marvelling at our wonderful 
view. 
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Most headed off to the tents at a reasonable hour for 
a very mild night of camping, with the clang of the 
ferry ramp as it reached each side of the river rocking 
us to sleep. 
We were up early and breakfast was enjoyed at rocky 
vantage points. 
 Some people climbed up the ridge to explore the 
caves and the abseilers planned future trips. The 
Happy Birthday Strudel was produced intact from a 
backpack by you know who, and the sweet notes of 
Happy Birthday To You wafted down the Hawkesbury 
Valley and far out to the Blue Mountains. 
A few campers had to go early to attend other 
functions and some new arrivals wandered in, as we 
were packing up. There was still some strudel for all. 
With last looks at the vista, everyone made their way 
slowly down Finch’s Track to the cars or car shuttle. 
On the way, we tried the great echo in Rose’s Valley 
and inspected the historic features of the 1 Mile mark, 
stone embankments, quarries and powder magazine 
Joan, and I placed one of Glenn’s 80 decorations 
under a rock up at the lookout. We’ll recover it with 
you on 27 March 2019. 
 

 
Joan and Malcolm 
 

 
           Joan and Ingrid, the Strudle Maker 
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Leader John Hendrix 
A Ramblers car camp in the Dorrigo area staying at 
Platypus Flat camping area (Nymboida Binderra NP). 
A group of five campers arrived at Moonpah on 
Friday night but unfortunately had to detour for 
another 80kms because a bridge was under repair.It 
was a great campsite all the better for lack of 
neighbours. At night there were possums, 
bandycoots and wallabies and upset tummies from 
eating out-of-date smoked salmon for lunch the 
previous day.The birds were quite bold with a Lewin 
Honeyeater checking out the dining table. 

 
The first day we walked to Cedar Brush which hosted 
some 300 year old Red Cedars.  Huge trees that 
were lucky to avoid the axeman’s blade.  In the 
afternoon we walked the Tramway Track then 
checked out “The Cod Hole” a huge big swimming 
hole in the Nymboida River.  Dinner was huddled 
under the camp site shelter while the rain made all 
the campers scatter. 
Next day began with a vist to the Norman Jolly 
Memorial Forest. Here there were some 800 year old 
Tallow woods and Brush Box. Huge trees 8.5m in 
circumference. Tall trees? Check out 
http://members.optusnet.com.au/mrhsam/.  We found 
that all the forests were dark and thick canopies 
filtering incoming light.  All the group proceeded to 
Rosewood track at Never Never.  

 



 Page 8 

This was a fantastic walk with a detour to Red Cedar 
Falls where the group had lunch. Along the path 
there were glimpses of Lyrebirds and Pale Yellow 
Robins.  There were many signs of birds and animals 
scratching for grubs.  Farewells were said over coffee 
at the Dorrigo NP Rainforest Cafe before returning to 
the camp for night.  A last look at campsite before 
moving on to Ebor Falls.  A lot of water was flowing 
over the falls.  If you hadn’t noticed before the chasm 
is lined with rocks exhibiting columnar jointing. 
Always intriguing.  
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Leader: Arthur Radford 
In years gone by the Ramblers made a number of 
trips into this creek to visit the cascades and 
waterfalls. To do so from Mill creek road you need to 
cross private property even though it looks like a 
public road. I read about this in our older club 
magazines and then found a more recent reference 
in an NBC magazine written by Trevor Henderson. I 
have also received advice from Joan Robinson and 
Greg Powell for which I am grateful.  
All of this spurred my interest in the area and so far 
has resulted in four trips into the surrounding Myall 
State forest.  
 
Firstly we traversed Stroud Peak and had a look at 
the upper reaches of Saggers Creek and discovered 
delightful pink granite rock platforms. 
Secondly on a very hot day starting from Jarrah Rd 
we walked along the upper creek and returned via 
the ridge of Kens trail, this time we found that there 
were active forestry operations on the ridge. 
The next trip was into the old site of the timber town 
of Simsville looking for the old logging rail lines and 
access to Stroud fire tower. We did find some ruins 
but it is all overgrown and hard to find. 
 
This all brings me to the last trip to find the cascades. 
I had discussed this with two different locals from Mill 
creek. Alan Raine who had acted as a guide on a 
recent trip to Pepper Mt and Helen Gillard of Mill 
creek wines. Both provided helpful advice. 
After leaving our cars at the Winery gate we set off 
and walked along Saggers Creek Rd which is makes 
for an interesting walk in itself. Before long we were 
joined by a Helen’s dog who followed us all the way 
despite attempts to get him to go home. It was an 
exciting trip for both the dog and Kevin’s two boys 
James and Lachlan who spent the whole day running 
after the dog. 
 
We crossed over a ford and heading up a hill came to 
a major five way junction at Ref. 067209 and headed 
down to the right. 
The interesting thing about this and other forestry 
areas is that timber getters are likely to put in new 
roads to suit their purposes without these roads 
appearing on the topographical maps. 
 

This we found to be the case here when we found 
ourselves on a well used road but on the other side of 
the creek to the one on the map. A quick check with 
the GPS confirmed my suspicions but didn’t tell me 
where the road was heading. The original road still 
did exist but was somewhat overgrown from lack of 
use. This I was to find on the way out. Coming to a 
road junction Ref. 071212 a triangle junction, we tried 
first one way and finding it was heading the wrong 
way and uphill to boot we returned to the junction and 
continued along the road finding the creek crossing 
right where we had left it last time. I recognised this 
from my last trip here. 
Following the road upstream we came to Ken’s trail 
junction and then another ford across the creek. Ref. 
077208. This seemed like a good lunch stop and for 
some a swim. I explored downstream until we found 
a waterfall approx 10m high and an easy way down 
past it. Returning to the others for lunch we then 
decided it was time to return the way we had come. 
After many had headed up the track a report of an old 
steam engine boiler just off the road sparked interest 
and we investigated an old railway engine boiler that 
was left here after logging operations. On the way 
back when we reached a triangle in the road several 
of us decided to explore further up the road from Map 
ref. 071212. 
Perhaps I wasn’t listening earlier but it was then 
revealed to be that when I had called the others back 
from up this road the leaders had been at a road 
junction with a large blue arrow on a tree. 
Consequently we hurried back to this point and it 
slowly became obvious that this side track was 
indeed the route to the cascades, waterfall and 
swimming hole. Ref.073210. Looking up at the 
waterfall it became clear that this was the one I had 
stood at the top of at lunch. 
We returned happy in the knowledge that I had at last 
I had reached the cascades on Saggers creek that 
the Ramblers had visited in the past. We caught up 
with the rest of the party with the news at the ford and 
then headed homewards. We were met by a quad 
bike near the end. Helen’s son had come out looking 
for us and the lost dog.  
The finish of the walk was a visit to Mill creek winery 
to cool down on the veranda of a lovely stone house. 
No doubt we will be back to this scenic area in the 
not too distant future. 
 

 
 
 


