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in spirit!)

Nine stalwart souls fronted up in pouring rain at
Speers Point Creek slipway and briefly debated
‘whether/weather? Or not'......... Sophie appeared up
to it but Col used her tender years as the perfect
excuse not to commence an already waterlogged
kayak upstream venture to the relatively unknown
terrain of Cockle Creek/Teralba causeway. So seven
paddlers monopolized the slipway.

As | had not had the forethought to bring a five year
old dainty child, I was obliged to join the absolutely
enthusiastic flotilla already waiting under the Five
Islands Bridge taking advantage of the one dry spot
near our 8.30 gathering. Approx. 9.15a.m. paddle-
progress was officially launched by time-keeper
Brian. We missed Col and Sophie but it was a wise
decision ,as the weather only brightened on our
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return. One of my rare sorties with Ramblers when it
didn’t blossom into fine weather.

The skills and experience of the group ran the gamut
from Jill and Stan, virtual novices (Stan having once
canoed in Caledonia) to the remainder, all of whom
owned at least one kayak and had both open water
and white water tales. John and Phillipa wore
wetsuits, which seemed a really good idea, though
the temperature was about 23 degrees and fairly
constant paddling kept me, for one, surprisingly warm
wearing a motley assortment of not-to-waterproof
gear — and life jackets can be quite cosy (and
cumbersome as Stan discovered).

The tide was rising as we set off, passing Club
Macquarie and the great spread of golf links to
starboard. If it had not been raining, a jolly lot of
remote-controlled miniature white sailed yachts
would have given us a challenge to negotiate, but
sitting on a sodden bank in deckchairs evidently does
not have quite the same allure as paddling in a
swishy kayak and we paddled unimpeded, save for
the odd plastic bottle, mangrove root and crayfish pot
line.

The wide banks gradually transformed into a denser
over-hanging mangrove, where Brush Creek and
Cockle diverge. The presence of comorants, egrets
and wader birds promised a more tranquil less noisy,
rather pastoral voyage — and so it proved to be. While
we leaned back in our craft to stretch backs and
watch some darters on a beach like inlet, our keen
bird watchers noticed a Swamp Harrier bird of prey
wheeling above us, undeterred by the misty rain.We
saw iridescent flashes of azure kingfishers.

Because of the dense vegetation and inclement
weather — no signs or sounds of nearby suburbs,
much of the upstream paddle gave us a sense of
being a world away from civilization, let alone in the
very backyards of Barnsley backstreets! On some
stretches of what we calculated to be a 12/14 km
paddle, with occasional sparse groups of grass trees,
palms and denser mangroves, the wide silent, silky
textured creek could have been in Tasmania, or up
north - maybe in crocodile country.

Garry's craft was one year old and had pproved safe
and successful in rough waves- Geoff's tried and
trusted streamlined kayak was a second hand years
ago and surprisingly held chair and space for



lunchbreak cuppas. A much more sophisticated
canoe is taking him and a mate on a week long foray,
with another club, around the Myall. | think the
Ramblers will be interested to learn about this trip
and try a kayak — camp ourselves. Brian ‘manned’ a
Foxx for this trip, it's lightweight, unsinkable and
perfect for day trips, he also ownes a Hobbi and has
some wonderful memories of early morning kayaking
in Tasmania. John and Phillipa paddle swiftly in sleek
Minnows and | bobbed at the rear in my bulbous a-
bit-paddled Bass.( | feel very safe and comfortable in
my second-hand Gloucester Tops River hire
purchase). Stan hired his swanky bright blue outfit
from Toronto Kayak and for a second time on the
water paddled marvellously. In our general talk about
boats there was a general consensus that kayak
seats are tremendously important and it is worth
investing in a sturdy back support — and that's an
essential point to investigate when hiring.

Our itinerary was to have included adventuring into
Lake Macquarie checking out the Teralba Bowling
club back patio (overlooking the creek) and mooching
around the lake’s entrance Five Islands. However we
made it to the causeway, rested briefly and on the
return journey, with swallows overhead we
investigated the rotting landing stage, beached boats
and Warning ‘Sine’ of a ‘bushy’ character living in a
hidden shack on the Teralba bank.

The trickiest part of kayaking is — the Exiting! There is
a definite technique — or a variety of them...to
clambering out...on this particular day, as we were so
wet anyway, it hardly seemed to matter whether we
ended up ashore or in the mud!

Approx. 12.15 amazingly everyone was warm and in
good spirits and happy to consider planning another
excursion to the Brush Creek arm of the creek.
Thanks for your support paddlers!

Some of us went to my place for coffee and guess
what? We watched the clouds roll back, blue sky
appear... and the sun come out!

- Jill Clifford
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This was a superb midweek walk in the Oxley Wild
Rivers National Park. Encouraged by John Hendriks
report of the October long weekend Bob, Royce and
David set off on Tuesday morning to follow in his
footsteps and extend the range of exploration 12 km
further downstream from the Riverside Camp to
Rowley’s Creek. John had accessed the Riverside
Camp via a 4WD track on his trip whereas we
planned to walk.

It took us about four hours to reach Walcha for a café
lunch and then an additional 3 hour on the Moona
Road to Budds Mare Hut and the Paradise Rocks
Lookout for views over the river gorge 700m below.
We commenced our walk from the Lookout about
2.00pm down a wonderfully steep curved 7km spur to
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reach the river in about 2 hours. Being the middle of
the week we had this great camping spot to
ourselves, and as reported by John the bird life is
prolific at this location along the river. A swim of
course in a 27 degree C river warmed by the
summers day went a long way to relieving the worn
out brake muscles of our legs. We spent a pleasant
evening in front of the cooking fire with a few
kangaroos and mozzies to keep us company.

We were lucky to avoid the 40 degree temperatures
of the previous week and were pleased that our
thermometers did not get much above 32 degrees C,
never the less we planned to walk early and finish
about mid day each day just in case.

On Wednesday we were off by 7.30am to follow the
river downstream. We had not been sure what the
walking conditions would be like, but it became
apparent fairly soon that a pretty decent track follows
the river with several crossings at appropriate spots
to avoid the steep cliff lines and bluffs. The nature of
the riverside vegetation is park like, shaded and very
pleasant to walk through. We were in no hurry and
took time out to enjoy the beautiful riverside scenery.
We spotted cattle here and there and there were
heaps of lovely camping spots along the way. Not far
upstream from the Rowley's Creek junction, our
destination for the day, we enjoyed lunch overlooking
a beautiful extensive pool complete with half a dozen
small turtles, which took a great interest in us.

We walked a short distance up Rowley's Creek to
find a shaded camping spot and came across an
established campsite near some cattle yards
complete with the kitchen sink, dishwasher, fridge
and other mod cons to store stuff in. The site is
possibly a group campsite for scouts. There was very
little bird life here in contrast to the Riverside Camp. It
was a warm night with a full moon and a hot
northwesterly breeze, which eased off at nightfall.

Mindful of the possibility of high temperature for
Thursday, the 700m climb and 13 km of track we
were awake by 5.00am, walking by 6.00am, and
ready for a second breakfast at 8.00am, having
climbed the first 500m in the morning cool. The views



up and down the Apsley River through the rising mist
and down into the Rowley’ Creek valley were
beautiful. This is top spot to walk and a day or an
overnight walk up Rowley’'s Creek would be
something | would like to do on another occasion.

Finally at the top of the climb the track meanders
through lovely open forest leading to a property,
which is being redeveloped for forestry (thousands of
Eucalyptus sp. tube stock have been planted) before
entering the National Park again near Budds Mare
Hut.

Despite the dire warnings from Royce of the huge
black snakes he had encountered years ago and the
hot weather we didn’t spot one — and we had given
them every opportunity to find us. Just proves that
gaiters are effective.

We were back at the cars by 10.45am and in Walka
for lunch at the same café with a visit around the
corner to a great little art gallery, and then back in
Newcastle by 4.30pm

To give you some idea, the walk down to the River
and back would be similar to climbing from Lagoon
Pinch to Selby Alley's Hut in terms of distance,
elevation and grade.

- Bob Clifton
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This walk was a last minute change to the one shown
on the program. The original walk to Erskine Creek in
the Blue Mountains was on closer inspection found to
be possibly very wet. | didn't appreciate the thought
of having to swim in the middle of winter. The
replacement walk was a combination of the many
walks | had undertaken before.

Six of us departed in two vehicles for Katoomba at
midday Sunday arriving at the YHA where we were
staying. Next morning we enlisted the aid of a taxi to
transport us to the top of the cliff lines for the start of
the walk. Blessed with fine weather we descended
the 300 metres by the Devils Hole into the Megalong
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Valley. We then followed the remains of an old
colliery tramway heading south along the side of the
Narrowneck Peninsular making camp at the head of
Galang Creek. After a chilly one degree 8am start |
somehow carelessly missed the proposed water
pickup point as the water situation further ahead
could be unreliable. Facing certain death by
dehydration we luckily managed to find plenty of
water at Mobbs Soak and for a nice change we
realised all the creeks had water. We arduously
lugged the many litres of water up the grinding 200m
climb to the top of Splendour Rock on Mt. Dingo for
an overnight camp.
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Walkers on plendour Rock

We set up camp right at the rock platform with the
250 degree views where you can see forever. Some
of us acknowledged an old friend whose last mortal
remains were scattered there five years before.
When in 2004 thirty odd Ramblers (no smear on their
character intended) spent a remarkable night there in
his memory. At 8am and a warmer 9 degrees we
descended again and then began the long 550m
descent along Blue Dog Ridge down to the Cox's
River. It was a jelly legged group that finally made the
junction of the river and Breakfast Creek. Down there
we met a young Frenchman and his female Czech
companion who were seeking track information back
to Katoomba. The only people we sighted in six days
until back near Katoomba.

Thursday at 8am and still warm saw us heading north
up the river. We had three wet feet crossings of the
river ahead and | kept stressing the fact that today
was a flat day, no hills for a change.

With soggy feet we finally made the bottom of Galang
Creek where we set up camp a few kilometres up.
Three of us went a further kilometre to investigate a
waterfall shown on the map and check out a ridge as
an optional way back up tomorrow. Some of the
group had chosen to swim or wash in the creek but |
chose a far more spectacular method by falling in
fully dressed. The wet boots that had just begun to
dry were thoroughly soaked again. At least it gave
the four day underpants a bit of a wash!

Friday morning and still fine, presented us with the
daunting 350m climb up the ridge to the mid level



again. The Blue Mtns. seem to consist of three
definite levels, the top plateau at Katoomba, the mid
level valley floor and the lower river level, about
800m all over and hard work. Reaching the top of the
ridge meant finding private property that is
increasingly encroaching on the bush and blocking
access. We skirted through a property finding a dump
of interesting old vehicles that occupied us for
sometime. Once on the road which we followed for a
short time before skipping through another paddock
which finally led us back to the end of the old
tramway where we set up camp below Redledge
Pass in amongst some old ruins.
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This pass is an old access path for the miners back
to Katoomba and our way out the next day. It
sprinkled rain that night but the day dawned clear and
the boys were all keen to go at 7.30 up the fearsome
final 350m to the top. At least our packs were at their
lightest for the climb as Arthur found out when his
headed back down the hill at a rest stop near the top,
much to his horror. We made the pass and the
slightly scary bit where the track narrows and the
slippery slope ending at the cliff beckons the unwary.

Finally up on the Narrowneck road we utilised the
mobile phone of some friendly mountain bike riders to
organise a taxi to Kill the final road trudge although
Doug and Graham decided to show us up by walking
out. | gave them a wave as | passed, very
comfortable in the taxi. Their gesture wasn't as polite.
When all back at the YHA where we showered and
put on clean clothes it was up the main street for hot
pies and hamburgers. Later the shops and then the
Carrington for an ale. Dinner consisted of pizza and
wine and games of snooker at the Y where we stayed
for the night. Sunday and it was heading for home
with our stinking packs, mine full of soggy socks that
were really becoming quite unpleasant not to mention
the undies.
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The walk was hard, about 55kms with about 1000ms
each of ups and downs but the experienced group
made it easier. With four navigators and two eager
fire lighters and with everyone sharing the duties,
some food and with lots of laughter made it another
memorable walk. | kept saying that this was my last
hard Blue Mtns. walk but who knows? After all | have
a lousy memory!

The walkers - Arthur, Royce, Doug, Richard, Graham
and Tony.

- Tony Winton
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As we drove from Newcastle early on Friday the
weather was cool, a bit inclement, and there looked
to be clouds shrouding the mountains tops in the
distance. We arrived at the start of the Link Trall
about 9.45am (about a 3 hour trip) and after a quick
look at a tidy Munro’'s Hut we were walking by
10.15am in lovely cool walking conditions with signs
that the weather was clearing.

The group consisting of Anna, Bob, John, Royce,
Jim, and Malcolm strode off strongly thought the
beautiful Antarctic Beech and open alpine forests —
just enjoying the absolute beauty of this area. Anna
was the first to spot a snake — one of four for the
weekend. We lunched in the last section of Antarctic
Beech before the trail opens out into Snow Gum
forest, and not far from a beaut chilled natural water
fountain beneath a tree fern on the side of the track.

We called in at the Wombat Creek camping location
for a rest and another cool drink, before tackling the
last section of the trail which includes a stiff 200m
climb to Carey’s Peak. Low cloud was swirling across
the little camp spot as we arrived and it was obvious
that we would not be getting any views from the
nearby lookout that evening. The walk had taken us
about 6 hours, for some reason, in contrast to our
return walk on Sunday which took 5 hours.

We set up camp in this lovely location and Royce
was able to show us the nearby creek for our water
supply. The beautiful stand of Snow Gums in this
location is the home of a magnificent bird population,
which woke us early each morning.

The next day (Saturday) we completed the beautiful
walk across Edwards Swamp to Junction Pools, and
returned via Aeroplane Hill and the Black Swamp — a
distance of 13 km which took about 6 hours of
leisurely walking and resting to take in the scenery of
the frost hollows, swamps, the ruins of Edwards Hut,
and morning tea on the River near Junction Pools
where the Ramblers have camped on previous
occasions.



John, Royce, Jim and Malcolm at our camp on
Cary’s Peak

It was great to see the efforts of the NPWS in
controlling the Scotch Broom — there seemed to be
less Broom about on this walk than when | was on
the Tops some 10 years ago, and we did not see any
on the Link Trail itself.

The weather in the afternoon was rather hot and we
were pleased that we were back in camp by 2.00pm
to laze in the shade and take in the clear views and a
nice sunset from Carey’s Lookout.

Sunset from Carey’s Peak Lookout

On Sunday we were packed and away early to
retrace our steps and reach the cars near Munro’s
Hut by 1.00pm. Rather than have lunch at the cars
we chose to drive for 30min down from the Tops to
the Gloucester River at the NPWS Camping area. It
was certainly very much hotter off the mountain but
the swim in the river went a long way to soothing the
aching bodies.

After a brief stop in Stroud for a very hot cool drink
we were back in Newcastle by 5.00pm.

This is really a lovely walk and not a bad time of the
year to do it. Total distance covered over 3 days was
55km.

- Bob Clifton
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Members are reminded that children can only go
on club activities if they are under the charge of
their parent, guardian or other designated adult
who is a club member.

The person is to take full responsibility for them.
This goes beyond the casual “she’ll be right” to
active monitoring of where the child is and what
she or he is doing and a specific awareness that
the child is not going into dangerous situations
such as cliff edges, water courses, slippery
rocks, surf and rips.

In short the presence of the child should not
detract from the enjoyment of the Club members
on the activity. If a child has been on 3 club
activities, our insurances require that he or she
become a fully paid up member of the club at the
standard fee.
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Both have fortifications that were designed by the
British military engineer Sir Peter Henry Scratchley.

In 1860 a young Captain Scratchley made
recommendations for the defence of Melbourne and
Geelong to counter the threat of invasion of the
colonies from Tsarist Russia. He went back to
England in 1863 and returned in 1877 as
commissioner of defences, covering in time all of the
six Australian colonies and New Zealand. He
believed that land defence works should be near key
ports, advocated torpedoes for offence, submarine
mines for defence, and supported the obstruction of
shipping channels.

In 1883 he returned to England to consult the War
Office on a general colonial defence plan and in 1884
was appointed special commissioner for the new
British protectorate of New Guinea, which was seen
as an important shield for Australia. Sadly, he
contracted malaria while in New Guinea and on his
return journey died at sea south of Cooktown on 2
December 1885 at the age of 50 years.

Two of Scratchley’'s achievements included the
design of the fortifications in Newcastle (Fort
Scratchley) and Dunedin (Fort Taiaroa). Among their
many armaments, both included an interesting piece
of artillery, the Armstrong Disappearing Gun , which
had a very impressive range of 8,800 yards. The gun
was located below ground level in a circular gun pit
and emplacements were concealed with earth
parapets. The Newcastle gun, installed in a gun pit
on the heights of King Edward Park near York Drive
has gone, but the circular pit with an interpretive
plague remains.



Why below ground level?

Earlier gun emplacements constructed overseas in
the classical stone fort style had proved to be
vulnerable. The stone forts were easily visible and
with advances in optics, the enemy gun layers could
get an accurate range by focusing on the sharp
outlines of the structure. Forts of stone and masonry
construction proved to be more dangerous under
bombardment than the ‘new’ system, as incoming
shells penetrated the soft earthen material and which
absorbed some of the energy when they exploded.

Fort Taiaroa

Visitors to Dunedin’s albatross colony at Taiaroa
Head on the Otago Peninsula are very fortunate to be
able to also visit Fort Taiaroa and view the only
Armstrong Disappearing Gun of its type in the world,
still in working trim and in its original gun pit. This six
inch gun, the first successful breechloader, is
mounted on a hydro-pneumatic carriage, which
represented the latest in technology in 1886. Sited in
a below ground circular gun pit, it was aimed while
below ground, raised and fired. It ‘disappeared’ into
its pit due to the recoil from the shell and was then
reloaded. The unfortunate target was left wondering
where the shell had come from! The gun was
manufactured by W G Armstrong & Co at Elswick,
Newcastle on Tyne, England, and was first tested in
its Taiaroa gun site in June 1889.

Why did the New Zealand Gun Survive?

The credit goes to the conservationists. The Royal
Albatross Colony at Taiaroa Head, on the tip of the
Otago Peninsula, is the only mainland breeding
colony for any albatross species found in the
southern hemisphere. In 1943 as the Pacific war
moved north, the New Zealand conservation
authorities put a freeze on access to the peninsular
and this meant that the post war scrap metal
collection could not get access to the precious metals
in the fort. When access to the peninsular was
opened up it was as a protected nature reserve.

The albatross colony at Taiaroa Head has now grown
into an established colony with a population of
around 140 birds. The colony viewing station and the
Fort are both well worth a visit.

For further information:

On the life of Major General Scratchley
http://www.adb.online.anu.edu.au/biogs/A060113b.ht
m

On Fort Scratchley
http://amol.org.au/newcastle/hunterchapter/Fort%20S
cratchley/details.html

On Fort Taiaroa

http://www.albatross.org.nz/Fort.htm

- Peter Farley
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Bob Clifton, Arthur Radford, Val & Robert Gascoigne,
Peter & Grace Farley, Lindsay Wall and Lynne
Mercer, John Counsell.

Bob Clifton organised an enthusiastic group to
accompany him backpacking 3 days in The Walls of
Jerusalem, a day at Wineglass Bay and camping for
4 days on Maria Island. This report is on the Maria
Island adventure

We were very lucky to be joined on Maria by John
Counsell,who was a member of our club before he
and his wife Jan returned home to Tassie. John has
been an official guide for Maria Island Walks and now
has a lot to do with transporting the paying clients to
and from Hobart. John, Jan and a friend from their
local bushwalking club met us on the dock at Maria
so we had our own personal guide for our Maria trip.
The campsite at Darlington was quite luxurious after
roughing it in The Walls - covered BBQ area, nice
camp fire, hot showers and toilets all for $8 a night,
all this opposite the beach! John was a great guide,
his wealth of information and enthusiasm for the
island was most contagious. Maria Island has the
most complex European history of any national park
in Tasmania. Some of the original penal settlement
buildings are still there and we enjoyed exploring and
soaking up the history. We sat in an old dining room
that was set up as if the people were still there, even
the wine in the glasses and gravy on the plates, while
an audio recording of conversations of the day
played. It was like stepping back into history.

There were lots of interesting stories and info about
the people that had been prisoners on the island, like
Irish political prisoner William Smith O'Brien and also
the people who tried to make their fortunes on Maria
like Diego Bernacchi with his dream of growing
grapes and making wine. We were able to go through
the old family home and look at the photo albums. |
loved seeing what became of children and the school
photos. All of us really enjoyed the historical side of
Maria.

The wildlife on Maria was quite prolific We all agreed
that we had never seen so many healthy wombats
just wandering around the campsite not at all worried
about us, Cape Baron Geese which are everywhere,
paddymelons and grey kangaroos.

The highlight of our visit was probably our day walk
up to Bishop and Clerk at 653m. The views from the
top are the most amazing, right across to Mt
Wellington on one side and up to Freycinet, and
across so much ocean. It was so beautiful and a
perfect day. John took us right to the summit so we
were perched on some rock formations way way up!
| was only game to crawl to the edge, though we
talked Robert into standing on one leg! We all agreed
it was one of the best day walks any of us have ever
done, so if you happen to be near Maria when visiting
Tassie put the Bishop and Clerk on your must do list.



John and Jan on a visit to the Painted Cliffs

We had intended climbing Mt Maria the next day

but all decided some more leisurely walking was
required, so John took us around the coast to Four
Mile Beach. He showed us the hidden camp that
Maria Island Walks have constructed. They are a
commercial company that have built 2 eco camps on
Maria which if you choose to do the walk with them
you would stay in. All very comfortable separate little
huts, half timber with canvas walls and nice comfy
beds. Beautiful mess room complete with candles
and champagne and gourmet food. (All carried and
cooked by the guides, that's why John decided to
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drive and not guide any more). The 3" night of the
walk you actually stay in the Bernacchi home which is
all done like a bed and breaky, baked dinner, wine,
hot showers the works. If anyone is interested in this
walk we will put you in touch with John. He might be
able to organise a little discount with his boss, and
they also have good standby discounts.

We finished our walking through some beautiful
forest back across to camp.

A fabulous trip to Maria finished we all headed back
to Hobart, celebrating in style with a Thai Dinner.
Many thanks to Bob Clifton for organising a great
adventure and John Counsell for sharing Maria with
us.

- Lynne Mercer
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Woko kids camp was once again a big success.

The kids enjoyed camping which included weathering
a very large afternoon storm. They made damper and
cooked it in the ashes of the fire. Lots of swimming
and liloing — not much water but perfect for our happy
little campers.
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Lindsay and his happy band of bushwalkers
- nearly all happy!!



Frances and Sarah’s First Ramblers Walk
Mt Royal 12th Dec 2009
This was a training run as these girls went on to
summit Mt Kinabalu, Borneo (4095m) in Feb 2010

Marise and Sylvia, Caves Beach to
Catherine Hill Bay
13" Dec 2009

Cooling off in rockpools on way to Catherine Hill Bay
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Arthur W|th a bbne at Wi’neglass Bay

Freycinet, Tasmania



