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   From the President...    

Dear Walkers, as 2012 is coming to its end I 

hope that everyone has enjoyed all the walks, 

trips and activities that YHA Bushwalking has 

organised throughout the year. 

With the holiday period approaching I wish 

everyone a safe Christmas and New Year and 

look forward to seeing you on the trails in 

2013. 

Walks Coordinators Needed 

YHA Bushwalking is looking for a couple of 

people to help out with the organising of our 

popular Sunday Walks. 

As I have been doing this role for the last three 

years it would be positive for the club to have 

someone new take over this role to provide 

fresh and new ideas for our Sunday walks. 

This would be ideally suited to a person who 

regularly walks with YHA Bushwalking and 

can spare the time and effort to coordinate 

Sunday walks for our programs throughout the 

year. 

It would also be good to have a number of 

people alternating or rotating in this role so as 

to help share the coordination of our walks 

with several others, instead of it just being 

handled by only one person. 

So far Robert Potocnik has put his hand up to 

help out but we would ideally like to see a 

couple of other people do this as well so we 

can rotate between programs to give people a 

break now and again. We would be happy to 

offer assistance to anyone who would like to 

help out with this.  If this sounds like you then 

we would love to hear from you! 

To also help with the program we would like 

to hear from leaders wanting to run Saturday 

Walks, Pack Carries, Accommodated 

Weekends and Extended Trips. 

To do this email the general club contact 

address and this will be then forwarded onto 

the appropriate person.    

First Aid Training 

YHA Bushwalking organised a first aid 

training day in September, with eight leaders 

taking advantage of the free training offered 

by the club.  This was a very informative 

day’s training, again conducted by First Aid 

Management and Training Ltd. 

As YHA Bushwalking is one Victoria’s most 

active walking groups, it is important to 

realise that accidents can happen, so this will 

be repeated next year.  We encourage all our 

leaders to take part in this important training. 

( continued page 3) 

 

One of the highlights of what turned out to be a good snow season was the 

club’s first snow-shoe trip to Craig’s “Man from Snowy River” Hut.   The 

walk in was steep in places, the walk out even steeper, and steepest of all 

was the Mt Stirling overnight entry fee, but the scenery was what 

everyone had hoped for, so expect to see this become a more regular 

feature of the winter program.    For this and more reports on the season’s 

snow-trips  p9 & 10.  (photo: Tom Lun)   

Also in this Issue 

 Christmas Party details – (p2) 

 Clubnight – Trekking in South America –  (p3) 

 Thredbo accommodated walk –   (p3)  

 Spring Sunday Walks –  Reids Mill, Steiglitz, Cape Schanck & more (p4) 

 Pack Carries – Macalister Springs, Budawangs, Kiandra to Thredbo (p5) 

 Recent Walk Snapshots –  Hattah Lakes, Warby Ranges  &  Bogong 

High Plains Easter walks (p6) 

 Tips for Better Bushwalking – A Personal  Medical Kit (p7) 

 Trip Report: Mt Langi Ghiran / Ben Nevis day walks (p8) 

 A Windy Night on Mt Bogong - (p9-10) 

 Snow Walk Snapshots –  Mt St Gwinear, Craig’s Hut (p10) 

 Gearing Up –  Outdoor accessories for discerning walkers (p11) 

 Crossing the Never Never – Lakes, Leeches and a Large bull; all part 

of a week walking in Tasmania’s Walls of Jerusalem region (p12-14) 

 A side-trip to Mt Giles – Getting high in the Northern Territory (p15-16) 

 The Day I Became a Heroine of China –  Bushwalking technique 

helps conquer an ancient dragon  (p17) 

 Bushwalking with Gina – Advice from our special guest columnist (p18)  

mailto:YHABush-contact@yahoogroups.com.au
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YHA BUSHWALKING COMMITTEE 

2012/13 

President,            

Sunday Walks Secretary, 

Clubnight Coordinator   Andrew Stevenson  

Secretary                     Anne Donaldson 

Treasurer               Kris Peach 

Walks Secretary          Ken Sussex 

Social Secretary           

Search & Rescue Rep    Paul Gottliebsen 

General committee       Jan Huang 

                                    Sonya Radywyl 

Yeti Editor (non-committee)   Stephen Smith 

CONTRIBUTIONS TO YETI 

These articles don’t write themselves y’know, nor 

are they all plagiarised from the internet (well 

some of them aren’t anyway).   If you’ve enjoyed 

yourself on one or two YHA trips or have some 

thoughts about bushwalking which you’d like to 

share, then here’s your opportunity to do so.   

Find a spare moment, jot your experiences or 

advice down then email them to  

yhabush@bigpond.com 

YETI ONLINE 

 “Yeti” has its own website 

www.yhabush.org.au/Yeti  containing 

downloadable copies of the latest issue as 

well as archived articles from past 

editions. The web sites is well worth 

visiting, as it often includes additional 

photographs not able to be included in the 

print version for reasons of space, as well 

as superior reproduction.  

TRIP LEADERS 

Take advantage of the opportunity to 

promote your upcoming trips in YETI with 

a more detailed description than space in 

the programme allows.  Please contact the 

editor with the details. 

YHA ACTIVITIES CLUBNIGHT 

Is held on a Monday night once a month at 

the ‘Hub’, 80 Harbour Esplanade, 

Docklands from 8pm to approx. 9:00pm.  

Special events start just after 8.00pm, 

everybody welcome.    

YETI THANKS 

The following contributors to this issue: 

John Belfio 

Marina Carpinelli 

David De Bondi 

Ann Donaldson 

Paul Dorrington 

Jan Huang 

Tom Lun 

Bruce Meincke 

Robert Potocnik 

Tim Rule 

David Sale 

Andrew Stevenson 

Vanna Walsh 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

SAT 8TH DECEMBER 

(COMMENCING 7.00 TO 7.30pm) 

COME AND JOIN THE FUN AT 

PORT MELBOURNE BOWLING CLUB 

130 SPRING STREET WEST, 

PORT MELBOURNE 
 

   
  All this for only $45 

     (Leaders $30) 

      Drinks at bar. 
 

 

 

MENU 

 - Shared antipasto board platter.  

 

 - Second course is full BBQ 

consisting of the following; 

Full BBQ 
Gippsland Porterhouse Steak  

Marinated Lamb Chops 

South Melbourne Market Sausages 

Bake Potatoes w/sour cream 

Homemade Coleslaw 

Pasta salad 

Green salad  

Fresh Bread (rolls,bread stick,slices) 

accompanied by a selection of sauces , 

mustards , pestos 

 

 - Dessert selection of pavlova topped 

with berries or orange chocolate 

mousse 

 

RSVP – Ann Donaldson 

 (anndonaldson@optusnet.com.au) 

 by 27
th

 November. 

  Please advise of any special dietary needs 

 

 

PUBLIC TRANSPORT 

 – TRAM 109, STOP 127 

 

mailto:yhabush@bigpond.com
http://www.yhabush.org.au/Yeti
mailto:anndonaldson@optusnet.com.au?subject=YHA%20Bushwalking%20Christmas%20party
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 Trekking in South America – Clubnight Nov 12th    

 
"Just below the 6000 metre summit of Mt Huayna 

Potosi in Bolivia, a dangerous one metre wide ice crest 

above me blocked my path. I was physically exhausted 

and my brain was operating at the level of a five year 

old. I flung my ice axe wildly into the ice. It had to hold. 

If it didn't, a 1000 foot drop onto the glacier below 

awaited me. Too tired to stand, I lurched seal-like onto 

the crest with all of my weight now relying on the ice 

axe too . This was the moment of truth..." 

So what does this have to do with a pair of flamingos? Over 

three trips totalling over a year in South America, Tim Rule 

has visited most of its countries and experienced extremes 

from the snow-capped peaks of the Andes to the sweltering 

humidity of the Amazon jungle.   

As well as its natural wonders, South America is also steeped 

in history and tradition from the majesty and artistry of 

Machu Picchu to stylish tango in Buenos Aires. 

See all this and more (and find out how Tim got out of the 

predicament above), with a stunning presentation of photos 

showcasing the variety of this continent. 

  President’s Report (cont’d)   - 2012/13 Committee 

This year we have seen a number of committee members step 

down, and so we say goodbye to Hooi Soon Khoo, Tamie 

Dick and Romaine Fawcett who have all been fantastic assets 

to the club. 

Hooi Soon Khoo has been on the committee for the past 

several years; his wealth of knowledge on how the club runs 

will be missed.  He has always offered good counsel and 

been the voice of reason for YHA Bushwalking when we 

have needed to go forward in a positive direction.  Also, a 

special thank you for all the communications that he sent out 

to remind us of the activities we do on a regular basis. 

Tamie Dick as Treasurer has helped us keep our finances in 

order over the past couple of years and put us in a position 

where we have been able to accurately account for the money 

transfers for our trips.  This is not an easy task, as she has had 

to follow up on receiving all the walk forms from our leaders 

that also enable us to keep tabs on our statistics. 

Romaine Fawcett as a former Secretary and general 

committee member helped coordinate meetings, leaders’ 

lunches and was of great assistance sorting out our finances. 

In their place we get to welcome two new committee 

members, with Kris Peach taking on the role of treasurer and 

  Thredbo Accommodated w/e - Dec 26-30th   

 

Thredbo is normally associated with winter and skiing. 

However, it is also a picturesque area for walking, featuring 

numerous views, lakes, and rocky outcrops that are typical of 

alpine areas that have experienced past glacial activity. It also 

features seven of Australia's ten highest mountains, including 

the highest (Mt. Kosciuszko). Despite the distance, it is a 

locality well worth visiting. 

The accommodation is at the YHA Thredbo hostel. Five 

rooms of four beds have been booked. This includes common 

amenities and kitchen area.  Cost is $110 for four nights plus 

trip fees. Note: bookings must be finalised by 30
th

 November. 

The first walk is to the Chimneys which is a high rocky 

outcrop dominating the Chimney Ridge. The unformed path 

follows the Thredbo River through the 'Boggy Plain'. It 

involves a relatively easy rocky scramble to the peak. 

The second walk is to Mt. Twynam. This is a semi-circuit 

walk that will cross the Snowy River and travel cross-country 

to Mt. Twynam via Little Twynam, Hedley Tarn and Blue 

Lake, and return via the Main Ridge Track. 

The last full day walk is to Mt. Kosciuszko via a formed 

track. The off-track return route includes Lake 

Cootapatamba, Cootapatamba Hut, North Rams Head, Rams 

Head (optional), and then returning to Thredbo via the 

Thredbo River. 

Grading: Medium        Enquiries: David Sale 0407 667 624 

Jan Huang  being great help as part of general committee. 

Thanks also to our continuing committee - Ann Donaldson, 

Ken Sussex, Paul Gottliebsen and Sonya Radywyl. 

New Leaders 

We have been lucky enough to have some new people put 

their hand up to lead walks this year and would like to 

acknowledge and thank the following: Michael Carpinelli, 

Agatha Pawlowski, Dean Smart, Emma Williams, David De 

Bondi, Nigel Ashworth and Jan Huang. 

We also have a couple of new leaders lined up for the New 

Year as well; this all bodes well for the future of the club.     

YHA Australia 

YHA Bushwalking will soon be getting further support from 

YHA Australia by being promoted on their website.  Also 

look out for them  being a part of our Clubnights next year! 

  Regards Andrew 

mailto:qbsaldjs2000@yahoo.com.au?subject=Thredbo%20accommodated%20trip
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 Spring Sunday Walks   

  1. Kirth Kiln – Oct 28th    
Kurth Kiln Regional Park east of the city is nestled near 

Yarra State Forest and Bunyip State Park. 

Historic Kurth Kiln was built in 

1942 to make charcoal during the 

Second World War for gas 

producer units in motor cars.  

Combustible gas was used as a 

substitute for petrol which was 

heavily rationed during this time. 

The walk will leave from the 

Kurth Kiln Picnic and Camping 

Area and follow the trails 

throughout this popular regional 

park that is close to Melbourne. 

After the walk we will stop at 

one of the popular cafes in 

Gembrook for some well 

deserved coffee and cake!  

Grading: Medium        Enquiries: Ken Sussex 0422-253-996 

  2.  Reids Mill (Warburton) - November 11th   
The main attraction of this 14km walk is that it is almost 

entirely on old tramway alignments through beautiful 

mountain ash forest. 

 
Reids Mill tramway was horse operated on wooden rails 

taking timber downhill to Powelltown Mill, thence by steam 

railway to Yarra Junction. We will walk up to Reids Mill site,  

return to Powelltown and then head along the main road for a 

short way to join the Powelltown - Noojee tramway (steam 

operated on steel rails ). 

The tramway climbs to The Bump, which was a tunnel under 

the present day road and descends the other side to cross and 

follow the Latrobe River. The massive earth works are still 

visible today, but unfortunately little remains of the very high 

and long trestle bridge that carried the line across the river.   

We cross the river at one spot using the remains of an old 

trestle bridge to keep our feet dry. Most tramways were not 

used after the early 1940s as roads and bulldozers made 

timber harvesting much easier. 

This walk may be a bit overgrown in some places, but is 

easy, with the climb to The Bump being gradual because of 

the railway gradient. 

Grading: Easy-med   Enquiries: David De Bondi 9435 7981 

   3.  Acheron Lookout – Nov 18th    
This semi-circuit walk follows forestry tracks partly through 

catchment areas and mountain ash. The first half is a 

moderate ascent to the intended lunch spot at Acheron 

Lookout area (a partial view over a cleared forest area).    The 

return trip follows a different 

route to the Dom Dom Saddle 

car park. 

Grading: Easy-med     

Enquiries: David Sale  

                   0407 667 624 

 4.  Steiglitz – Nov 25th    

In the Brisbane Ranges National 

Park the old township of Steiglitz 

is at the beginning of the walk. 

There are three connecting 

walking tracks through open 

forest and following creek 

crossings to complete this 8.5 km 

circuit. 

Walking on gravel surface, the path is easy to follow and has 

a very gentle climb except  for a rocky scramble about 200 

metres up to a spur where we then descend down 600 metres 

to the Crossing picnic area for lunch. From here we continue 

through the open forest, gully  and passing mullock heaps 

from the extensively mined sites before walking out beside 

farmland  to end this enjoyable walk back at the car park. 

Grading: Easy-med   Enquiries: Robert Potocnik 9459-4624 

 

  5.  Bushrangers Bay – Cape Schanck Dec 16th    

 

The final Sunday walk for 2012 is a very scenic walk that 

includes grasslands, open forest, coastal scrub, and valley and 

bay views, not to mention the intriguing rocky point known 

as Cape Schanck.  The walk begins with a half-loop through 

the southern section of Greens Bush (kangaroos, grasslands 

and open dry Eucalyptus forest). The next section follows the 

main creek walking track to lunch spot at Bushrangers Bay 

(valley and bay views). The track continues along the 

coastline to Cape Schanck through coastal scrub, with the 

occasional bay view.   Depending upon time, there will be an 

optional side trip to the point, with a last short section to the 

Pines car park.  

Grading: Medium        Enquiries: David Sale 0407 667 624 

 

mailto:ddebondi@yahoo.com.au?subject=Reids%20Mill%20walk
mailto:qbsaldjs2000@yahoo.com.au?subject=Acheron%20Lookout%20walk
mailto:potomeister@hotmail.com?subject=Steiglitz%20Nov%2025th
mailto:qbsaldjs2000@yahoo.com.au?subject=Bushranger%20Bay%20walk%20Dec%2016th
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  Extended Pack-Carries     

  Macalister Springs – Nov 3-6th   

This tramp will cover some of the finest country in Victoria, 

and some places with interesting names (in italics).  On the 

first day (10 km) we will climb 925m from the Howqua 

River over Mt Howitt to camp for the next three nights at 

Macalister Springs.  This is one of the nicest high country 

huts and has great views over the Terrible Hollow. 

 

The second day will be a side trip along the Crosscut Saw to 

Mt Buggery (9 km return).  From here we will be able to look 

across the Horrible Gap to Mt Speculation.  The third day 

will be a side trip to Mt Magdala via Hell's Window (12 km 

return). 

On the final day (12 km) we will descend Stanley Name spur 

back to the start.  As well as the significant climb on the first 

day, the trip will involve some easy rock scrambling at the 

top of Howitt and Stanley Name spurs. 

Grading: Medium-hard 

Enquiries: Marina Carpinelli 0428 818 089 

  Budawang Wilderness – Dec 1-9th    

 

A rugged seven-day walk through magnificent wild terrain. 

The Budawang Wilderness area of Morton National Park 

(east of Canberra) is one of the most spectacular national 

parks of New South Wales.  “Every day of this walk is 

packed with features that will delight even the most blasé 

bushwalker”.  There are deep valleys and gorges, high 

sandstone escarpments, and magnificent views from rugged 

peaks.  Prominent features to be visited on this walk include 

The Castle, Monolith, Mt Owen and Crooked Falls. 

To participate, you 

will need a good level 

of fitness and recent 

pack carry experience 

as parts of the walk 

are strenuous with 

steep and rough 

country as well as 

some off track 

walking. Some rock 

scrambling will be 

necessary but no rock 

climbing skills are needed. It is 1½ days walk into the most 

spectacular central area and we will then set up a base and do 

a number of day walks. 

The walk is a long drive from Melbourne but it is definitely 

well worth the extra time and effort.   

Grading: Medium-plus  

Enquiries: Paul Dorrington 0419 335 545 

 AAWT Kiandra - Thredbo – Dec 26th -Jan 1st  

 
Campsite on the Main Range below Mt Twynam 

The 108km section of the Australian Alpine Walking Track 

(AAWT) between the ghost town of  Kiandra on the Snowy 

Mountains Highway and Dead Horse Gap near Thredbo is 

the scenic highlight of this epic walk.   Other sections have 

their attractions, but none offer the rustic charms of several 

historic grazier huts and the imposing wilderness peak of Mt 

Jagungal and the magnificent views from the 2000m+ Main 

Range peaks which culminate in the continent’s high point of 

Mt Kosciuszko.  Anyone who’s witnessed the colourful 

display of summer wildflowers amidst lakes, waterfalls and 

enduring remnants of winter snow won’t argue that this is an 

absolutely essential section of the AAWT.    It is also one of 

the easiest, lacking the steep climbs and descents that 

characterise the Victorian part of the track.    

Commencing Boxing Day, the group will meet at Corryong 

for minibus transfer to Kiandra.   The first few days traverse 

open undulating plains, with Mt Tabletop providing the first 

glimpse of what lies ahead.   Happy’s Hut, Mackays Hut and 

the rebuilt O’Keefe’s Hut provide relaxing rest stops or 

overnight campsites before arriving at Jagungal, the only 

major climb of the trip.  A day later it’s the start of the Main 

Range, with some unforgettable campsites amongst the high 

peaks to celebrate New Year. 

Grading: Medium     Enquiries: David De Bondi 9435 7981 

 

 

mailto:marinacarpinelli@yahoo.com?subject=Melb%20Cup%20w/e%20pack%20carry
mailto:pauld@yhabush.org.au
mailto:ddebondi@yahoo.com.au?subject=Kiandra%20-%20Thredbo%20AAWT%20walk
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Queens Birthday weekend – the revitalisation of 
Hattah Lakes.  This year’s visit was a major contrast to the 

last trip four years ago, as  previously barren lakes were now 

brimming with water and new life.    

The highlight for many in the group of six led once again by 

Ken Sussex was firstly the chance discovery of an emu nest 

and then a close encounter with some adult birds.   The eggs 

weren’t visible from the track and neither was the bird 

incubating them until, just metres away from the group, it 

suddenly stood up and moved out. 

Later in the day, three emus were spotted about 100m away.   

Ken then had everyone lie down and stay quiet for several 

minutes.   The curious birds gradually wandered up close to 

the group to see what was going on.  

The famous Murray sunrises and sunsets didn’t let anyone 

down either.  With a pumping station being installed to 

guarantee a supply of water to the lakes even during 

droughts, this area should provide guaranteed attractive 

walking on all future visits.  (photos: John Belfio)   

 

Easter: Bogong High Plains.  The medium-option started 

lunch-time Friday at Rocky Valley Picnic Area. Seven 

bushwalkers headed out to Ropers Hut via Heathy Spur to 

meet up with another four who’d set off earlier.  We had a 

warm and comfortable evening in the hut thanks to an 

excellent campfire fuelled by Peter and John.  During the 

night a very strong wind started roaring above the trees but 

we were sheltered by large old snow gums. 

Next morning we visited Timms Lookout, without packs, in 

bright sunny and calm weather. A very easy and relaxing 

morning, with superb views  of Mt. Bogong, the Fainters, Mt. 

Feathertop and the surrounding Bogong High Plains. This is 

what pack carrying at Easter is all about!   After a leisurely 

lunch on top of Mt Nelse North, we headed down to Johnston 

Hut and then across country to camp at Fitzgerald Hut.  

Next morning, frost had descended on some tents, in 

particular a cold white crust on Tom’s. We left Fitzgerald 

Hut at about 9.00 am and headed to Cope Hut for lunch via 

the Langford Aqueduct and the partly dismantled Wallace 

Hut. After lunch we headed out on a newly formed track to 

Ryders Yards via Cope Saddle Hut (pictured).   On the final 

day the weather changed; the temperature dropped but it 

didn’t snow as we headed back to the cars via Pretty Valley 

Hut and Sun Valley. A relaxing Easter walk ended at noon, 

as we departed Falls Creek to join the heavy traffic heading 

home on the Hume Highway – Bruce Meincke 

 

  Recent Walk Snapshots     
 

 
Warby Ranges – Glenrowan weekend.  The view from Mt 

Glenrowan was one of the highlights of the Warby Ranges 

walks.  Mt Buffalo and other alpine peaks were visible in the 

distance, but their cloud cover didn’t clear as readily as on the 

lower ranges, so only fleeting glimpses were seen of the snow.  

While not tempted by Ned Kelly bum-bags and other souvenirs, 

this gang of bushwalkers executed daring raids on the 

Glenrowan Hotel, devouring its stock of chocolate puddings, and 

Baileys winery a short distance from the finish of the walk.   

Other highlights were the wildflowers and Salisbury Falls – 

overall, an area definitely worth revisiting regularly. 
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If gastro strikes, electrolyte 

replacement sachets or 

tablets (eg Gastrolyte) will 

counter any dehydration 

and loss of salts.  As there is 

often no option but to keep 

walking, Imodium will  

relieve the symptoms and 

prevent inconvenient toilet 

stops. 

Tips for Better Bushwalking   – #4 A Personal Medical Kit 
A quick test.  When bushwalking, a first-aid kit: 

a) Only needs to be carried by the leader. 

b) Should only be carried by qualified first-aiders. 

c) Also has painkillers, ointments for blisters, stings etc. 
If you answered “none of the above”, then congratulations.  

While a leader and/or first-aider should have a reasonably 

comprehensive first-aid kit, everyone on the walk should be 

responsible for having the items needed to treat any ailment 

they are prone to or is likely to occur.  Even those who 

venture out without so much as a band-aid for a blister 

probably realised deep-down that (a) and (b) were incorrect 

choices, but what’s wrong with (c)?  The last answer is half-

right – it is suggested you do carry these sorts of items, but 

they don’t come under the strict definition of “first-aid”.   

First-aid is about managing a condition, usually through 

immobilisation or bandaging, until medical assistance can be 

obtained.  It does not involve administering any form of 

medication, and First-Aid certificates don’t provide any 

qualification to perform this.   When bushwalking, there are 

many situations that aren’t serious enough to warrant 

evacuation or dropping out to visit a doctor, where non-

prescription medications will make the walk more 

comfortable.   Adding these to the standard “first-aid”  items 

results in a medical  kit.  Because only you can take 

responsibility for deciding what tablets, lozenges, salves etc 

you may apply to yourself, it becomes a Personal Medical 

Kit.  This is a recommended list of contents depending on 

the length of your walk. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Soothes bites and stings from 

both insects and plants such as 

nettles. 

Note that it is the responsibility 

of anyone who is aware they are 

prone to a severe anaphylactic 

reaction to carry an Epi-pen and 

inform the leader about it before 

the walk. 

 
Basic Contents 

Tweezers 

Band-aids, cotton buds 

Eye-pad & eye-wash 

Crepe & triangular bandages 

Sterile dressing (gauze) 

Dressing pads (Opsite Flexigrid)  

Elastoplast light adhesive tape 

Latex gloves 

 

Some form of blister treatment is essential. This 

combination of paw-paw ointment (apply to the 

damaged skin to prevent the plaster from sticking) 

and Leukoplast (3.8cm width) is recommended.  

Whatever plaster is used should be large enough 

to cover at least 1cm 

surrounding the 

blister and not come 

unstuck through 

moisture or rubbing. 

 

 

 
The drop in  fitness and energy 

brought on by a cold will be 

worsened if it causes lack of sleep on 

a walk, so decongestant tablets and 

throat lozenges to counteract possible 

symptoms are advisable. 

 
Multi-purpose tea tree oil 

uses include disinfectant, 

decongestant and 

deodoriser.  

 

To save weight, it isn’t necessary to 

include  full packets of capsules or 

tablets, but make sure the directions 

for use are always carried. 
 

Sprains and bruises from  tripping or falling are another 

major bushwalking, hazard, with heavy packs increasing 

the risk of injury. Hence strapping tape is essential and 

 an instant cold-

pack recommended 

if the walk won’t 

have ready access 

to cold water (or 

snow).   

 

 
Treat your feet nicely on 

extended walks; if they are 

likely to endure long periods 

encased in wet boots, consider 

carrying some foot-powder.  

Lanacane also soothes chafing 

in other areas of the body.  
  

 

E
x

t
e

n
d

e
d

 
w

a
l
k

s
 
(
3

+
 
d

a
y
s
)
 

(
1

-
2

 
d

a
y
s
)
 



 YETI The Newsletter of YHA Bushwalking                    SPRING   2012                   Page 8 

YHA Bushwalking     since 1939 

  Mt Langi Ghiran/Ben Nevis Day Walks – 19th-20th May 2012   

After rain overnight and intermittent drizzle on the Saturday 

morning, we all geared up for battle in overpants and an 

interesting range of rain jackets from tent-like emergency 

ponchos to an eye-catching yellow Columbia Sportswear 

number with ‘Titanium’ emblazoned proudly on the front. 

(N/B:- this was later confirmed by its owner as a $29 

knockoff from Hong Kong but when hiking the look is 

everything!). Perhaps a belated coffee improved their mood 

as the weather Gods saw fit to halt the precipitation moments 

before we set out. Leaving the campsite candlebark gums 

behind, the hike started with a gradual gradient through 

pleasant woodlands and followed alongside an aqueduct 

which gave it a slightly Roman empire-esque feel. We passed 

a small waterhole that looked like an ideal summer cool-

down option and continued up to the somewhat larger Langi 

Ghiran reservoir.  

The first views came shortly after, at the morning tea stop, 

and as the ascent continued, sightings of large granite 

boulders become more common. The lunch stop provided 

impressive vistas out to a wind-farm in the distance 

containing no less than 34 turbines and various peaks in the 

surrounding area. But it was the wedge-tailed eagles that 

caught everyone’s attention as they soared effortlessly on 

thermals high above. Many cameras clicked in the hope of 

catching one of these graceful raptors although greater 

success was enjoyed snapping hungry walkers as an array of 

culinary delights emerged from day packs. 

 
Scrambling up Langi Ghiran summit 

After lunch the final ascent to the summit was a scramble up 

a sort of path for part of the way and then often moss-covered 

boulders which added a touch of precarious adventure. Soon 

we huddled together on the small rocky summit and the 

obligatory summit photos were taken as the wind dropped the 

temperature to what must have been a chilly eight or so 

degrees. The views however made the scramble and cold 

worthwhile as 358 degree views (one poorly placed tree 

robbed us of the last two!) were enjoyed by all. After the 

initial scrambling descent from the summit, the final part of 

the walk was an easy stroll via a dirt road. 

Soon we were all back in camp enjoying a roaring camp fire 

which was easily kept satisfied with the abundance of fallen 

boughs and branches lying around the camping area. Hike 

leader Andrew then prepared authentic bush burritos which 

filled the bellies of many hungry hikers, so much so that the 

three packets of Tim-Tams took four times round the camp  

fire circle before their richly chocolate lives were finally 

extinguished. A variety of eclectic topics percolated 

throughout the evening from the effects of garlic on the libido 

to the authenticity of commercial radio announcers’ gay-dars!  

 
Mt Langi Ghiran from Ben Nevis 

The following day’s walk up nearby Ben Nevis started with a 

Himalayan style gradient which certainly blew out any 

remaining cobwebs from our muscles and lungs. It was only 

short-lived though, as the gradient eased and after an hour 

and a half we abruptly reached the summit which revealed 

similar panoramic views to the day before. Taking a short cut 

down made the descent disappear into what seemed like only 

minutes and soon we were back in the car park at Chinaman’s 

Creek where two horses and their riders were enjoying the 

serenity of the small creek and adjoining billabong. 

I had to head back to Melbourne at this point, but I’m reliably 

informed that before following in my tracks, the rest of the 

group celebrated a very enjoyable weekend with some shiraz-

tasting at Mt Langi Ghiran winery, scenically located on the 

plain between the two peaks we’d just climbed. 

Much thanks to Andrew Stevenson who lead the walks (and 

more importantly cooked the burritos!) and Stephen Smith 

who navigated Langi Ghiran, which all contributed to an 

enjoyable weekend’s walks.      

Tim Rule 

 

Photo Competition Closes Soon 
Entries for the current club photo competition must be 

received by Sunday 11
th

 November.   Now is the time to sort 

through photos taken on YHA Bushwalking trips on or after 

1
st
 April 2011, choose the best ones and decide which 

category to enter them under – Landscape, People, Wildlife 

or Campsite.  Winners will be announced Clubnight Dec 3
rd

. 

There is also a “creative” category being trialled that allows 

free rein to manipulate photos, the only rule is that all photos 

used to create an image must have been taken on YHA 

Bushwalks. 

Send your entries (limit three per category) to  

yhabushphotocomp@yahoo.com.au  

Full  entry terms and conditions are available at 

www.yhabush.org.au/photocomp12.pdf  

mailto:yhabushphotocomp@yahoo.com.au
http://www.yhabush.org.au/photocomp12.pdf
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  A Windy Night on Mt Bogong   
I joined YHA's trip to Mt Bogong on 11-12 August 2012. There were 10 of us and this shortened trip report begins at the point 

our group split into two. I was part of the mini group of three who decided to set up tents just below the summit at Castor and 

Pollux, while the others preferred to stay at a more sheltered spot next to Michell Hut. 

 

The three of us – Bernie, Simon and I, watched the 

rest of the party disappearing slowly up the summit 

away from view. We jointly decided to set up our tents 

in case the wind strengthened any further. We all had 

pretty sturdy 4 season tents, capable of withstanding 

strong winds once set up. 

Trouble is, how do you set it up when it's already 

windy enough to blow anything not pegged down to 

Mt Beauty? 

After taking a lot of time and effort, we got the tents 

up and pegged down as securely as possible. We then 

began our walk up the summit along the snow pole 

line. Wind progressively got stronger the higher we 

ascended. We were constantly looking back down the 

ridge to see whether our tents were still attached to the 

snow... 

 

 

These thoughts were temporarily set aside as we arrived on the 

summit and were treated to spectacular Victorian Alps. There were 

snow capped mountains all around us with blue skies in the 

background.  

We couldn't stay for too long as the wind chill was bringing 

temperatures down to -10°C. The relatively clear skies were also 

being threatened by an ominous band of black clouds heading our 

way fast. We turned around and commenced the descent back to the 

tents.  

On the way up the ground surface consisted predominantly of soft 

snow. On the way back half an hour later, the lowered temperature 

and strong winds almost magically turned it to mostly slippery hard 

snow. We didn't have crampons so it was prudent to slow down and 

carefully walk down with snowshoes. The reassuring view of the 

tents finally reappeared in the distance as we gathered pace to get 

back to cook dinner before sunset.  

 

Once I got back to my tent, I realised a potentially catastrophic error 

with how I’d pitched the tent. I’d mistakenly set up the vestibule 

directly against the wind, where I was hoping to cook. I already had 

a pit dug out so I could sit inside the tent with the stove running in 

the pit in front of me.  It would be impossible now to switch the 

vestibule around in the dimming light and high winds. 

How do you start a highly flammable shellite stove in strong wind? I 

had visions of a fireball going up and burning down my only shelter 

at just about the highest campsite in Victoria in vicious conditions.  

 It took several attempts to get it started and I spent roughly 3 hours 

making dinner and melting enough snow for all of tomorrow's 

needs. Afterwards,  I crawled into the tent and zipped up the doors.  

It was a rough night as the angry winds battered our tents all night 

long. Normally camping in the Victorian Alps would be a serenely 

quiet experience. Not tonight! The howling wind and the sound of 

the tent's outer fly flapping ferociously were initially making it 

difficult to sleep. 

Perhaps I was tired after a full day of walking uphill – I fell asleep 

reasonably quickly but got woken up after just an hour. I suddenly 

felt somebody pushed me off the sleeping mat during the night. 

Took me a while to realise it was caused by a sudden strong gust of 

wind pushing the tent inwards. Wind had picked up yet again  
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during the night and now the tent was shaking.  Having 

perfect phone reception, I received the latest weather report 

with my phone. “Windy -5°C”  - well... that helps!  I was 

starting to rue leaving six long snow pegs in the car because 

initially the plan was to camp lower down at a much more 

sheltered spot at Bivouac Hut, 500m lower down vertically.  

I reassured myself of the fact that these tents of ours are 

designed for the Himalayas – surely they will survive on 

Bogong? The pessimistic thought annoyingly interjected - 

“but the climbers use every single hold down point instead of 

half of them like you do! Why did you leave those pegs in the 

car ?”  

Better prepare for the worst and hope for the best.  I 

rearranged everything inside the tent so that my head torch, 

glasses were within reach. I mentally prepared for the sudden 

ripping of the tent and what I needed to do. Quite simply, put 

on my glasses and torch, get boots on and RUN!  Plan A was 

to run to one of the other tents and seek shelter. Plan B, if all 

tents were destroyed (somehow I came up with a scientific 

figure of 0.1% chance), go down immediately to below the 

treeline. 

I kept mentally practising the evacuation drill again and again 

until I fell asleep. 

The warm morning sun finally reached the tent around 7am. 

It was extremely welcoming to have survived a rough night. 

There wasn't any point in making hot water. The priority was 

to pack up and get out of there as quickly as possible. The 

intensity of the wind was unabated, if not strengthened 

overnight.  I unzipped the tent door and had a quick look at 

my companions' tents. Phew! They are all still there!  

The last challenge of the trip was to pack up under the most 

difficult conditions I had experienced. Basically I had to 

ensure every piece of gear capable of taking off was pegged 

or weighed down. By far the trickiest was to get the tent 

stripped down. It took a bit of planning (and occasionally 

luck) to systematically deconstruct it piece by piece, peg by 

peg, pole by pole without getting any part airborne. 

 

We eventually got out of the wind once we descended back 

beneath the treeline. It was then a comparatively uneventful 

walk back to the car at Mountain Creek where I met up with 

the rest of the group.  

Have to say it was a great trip nonetheless! But perhaps we 

should camp at a less windy spot next time....  

Tom Lun 

  Other Snow Walk Snapshots   

 

The was a total absence of both snow and other people at Mt 

St Gwinear car park when the group arrived for the first snow 

walk of the year.  Everyone carried their snow-shoes 

nonetheless, and once a few hundred extra metres of altitude 

had been gained, snow-shoes became easier than sinking into 

soft snow that was almost half a metre deep in places. 

The route was simply following the Alpine Walking Track 

until lunch time, then returning the same way.  The 

turnaround point was about half way between Mt St Phillack 

and Mt Whitelaw.   To ensure everyone had sufficient energy 

to get back, leader Andrew passed around a packet of Tim 

Tams back on Mt St Phillack.  At the same time, the first 

snow shower in days swept across, depositing enough fresh 

cover to allow snow shoes to be kept on until the last few 

hundred metres before the car park. 

The AAWT’s narrow, forested path across the Baw Baw 

plateaus is better suited to snow-shoeing than X-C skis.   Mt 

Whitelaw is beyond the range of day trip, but would make a 

good snow-camp destination, so watch out for this on future 

winter programs.   

 
Surprisingly this year was the first time the club has had a 

snow-shoe walk to any incarnation of Craig’s Hut.  It was 

therefore pleasing to have excellent snow cover for the 

occasion that would showcase its winter scenery and 

encourage featuring it more regularly in future programs. 

The vicinity of the hut doesn’t offer very many good tent sites 

so while some camped outside, the majority slept in the hut.   

The interior of the hut is large, draughty and very cold 

overnight – the tip from this experience is to pitch a tent 

within the hut and sleep inside it.    
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Outdoor accessories for the discerning walker, compiled by Andrew Stevenson 

 
If your pack is just not big enough or you need 

to strap on snow shoes, then these handy 
 little accessory straps with hook release could 

be the answer to your dreams. 

Seatosummit.com.au 

 
The Sumo companion cup for Jetboil with a 1.8 litre 

capacity is just perfect for melting snow and big 
enough for those who use cook-in-the-pouch meals 

  Seatosummit.com.au  

 
The Deuter speedlite 20 at 530g is a great 

lightweight daypack that will pack flat in your 
suitcase or hiking pack when you need to 

 hit the trail with a light load. 

Velovita.net.au 

 
Need to get your latest travel adventure in 1080 

HDMI Hi Definition on You Tube? 

The Contour Roam can be strapped to your pack, 
and with Bluetooth you can use your smartphone 

as a viewfinder so you can see what you are filming. 

Contour.com 

 
The Zamberlan Vios GTX are a lightweight full 

 grain leather hiking boot with a Vibram sole that 
has a positive roll that will give you the comfort 

 to walk all day long! 

Mountaindesigns.com.au  

 

The Black Diamond Z Light trekking poles 
 are one of the lightest around. 

These carbon fibre poles will pack down to 39cm 
and weight just only 270g for the 120cm size. 

Seatosummit.com.au 

http://www.seatosummit.com.au/showdetail.php?Code=ATDASH
http://www.seatosummit.com.au/cat_jump.php?cat=29
http://www.velovita.net.au/
http://contour.com/products/contour-roam
http://www.mountaindesigns.com/online-store/browse-products.aspx?id=272
http://www.seatosummit.com.au/cat_jump.php?cat=23
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     Crossing the Never Never - Lakes, Leeches & a Large Bull     

I love the Walls of Jerusalem so I decided to organise a walk 

there, choosing an eight day circuit around the Mersey river 

valley.  A few months before the walk I called the ranger at 

Mole Creek, and asked him how deep the Mersey river was in 

the Never Never.  He said “It could be up to your neck.”  I 

asked him about camping at Lees Hut and he told me to look 

up E. Lyons, the plumber in Deloraine (name and occupation 

changed), in the phone book and ask his permission to stay 

there as the hut was his family's.  Seven people signed up and 

booked flights.  I sent an email to the group saying the 

Mersey river crossing could be up to our neck and we may 

need to swim.  Two days before leaving I called E. Lyons and 

left a message asking if it was okay with him if I camped at 

Lees Hut.  He didn't call back. 

Spike 
Our charter bus driver, Spike, after picking us up at 

Launceston airport, proved to be a talkative character, 

informing us of the colour of opium poppies, the rainfall in 

Devonport the previous night and the tonnage of local onions 

harvested.  Spike also suggested many places that he might 

pick us up from, including Lake St Clair and the Lake Ayr 

track, but didn't know where our designated pick-up site of 

Lees Paddocks Track was.  We showed him this on the map 

before he drove away, leaving us at the Walls of Jerusalem 

car park, two hours drive from Launceston. 

Luckily our first day's walk was short (6 km, 600 m climb), 

as Pip had taken the red-eye flight from Perth and Michelle 

had spent the night in Launceston airport.  After lunch at the 

sign-in shelter we climbed 450 m to Trappers Hut.  This 

small, rough, shingled hut stands near the end of the tree line 

and once provided shelter for trappers collecting wallaby 

skins.  After this the track flattened out and we passed 

through a plateau containing a mixture of tarns and bush.  

Soon we reached the Wild Dog Creek campsite, which had 

two tiers of platforms, a toilet and taps.  We sat on the highest 

platform to cook dinner and periodically had to scare away a 

currawong intent on stealing unsecured food, even from 

inside closed tent vestibules.  We had our first quiz, a series 

of 10 questions based on the events of the day.  This worked 

and we continued it every night, with a final 20 question 

mega-quiz at the pub. 

The Magical Tarn 

On day two we were happy to leave our wet tents up and go 

on a daywalk.  We climbed the short distance through 

Herod's gate into the Walls, an alpine plateau surrounded by 

rocky peaks.  Everything was shrouded in mist.  We knew the 

large Lake Salome was on our left but it was invisible until 

we walked to the shore.  There was much discussion about 

the correct way to pronounce Salome, with 'salami' being the 

favoured option by some.  We followed the boardwalk over 

streams and swamp to the Pool of Bethesda.  Here we looked 

down on a small, misty tarn encircling by pencil pines.  

Everything was still and magical.  

With reassurance from my deputy, Paul, that the GPS would 

find us if we lost out way, we walked on a bearing for 1 km 

through swampy ground and scrub to the Pool of Siloam.  

This is slightly larger than the pool of Bethesda and can only 

be reached off-track.  Journeying here involves some last 

minute anxiety that you have missed it as you don't see it 

until you until you are at the shore.   Growing in confidence,  

 

we commenced a 5 km off track walk, in which we climbed 

north-east to Ephraim's gate and down the other side to a 

grassy creek valley called Zion Vale.  We walked 250 m 

north-east to Lake Sidon, which was not visible from the 

river as it was over a small rise.  Despite the misty weather, 

Paul, Pip, Rachel and myself swam here.  We continued with 

easy walking along the creek valley to rejoin the boardwalk 

at Jaffa Gate. 

The weather improved and we could see the rocky buttresses 

of Mt Jerusalem on our left.  We reached Dixon's Kingdom 

hut, a squat, basic hut surrounded by ancient pencil pines and 

grassy meadows.  Here we chatted with two blokes who had 

just climbed Mt Jerusalem.  These guys were refreshingly 

absent of any egoism about their walking, displaying 

eagerness for information about their next campsite and for 

their late lunch.  From here we walked the boardwalk 4 km 

back to our campsite, with a quick scoot up the windy, misty 

Temple en route.  At camp it started raining, so we pitched 

Paul's tent footprint, incorporating four walking poles, cords, 

tent pegs and guy ropes.  Rachel found a leech near her eye 

during dinner.  We started our tradition of evening strolls and 

while chatting on top of a large rock I had the misfortune to 

feel a leech dropping into my bra.  It had been drinking at my 

collarbone and had dropped off.  The men gentlemanly 

turned away while I removed it.    

A Rolled Ankle 

The next day, packs on again, we once again entered the 

Walls through Herod's Gate.  Reaching Dixon's Kingdom, we 

dropped packs and climbed to the summit of Mt Jerusalem, 

where we could see Cradle Mountain, Barn Bluff and Mt 

Ossa.  A 2 km gentle off-track descent took us to the shore of 

Lake Ball, where we picked up the track again and proceeded 

750 m to Lake Ball hut.  This basic hut is gloomy due to the 

surrounding beech forest.  By following a small track around 

the side of the hut onto a peninsula we could see the opposite 

shore and along the lake in both directions.  This is a nice 

campsite in good weather.  After following the track across a 

field of boulders we reached a crystal clear, deep, entry creek 

containing varied water plants.  Pip rolled her ankle and 

cooled it in this creek.  We continued through an eerie 

landscape of dead pencil pines to a steep descent to the north 

shore of Lake Adelaide where we set up camp at the end of a 

spooky pencil pine forest.   
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After dinner we took our evening stroll and quickly reached a 

spectacular campsite with a dry, flat, large area and great 

views of the lake.  I found a leech in the pocket of my coat 

and we found some fishing traps in the sand and a bone that 

no-one could identify, with guesses varying from fish, 

wombat, bird and turtle.  We almost convinced Pip that we 

were going to bleed her ankle with leeches and that I had a 

coat pocket full of them.   

 

Getting Lost 

Day four started with a 4 km walk south along the lake bank, 

stopping for a break where the track climbed over a huge 

boulder.  There was no view and a large tree leaned against 

the boulder.  Rudi immediately walked up the tree to the top 

of the boulder, about 10 m above.  It would never even occur 

to me to do this.  Even the rock-climber, Bett, decided that 

the tree was too slippery for such an adventure.  Slowly the 

thick morning mist lifted and we had a lazy break in sunshine 

at the south end of the lake.  We then followed the exit creek 

to Lake Meston where we had the best swim of the walk.  

The white sand, aqua water and blue sky looked like a 

tropical beach.  We waded through knee-deep, clear water for 

100 m before the sand dropped suddenly into darkness.  After 

lunch here we walked along the lake shore to Meston hut, 

after which the track went through mixed forest.  I was 

thinking about how happy everyone was and what a good 

walk I was running and wasn't bothering to closely follow our 

location on the map.  At one point the track crossed a small 

stream and disappeared but I found a footpad on the other 

side.  Rudi was concerned that it was going the wrong 

direction but it seemed approximately correct to me so we 

kept going.  Later, after the footpad disappeared completely, 

Paul turned on the GPS.  We were not on a track at all and 

had gone too far to the north.  We headed directly to Junction 

Lake through a valley of scaparia.  I insisted that we look for 

a flat, grassy campsite near the lake shore that I remembered 

from a previous trip.  This led to 20 minutes of scrub and 

swamp bashing with full packs during which we established 

that no such area existed and that the hut did not have a log 

book, toilet or water.  Instead we camped in a gorgeous, 

elevated forest clearing with views of the lake. 

Getting Married in the Never Never 

On day five we entered the Never Never, the valley that links 

Junction Lake to Hartnett Falls on the Overland track.  There 

are footpads but no official track for 6 km and some scrub- 

bashing is required.  We heard Clarke Falls and those willing  

 
to walk along a narrow path on the edge of the cliff reached 

the top.  We then descended steeply on a footpad, holding 

onto tree roots and rocks.  Soon we found our first and only 

arrow in the Never Never.  We found it when Paul looked 

back the way we came and saw an arrow pointing to the left 

i.e. saying not to go the way we came.  The valley then 

opened out into  plains interspersed with scrub.  There is no 

consensus place to cross the river and we crossed at a fallen 

tree near the third creek junction.  Here the group was 

divided into those that like keeping their feet dry with the 

small chance of falling off the tree (Michael, Rudi, Michelle), 

those that like walking in the river (Marina, Pip, Rachel), 

those willing to get their feet wet to help others (Paul) and 

those in the first group who unwisely listened to Marina so 

got their feet wet (Bett). 

The river was at most 10-15 cm deep where we crossed and 

Paul suggested people might ask me for their money back 

because the exciting river crossing that I had promised had 

not eventuated.  Soon after this Rachel was attacked by a 

nasty branch and required first aid to stop the bleeding.  We 

found McCoy Falls (very impressive) and another 

symmetrical, wide, water fall that was about 5 m tall.   At its 

base a round, shallow pool spread out.  I mentioned how 

much I liked this waterfall and that it would be a good place 

to get married, prompting a discussion of the practicalities of 

holding a wedding at the unnamed waterfall in the Never 

Never. 

We lunched on an open, grassy bank overlooking the river.  

The high leech density prompted a discussion of the ethical 

thing to do with leeches in your vicinity.  I, previously of the 

opinion that it is okay to kill anything that attacks you or 

could attack you, was convinced by Rachel that this was bad 

karma.  Rather than killing them, I kindly flicked the 

advancing leeches away into the bushes.....and flicked them 

away again when they came back.  However, I was not able 

to apply this kindness to the leech attached to the back of my 

leg after lunch, so gave this a meal of salt.   After another 30 

min walking we stumbled from the wilderness onto the 

boardwalks of the Hartnett Falls track.  Here I demonstrated 

my ability to cross rivers on tenuous and slippery rocks when 

it doesn't matter if you fall in.  Back at the Overland track 

proper we displayed a Never Never-acquired lack of social 

skills by over-instructing innocent Overland Trackers on 

where to go next and what to do.  We then walked north (the 

wrong way!) past Du Cane Hut and carpets of moss 

confettied with leatherwood blossom to reach Kia Ora Hut. 
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An Interpretive Leech Dance 

Day six dawned with mist, wind and light rain.  Pip 

entertained us after breakfast by doing an interpretive leech 

dance.  We climbed to Pelion Gap and separated into those 

who wanted to walk up Mt Ossa in bad weather and those 

who didn't.  The latter proceeded to Pelion hut for the 

afternoon.  The rest of us walked up Mt Doris behind a 

guided tour group.  They turned around just before the saddle 

between Mt Doris and Mt Ossa, the leader saying to us 

“Have fun!” before giving a maniacal laugh, which was 

carried away in the strong wind.   

We proceeded to meet another group who, having reached 

the saddle and turned around, warned us that we would be 

“blown off the mountain”  While chatting away I wasn't 

looking where we were going and then noticed that we were 

climbing up an exposed chute.  I didn't remember this and, as 

I had climbed Mt Ossa twice before, thought we must have 

taken a wrong turn.  Paul assured us that he remembered this 

part and it was the correct route.  I decided to proceed but 

told the others that I would be very scared of the descent.  

We met Michael just after this and found we had indeed 

taken a wrong turn and missed the path.  At the top of Mt 

Ossa there was cloud, wind and rain and another group of 

younger walkers.  I was impressed that they had almost 

nothing with them but had gone to the top.  Indeed, they 

didn't even have a knife to cut their salami and cheese for 

lunch and borrowed Paul's.  On the way down we had lunch 

in a scrub-sheltered area on Mt Doris and I removed a leech 

from Rudi's cheek.  Here I mentioned the trivia in Kia Ora 

Hut toilets which apparently no-one else had seen.  On a 

Parks Tasmania poster on the wall was written an ancient, 

Asian proverb which was translated as “Grabbing excrement 

is better than grabbing flatulence”, meaning “Anything is 

better than a promise.”  I thought this was funny but no-one 

else seemed to so I was sorry I brought it up.  Michael had 

read it as “Grabbing excitement is better than grabbing 

flatulence” so at least he was now better informed.  We then 

proceeded along the Overland track to be reunited at Pelion 

Hut.  Rachel had spent the afternoon making beautiful 

drawings of leaves and lichen and they had been shown a 

platypus in the river by the attractive ranger.  After dinner in 

the hut the ranger gave a talk in which he instructed everyone 

to avoid the route that we had taken up Mt Ossa. 

The White Bull 
On day seven we rose early to climb Mt Oakleigh.  Over 

breakfast in the hut we looked across the misty Pelion plains 

to see Cradle Mountain and Barn Bluff shining red in the  

morning light.  After setting up a drying tent city at the 

Douglas River we took the muddy path to Mt Oakleigh.  Paul  

and Bett cut sticks from fallen tree limbs using his saw, which 

proved surprisingly useful on the trip.  We climbed steeply  

through pandani to a plateau and then walked on a flattish 

path through low scrub to the crags visible from the hut.  

Returning to our tents we had lunch sorting through the 

fossils in the river bed.  We then walked to the east bank of 

Lake Ayr on boardwalk and good track.  Here we turned onto 

Lees Paddocks track and continued for a couple of hours to 

Lees Hut.  We found the hut to lie in a picturesque 

buttongrass clearing, complete with some picturesque cattle.  

Unfortunately there was no fence between the cattle and us.  

While we set up our tents next to the hut the cattle wandered 

over to investigate.  It appeared that one of the cattle was a 

white bull!  We all moved to the safety of the hut, the others 

walking, me running.  While we watched the cattle advance 

Rudi turned to me and said “It must be difficult how, when 

things like this happen, as the leader you have to go out and 

face them”.  I was relieved that the groups' response to this 

was laughter.  Paul and Rudi drove the cattle away by 

walking towards them, yelling, waving sticks and Paul took 

off his shirt and waved that.  The tap at the hut soon ran dry 

so we crossed the open plain to collect water at the creek.  

After getting water I was waiting for Paul to wash his face as 

I didn't want to walk back alone.  I then noticed the white bull 

about 20 m away from us drinking at the creek.  We walked 

quickly back to the safety of the hut where we cooked dinner 

on the veranda.  I was very stressed out by the presence of the 

bull and Michelle got so sick of waiting for me to cook dinner 

that she ate Pip's food instead.   

Bridge of Faith 

I woke early the next morning and got up while still dark to 

keep watch for marauding cattle.  The rising sun revealed a 

valley full of mist, which burned off to a blue sky.  

Mysteriously, the tap started working again overnight and 

after breakfast we crossed the valley and the creek.  There 

was an extremely dodgy bridge composed of two pieces of 

wood tied together with barbed wire and sitting on a tree 

trunk in the river bed.  It had a small river rock in the centre 

on top.  We didn't think the rock was structurally important 

but we thought it best to leave it just in case.  Rudi crossed it 

without saying anything so I crossed it too, only seeing how 

tenuous it was once I was half-way across.  When reaching a 

slip-rail gate, Paul again proved useful, as he was the only 

one who knew how to open it.  The next few hours consisted 

of pleasant, flat walking in rainforest next to the Mersey 

River.   After 7 km we reached a swing bridge over the river 

and dropped down to the shaded bank for a final swim and 

lunch.  At 1:30pm we walked the last 500 m to the road and 

Spike turned up 5 min later.  “What a sorry sight you lot are” 

he said.  Then it was to Launceston for showers and a pub 

meal.  Afterwards I told Paul, Bett and Rachel why the cattle 

had stressed me out so much.  Months earlier, while speaking 

to the ranger on the phone I had implied that I might not 

bother calling E. Lyons, the plumber in Deloraine, to ask for 

permission to stay in Lees hut.  The ranger had said “You 

better call him, he could have a bull in there.” 

Marina Carpinelli 

An alternative way to complete this walk would have been to 

continue on the Ayr River Track, camping the last night at 

Lake Price.  This would have facilitated a side trip to Mt 

Pillinger, with the track coming out at the Arm River Rd. 
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      A side-trip to Mt Giles       

In the vast open expanses of Central Australia, a walking 

track can seem superfluous.  Why walk within the confines of 

a path, when the country 10, 50, 200 metres either side is just 

as navigable, with the possibility of stumbling upon 

something hitherto unseen by human eyes?  Forging our own 

route was part of the attraction of a three-day detour from the 

Larapinta Trail to Mt Giles, the Northern Territory’s third 

highest peak.   No one in our group of nine had visited it 

before, and while there are some descriptions of it on the 

internet (and a 1 in 20 year Wild article), there was the 

excitement of not having copiously detailed track-notes or 

guidebooks to tell us exactly what to expect.   Departing from 

the Larapinta trail would mean forgoing marked trails, 

designated campsites, water tanks and instead exploring in 

the fuller sense of the word some arid but beautiful country. 

In honour of the original explorer after whom Mt Giles was 

named, we set off in Ernest from Ormiston campground.  

Everyone was fresh from their first hot shower in four days 

and well fed after restocking from a food dump.   The first 

hour followed the marked Pound trail out through some low 

hills before descending into the wide expanse of Ormiston 

Pound.  Once there it was time to strike out towards Mt Giles.   

Clearly visible across 7 km of open plain, navigation wasn’t 

difficult, it was just a matter of choosing a route that wasn’t 

too rocky or spinifexy and minimised drops in and out of 

gullies.   The group fanned out for much of this section, as 

each took what they believed was the easiest path.  The 

occasional small cairn was a reminder that we were by no 

means the first to traverse this country, and were also claimed 

by those who came across them as vindication of their route.  

Eventually we converged for a morning tea stop, thereafter 

most of us stayed together except for Robert and Rudi who 

decided to veer off to the south near the base of the 

“Elephant” (photo below).    We called it that, as it didn’t 

require much stretching of the imagination to see its likeness 

to an elephant’s head with eye and trunk.  

 

As Mt Giles loomed closer, the climb looked very daunting – 

and with reason.   The cliffs on the west face visible from our 

approach are too steep and dangerous to climb.  Spurs on the 

southern side offered a choice of routes up, but as we started 

to swing round to the south, even they looked far from easy. 

Although we’d reached the base of Mt Giles by lunch time, 

we had to attend to a couple of basic bushwalking needs first, 

so the climb wouldn’t be until next morning.  The first need 

was a  campsite.    Despite  the  large  amount of open  space, 

 

most of it was too rocky to pitch a tent on, leaving just the 

sandy areas in and around creek beds.  Paul had the grid 

reference of a campsite someone else had used – while it 

would have been OK, fortunately we decided to explore a bit 

further and found a better spot nearer to the start of the climb.   

Most of us camped in sandy sites on the bank, except for 

Robert who went for a photogenic spot beside a pool in the 

middle of the creek bed. 

The second bushwalking need to satiate was water.  Paul had 

researched the water sources, and confirmed from recent 

reports that they hadn’t dried up.   The Alice Springs region 

had received its average annual rainfall in a single downpour 

three months earlier and virtually nothing since, but there 

were still sizable pools, albeit stagnant, in the creek bed.  We 

followed the creek bed up into a gully off Mt Giles in search 

of the spring.   Soon we came upon a few pools but continued 

on, clambering around rocks and over logs in search of what 

we imagined would be a gushing spring.   Eventually any 

more progress meant serious rock-climbing, so we settled on 

a clear deep pool with a small trickle flowing into it. 

During the night, some were woken to the sound of dingoes 

partying in the creek bed. 

We divided into two groups for the climb up Mt Giles - those 

who wanted to camp overnight on top and those who didn’t 

want to lug their full packs up there with several kilos of 

water.  There wouldn’t have been enough campsites for 

everyone anyway, so  it was fortunate we split fairly evenly. 

Bruce led the day-trippers, although Paul as the trip organiser 

had researched Mt Giles and showed him which spur to head 

up.   Three quarters of an hour later, after another trip up the 

gully to collect extra water, the campers were ready to 

follow.  Paul fired up his GPS, as he’d loaded it with 

someone’s route posted on the internet and off we headed – 

to the next spur along.  There wasn’t any sign of the other 

group stuck half-way up their spur, so we carried on our 

exploration 21
st
 century style following someone else’s GPS 

footprints confident that Bruce’s old-school navigation would 

prove just as effective.  

Whichever way up looked steep –  a 450m climb in just over 

1km the explanation why.  Lessening the ardour of the climb 

was the morning coolness, the permanent shade the southern 

face of Mt Giles is in during the winter months and a view 

that got steadily more breathtaking as we got higher.   Having 

to use arms and legs made it feel less tiring than a less steep 

climb where the work is all left up to the calf muscles.    
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    A side-trip to Mt Giles  (cont’d)     
There weren’t any difficult or exposed sections, but with 

regular rest stops it took almost two hours to reach a minor 

1280m peak.   From the minor peak we could see the others 

having lunch on the summit, but it was still a kilometre away.   

The final section to the summit seemed harder than the rest of 

the climb, as by now we were in the full midday sun and 

getting hungry.  Scattered along the route were a few tent 

sites, which were progressively claimed in order not to have 

to carry packs any further.   Only Rudi, having heard there 

was a single site at the summit, carried his full load all the 

way.   Once they’d had their lunch, the other group couldn’t 

wait any longer for us and started heading back down.   They 

descended via a steep but direct spur straight from the 

summit, so we didn’t see them again for the rest of the walk. 

 

As the others vanished from sight towards the base, the 

overnighters finally reached the summit.  At 1389m, Mt Giles 

isn’t high in comparison with the peaks of the Great Dividing 

Range, but it stands tall amidst the less mountainous western 

half of the continent  and provides commanding views in all 

directions.  To the east, extending until it disappeared into the 

horizon, was the Chewings Range, west was a birds-eye view 

of Ormiston Pound, whilst behind it was Mt Sonder which 

we’d walk to over the next four days.  South of us were the 

ridges of the Heavitree Range, where we’d earlier walked 

along the Larapinta Trail and first sighted Mt Giles.   The 

summit logbook was started five years ago and still had 

plenty of empty pages. Containing entries from some well-

known names in bushwalking circles, it looked like about 2-3 

dozen visited this peak each year.   We weren’t the largest 

group to climb it (that honour belonged to the Alice Springs 

walking club), or the first Victorian club to reach it, but we 

think we set the record for the most Victorian bushwalkers to 

summit it in a day.   The groomed tent-site just below the 

summit (photo above) seemed a lot more luxurious than the 

others, as someone had covered the rock-hard ground with a 

bed of dried leaves.   Unfortunately a few hundred ants had 

taken up residence in the leaves, so any tent needed to be kept 

well zipped up. 

After lunch Rudi was left on the summit while the rest 

dispersed to the lower peak and set up their tents.   There 

were five tent sites scattered over Mt Giles, where stones had 

been cleared aside from the flat but hard ground, and few 

obvious opportunities for any more.  The sites were all a few 

hundred metres apart, so Mt Giles isn’t a particularly sociable 

peak.   As the halfway point of 11 days total walking, it was 

perfect relaxation to sit in the sun for the rest of the afternoon  

 

admiring the views.   We didn’t encounter anyone else on our 

Mt Giles walk.  From the summit there were no signs of 

human activity amidst the Central Australian landscape, but 

as night fell, lights from distant settlements became visible. 

During the night the wind strengthened  – not gale force by 

any means, but the constant flapping of tents whose guy 

ropes could only be weighted down instead of tightly pegged 

made it difficult to sleep.  Hence most of us were a bit bleary-

eyed by the time we regrouped the following morning.    

 

Although steep, getting down wasn’t as difficult as we’d 

thought it would be the day before.   Taking it slowly and 

steadily, we reached the base in about half the time it had 

taken to get up.   From there it was another cross-country 

route back to Ormiston Gorge.   We later found out that the 

creek-dwelling group had discovered better water (a still 

flowing spring) in the gully by the summit spur they’d 

descended from.  They’d also taken a different route back, 

heading to the south of the “Elephant” and found that to be 

easier terrain than the way we’d come in across the Pound.     

Had carrying up the extra weight and enduring a noisy night 

been worthwhile?  Unquestionably yes.  All of the campsites 

had superb views.  Perched above it all watching the late 

afternoon sun cast its rays over the sandstone ridges and dry 

valleys and then having the new day heralded with blazing 

sky over Mt Giles was an unforgettable experience.   Despite 

the steep climb it isn’t a “difficult” walk (difficult walks 

leave you one or more out of cold, wet, scratched or thirsty). 

The advice that it is for “experienced” bushwalkers is spot-

on.  Off-track route-finding skills and knowledge of water 

availability are essential, but for anyone who’s done plenty of 

overnight walks already, this trip is highly recommended. 

Stephen Smith 

An extensive photo-diary of this trip is on the Yeti website  . 

http://www.yhabush.org.au/Yeti/Spring12/spr12-Giles.htm
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  The Day I became a heroine of China    
Vanna Walsh applies her bushwalking technique to conquer an ancient dragon. 

We were not prepared for the Great Wall.  

From Beijing we had been on the coach for an hour and half, 

traveling in a bubble of smog. It is – unfortunately – a sad 

reality that almost all of China – certainly the cities and big 

towns – is besieged by pollution.  

Unexpectedly we made out mountains on the horizon and, as 

we approached, the smog lifted and we glimpsed, in the 

surprise of the clear air, the grey, long, snaking Great Wall. A 

great, sinuous, ancient dragon resting fully stretched on the 

mountain.  

As the view opened up we saw the old serpent not only 

stretch at great length up the mountain in front of us but 

slithered powerfully along the ridges and crests of the nearby 

mountains until it was lost in the horizon.  

The old beast is more than 5.000 km. long: it stretches from 

the Shanhaiguan Pass, on the east coast, to the Gobi Desert in 

the west. It is estimated “to have been constructed by one 

million people many of whom lost their lives building what 

was believed to be an impenetrable line of defence.” Most 

Chinese people still have a communist set of mind and when 

our guide, the son of parents who had fought with Mao’s 

army and participated in The Long March, declaimed these 

words, we could hear the pride of the common people for a 

job well done, for suffering and dying for the cause of 

defending their own country. Our guide’s voice rings with 

satisfaction when he tells us that the Great Wall is built not 

only of mud and stones but also with the bodies of countless 

workers.  

He knows the Australian take on the Great Wall and jokes 

that great as it is, it has not kept the ‘Rabbit Mongol’ out of 

China.  

We tumble out of the coach not knowing where to focus: 

there is The Wall on two sides, on two mountains linked by 

the pass; there are temples on the JoYong Pass where we are 

parked; there are colorful banners fluctuating in the breeze; 

there are, as always, crowds of people. We are shepherded 

through the revolving gate and told we are free for four hours 

to do what we want. 

I’m standing in the middle of it all, absorbing as much as I 

can. The Wall looms in front of me, vertically gripping the 

side of the mountain, jutting boldly up to the summit and then 

continuing its grip on the other side of the crest until it 

reaches the other mountain’s top, continues again on its sides 

and then disappears in the very far distance. 

There are twelve ‘Beacons’ on this Pass: twelve forts manned 

by soldiers who, from its walls, looked out for ‘rabbits’: for 

the Mongol enemy.  

The immensity of it all is distracting me: I don’t know where 

to look. At last I begin to walk up the steps. Along the steps, 

on the wall, there is a climbing-chain to help the walkers. I 

ignore it. The first few steps are of a normal height, easily 

manageable, but suddenly they become as high or above my 

knee: the walk up the Wall becomes a climb up the Wall. 

Step by step I climb up, stretching my legs at full height and 

length. I’m surrounded by climbers who go up at different 

speeds, stop and start, wipe the sweat off their faces (it is 32 

degrees and only the beginning of spring), look around and 

take a breather. I follow the bush-walking rules and keep 

going at a steady, measured step.   

I reach first ‘Beacon’ and take 

time to look at the shops, at the 

side of the fort, selling Wall-

merchandise. It’s a miraculous 

event that the day is now clear 

and the visibility good. In the 

valley below there is a small 

village. I follow with my eyes the 

Wall on both sides of the Pass 

asking myself how did those men 

cut into the hard rock of the 

mountains, how  they climbed up 

such steep crests carrying tools, 

materials and  provisions. Many 

people are coming down: red-

faced, sweaty, breathing heavily 

but smiling and stopping 

frequently to take photos.  

The further up I go the more the steps change: the majority 

are as high as my knees, some higher, a few shorter; some are 

broken or split or uneven or consumed by time and weather. 

It is not an easy climb. 

Second ‘Beacon’ has a shop and a display of ancient weapons 

on its courtyard. A stop is required to admire them.  

At Beacon number six the shops are replaced by stalls and the 

steps are harder to negotiate.  From here I try to ease the 

climb by holding on to the chain but it is too low and instead 

of helping it makes the climbing more arduous.  I keep going 

up by fully stretching my legs and levering myself up by 

using the lower-back muscles. 

At Beacon number ten there are no stalls selling souvenirs 

and the crowd of walkers has thinned. There is nothing at 

Eleventh Beacon, only silence and a few people 

concentrating on the task of climbing. 

I’m getting tired. Slowly, methodically, I keep going.  

At last I reach Twelfth Beacon, the top of the Pass. I’m short 

of breath, very hot and sweaty. 

There are only the mountains, the Wall snaking up them and 

not many people. I go inside the fort, ascend the steps to the 

roof and look at what the ancient soldiers were looking at and 

for: the mountains, the Wall, thick vegetation, the sky rolling 

over it all and constantly changing.  It must have been a 

lonely tour of duty, very hot in summer and very cold in 

winter, and it must have required concentration and sharp 

eyesight to scan the surroundings for the enemy. 

Descending is easier than climbing up.  At Tenth Beacon I 

buy a plaque where my name with the date, month and year 

of the climb are carved.   At the car park I have barely time to 

step on the coach before it starts its way back to Beijing.  

When our guide hears of my exploit he declares me “A 

heroine of China”, and explains that, after The Great March, 

whose most difficult section was The Great Wall, Chairman 

Mao wrote “a very beautiful poem” (of course) praising the 

people who had taken part in it as “Heroes and Heroines of 

China” and proclaiming that only the people who had 

participated in it could call themselves “True Chinese”. 

So, here I am: a Heroine of China and a True Chinese. 
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Robert Hughes and I moved in 

different spheres – his was the world of 

art and culture, whereas I invested in 

Channel 10 – however I was saddened 

by his recent passing. Anyway, the loss 

of yet another of Australia’s 100 Living 

Treasures left me wondering, so I enquired of the Heritage Committee 

how far off I was from making it into the list.  “No worries Gina” they 

told me, “you’re closing in on a spot”.   “You’re a few places ahead of 

James Packer and Alan Jones, and it just needs another 22 million or so 

Aussies to cark it and you’ll be in there.”  
 

 

   Bushwalking with Gina      

One day I hope to write my own newspaper, in the meantime I’d like to thank the YHA Bushwalking club for allowing 

me the opportunity to get some practice with this column in their publication. 

With things going a little bit off the boil at many of 

my mines, there wasn’t a need for as many guest-

workers as first thought so I selected some of them to 

accompany me on a hike in the MacDonnell Ranges.   

I’ll admit that I’m not up to carrying a full overnight 

pack with tent and stuff, so I got Abu to take that for 

me, but I insisted on carrying my day pack myself. 

Some ill-informed people claim that I exploit my 

guest-workers.  For the record, I paid those who came 

on the hike with me $150/day, which is over $1000 a 

week – how can that not be a fair pay packet? Of 

course, how they divided it up amongst themselves is 

entirely their responsibility and nothing to do with me.  

 
 

 
 

 

 
The type of bushwalk I enjoy most is one where I’m able to refresh 

myself with a cooling dip at the end of the day.   By the way, that’s not 

me in the picture, that’s my stunt double mini-Gina; I send her in ahead 

to check for pond scum and sharp objects.  No way would I let the 

snaparazzi point their wide-angle lenses at my magnificent figure. 

 

I never go bushwalking without a compass.  It 

never ceases to amaze me how many people, this 

club included, go out hiking without taking a 

compass or knowing how to use one.   I find it 

absolutely essential; whenever passing a large rock, 

I point my compass at it.  If the needle shows the 

slightest hint of deviation, that rock is consigned to 

a skip that some of the crew carry along behind for 

later analysis.  

 

 
There are some things that money can’t buy – 

respect and signed Mothers Day cards for 

example – but this view ain’t one of them.   

These mountains aren’t going to last – they will 

erode down to nothing and all their precious 

minerals will be washed into the Simpson 

Desert.  It’ll cost me squillions to extract 

anything then.   Fortunately the Liberals are in 

government here now – they have a more 

realistic attitude to private development so I 

hope to come to an agreement to start some 

sensitive digging sooner rather than later. 

Bushwalking gives me time to think and the fresh air gives me 

fresh insights.  Take global warming for example – it’s obvious to 

me that mankind has nothing to do with it, it’s caused by the sun.  If 

these scientists left their laboratories and spent time outdoors like 

me, they’d also notice that cloudy days are cooler.  So if the sun is 

getting too strong, we need to look at ways of making more clouds. 

 

 

Well thanks again to the club for giving me the 

chance to express some of my thoughts on 

bushwalking, and for no fee other than donating 

some gift vouchers for their Christmas function. 

Next I’m off to “Wild” magazine to offer my 

services as guest editor.  Look forward to some 

comprehensive survey notes on the Grampians 

and other articles by my senior geologist. 

Bye for now, G   
 


