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Now that winter has finally come to the Great Soufﬁ-Land,
the Club's attention begins to turn to skiing, and the like. Due to

constraints imposed by weather, walking and canoeing tend to slow €— \n//
down in second term and the thrills and spills of skiing tend to

dominate activities.

However, there will hopefully be a few walking,
canoeing, caving and climbing trips during the term, but they are
likely to be more localised than during the summer.

Other events which you can look forward to include the
24-hours walk (29-30th June); the midnight ascent (usually the full

moon in July); the pie and slide night, and much more.

Thus, there

is plenty to get involved in, so try and find the time and join in
on activities. The club rooms remain open every lunch time so come
in and see what's going on in the near future and have a chat with

others to make plans.

See you around,
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WIY GO ON A 24 HQUR WALKY i

First of all, what is a 24 Hour Walk? It is a type of Rogaine
in which teams of 2-5 people navigate cross-country in search of
pre-set checkpoints over an area of many sguare kilomeires. The
teams have 24 hours (hence the name!) to find as many checkpoints
a8 possible, each checkpoint being worth a variable amount of points
depending on the difficulty of access and the navigational ability
required to reach it. Just like an extended version of orienteering.

Nothing in life compares with finding a checkpoint at 3AM in the
morning, in pouring rain, after a 2 hour search in which you were
totally lost several times, your torch batteries having run out two
checkpoints ago. A 24 Hour Walk not only provides you with a way of
enjoying the ‘'great outdoors'; it improves your navigational ability
(if there was any), is a great social activity in which you meet other
¢lub members and you may even spot the elusive 'greenie',

~ During the 24 hours of the walk, a central Hash House or kitchen
is operating to which team members may return to at any time to rest,
eat and be merry. The entry fee includes as much food as you can eat,
as well as the map which makes a fantastic wall hanging. So how about
entering this years event? - A large proportion of entrants each year
are from people who have never been rogaining before and I can assure
You it will be an experience you won't forget for a llng time,

: 'This year we hope to have a pre-event talk for beginners in which
@he basics of a 24 Hour Walk will be detailed and clues for finding
checkpoints given. It will probably be held on the thursday night
before the event - 27th June. Keep an eye on the trips books for more
details, So fill out the entry form in this Mountaineer or one at the
clubrooms and start training... '

ERENDAN CARMEL 5,
CO-ORGANISER 39TH AKNUAL 24 HOUR WAIK

Cartoon from "ROGAINING" by Neil and Rod Phillips




MELEOURNE UNIVERSITY MOULTAINEERING CLUB
30TH ANNUAL 24 HOUR WALK

29-.30 JUNE 1965s 1PN saturday - 1EM sunday

LOCATION Wombat State Forest approx. 100 km Nerth West of Melbourne,

MAP Colour map, Scale 1:25000, Contour interval 10 matres.

s

TEAMS Teams of 2-5 are invited in Nens, Women Or Mixed sections.
Walkers under 16 years must be accompanied by an adult,

TRANSFORT Vans will be leaving Melbonrne University at 9AM on Saturday
morning, returning Sundey afternoon. The price of return transport is
below cost so that walkers can avoid driving home when ahort of sleep.

For private transport, details will be provided in the final instructions.

ENTRY FEES

$14 per person for STUDENTS

$15 per person for ALL OTHERS

$2 LATE FEE for entries received after June 21

$6 per person for return transport.
ENQUIRIES prefersbly by mail to the address below or to Brendan Carmel
on. 5892942.

NOTE You enter the event at your own risk ‘and the organisers accept no
liability for any loss or damage that may result from the event.

FRTRY FORM wUMC 39TH ANNUAL 24 TOUR WALK 29-30 JURE 1985

TEAM MIMBERS (first named will be team contact):

1.
Ul"..ll..l!..l.'.'l'v.l.'.!O-.D!.ll-'.lk.uQllu'..-Phone.l-'.ll!..tl.-l.

2: o
. *a g9 e B ‘.l'....l....."..‘.I.'l...‘ l...'....."..-...l.'.....l.."..'..'
3.
...'.""‘..l....‘"..'.Q.. '.B.'."l‘.....ﬂ“.‘-..'.".'.'....-.'...l."
4.

.'I.....t'l...l..cl.l".OII-I!.OQ!IDOIlI‘vl.-Qll..llIl...l"..l....".'l

5-

SECTION: 1EN WOMEN NIXED (Circle one) —

motal entry Tees of «seee fOT Lhus, peTrsons.
Pransport fees of ....n fOr .sss PEYSONS.

Total amount enclosed . ....(Cheque payable to MUNC)

POST TO: The 24 Hour Walk Orgariser,
WUMC,
Sports Union,
Univeraity of Melbourne,
Parkville 3052

INCLUDE a stamped, self addressed envelope for posting of final instructions
in the week prior to the event, '
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Hot and thirsty, we finally arrive at the wi{ﬁpt—Frankland
Saddie. It has not rained for a few days so there is little
surface water and we are regretting not carrying anvy.

Access has been horrendous. Flane to Hobart, bus to Frodsham
Pass, hitch to Strathgordon, Melanie announcing that she
hasn’'t brought her japara, hitching to Se.-pentine Dam and
borrowing a goretex jacket from our l1ift, and a few days
trudging along the Wilmot Range. Somewhere along the way
Melanie found her japara in the bottom of her pack. :

5till thirsty despite draining a few tiny puddles, we set
off southward up Tribulation Ridge. The ridge is steep and
covered with scoparia and various other forms of vegetation
designed to slow the walker, so we are very glad to have a
vague pad to follow. In places the route is a lot closer to
vertical than horizontal but only in short sections. . The
exposure to the east is tremendous, as is the view aof the
Franklands. '

For a #éw hours now storm clouds have been threatening so we
‘keep an eye out to the south-west for rain. As the storm
approaches the Propsting Range virtually disappears from
sight. ‘

I see a pool of water on a rock down to the right and call
to Melanie who is some distance ahead. We eat scrogin and
completely drain the rock pool before continuing. A hundred
metres further on the ridoe flattens out. Here we get a
classic window view of Coronation Peak under an overhanging
crag which looks just like a lion's head. & photo stop is
called and we find more rock pools on top of the crag.

The walking is now much easier because the western slopes of
the ridge have become cuite gentle. Fast progress is made
until we pass the summit of Tribulation Ridge and the route
turns east. Here the view changes dramatically. Through the
clouds we can see down the Davey River valley past a small
lake to Payne Bay. Double Peak, the highest in the
Franklands and one of the most spectacular comes into view,
as does Cinder Hill, a large mountain ai the west end of the

White Monolith Range. These views don't last long as the
storm now hits us. : i

The ridge becomes narrow and rocky again providing
interesting walking in the wet. Before long we reach a small
chasm which blocks the route. In dry weather it would be no
great obstacle, but it stops us for a while. Melanie sees a
pad on the other side of the chasm low down on the south
side of the ridge, but there seems to be no way to get down




to it. Eventually we descend the north side of the ridge and
climb through the chasm. The gap is blocked by large
boulders which are very slippery and provide rather thought
provoking. The way is now easy to the end of the ridge apart
from one small vertical descent which gives me a little
trouble.

Regaining the ridge crest at its eastern end we find that we
have passed the turnoff to Coronation campsite. We aren’t
tar from the campsite, the only problem is that we are at
the top of a cliff and it is at the bottom. Oh well, that
happens in Tasmania' A detour to the west brings us down to
the campsite just as the rain stops. Most of the tent sites
are medium—horrible but its. much better than the Mt Sprent
campsite was so we can’t really complain. :

After the tent is pitched, I suggest that we climﬁ
Coronation peak in case +the weather is too bad tomorrow.
Melanie is rather tired but comes anyway. The route up this
great mountain is extremely steep but reasonably sasy and
only takes half an hour. The view is disappointing because
all the other peaks are in cloud but we cCan see a few lakes
and are glad that we decided to climb the peak. '

Returning to camp, I walk down the hill to collect some
water and we organize ourselves for the night. There is not
a breath of wind and the only sound is that of water
dripping from the trees. I don't know of a more peaceful
feeling than that one gets in the South-West after rain.

As darkness sets in, s=o does the rain. This is solid, stead?
rain which sounds as if it is here to stay and we realize
that we will still be here tomorrow night and and possibly
the night after that. We settle down for the night wondering
what the 20 km walk to Terminal Peak will be like. It 's been
a good day. v

James Mcintosh



“THE MIGHTY MITCHELL

|

If you're in a real state, you can't steer straight,

And the rapids are making you quiver,
Accept your fate! You have come on a date
To kayak the Mitchell River.

"Paddle, Paddle"! they yell from below

As a rapid looms up near,

So you paddle ~ your boat heads across the flow
And your body starts shaking with fear.

You lean upstream, not down, and over you tip,
You struggle to get to the surface

There's no way you can do an Eskimo flip -
Now you really start to get mervous.

You take a gulp and feel panic rise,

When you find that it'swater you're breathing,
And people nearby race to the capsize,

As you float in the water - freezing.

And now your nerves are completely shot,
And your bedy is all a~tremble

You're a shaking, shivering, quivering dot
You're no longer the one you resembled.

But I want to come back, and I ask myself why
I'11 put up with the fright and the fear again
It's because of the friémdship, the warm goodbyes,
And excitement — that's why I'11l be here again.

Gill Richardson
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THE _JOY OF CAVING

There I was - crouched in the 3 feet high passageway -
hot, dripping with sweat, my clothes covered with clay, tired, and
the only light source the battery-powered headset and the squashed
candle stubs in my pocket. Yes, I was enjoying myself. ‘1 ~

It was the day trip to the Parwon Cave near Bacchus Marsh
organised through the caving section of the MUMC. There were about
15 people who went on the one-hour journey on the Sunday morning,
several never having experienced caving before - like myself. The
cave was on a private property, and the farmer asked us to sign an
Indemnity form before entering the cave so that he would not be
responsible for the loss of yet another group of MUMC cavers.

As we entered the paddock where tha cave entrance was
situated, Sue White the caving convenor, asked us if we knew where
the entrance was. We were surprised that if was ot o small depression
in the paddock where there were a few locks. There was not a kiosk in
sight and no souvenir T-shirts were available. It was decided to have’
lunch before we entered the cave and much amusement was noticed as
helmets and headsets were fitted. A climb down of a few metres and
we were In the cave. What was possibly the hardest part of the cave
was then encountered - an "easy" squeeze between the clay and rock
walls of the cave for a couple of metres. Whose idea was it to go
caving!!

One of the surprises I received was that inside caves it is
HOT. I wore jeans and a shirt only, and although it was a cool day,
inside the cave I was soon perspiring heavily. The cave consisted of
several joining passageways and areas where you could easily stand
(the roof of the largest cavern was about 20 feet high). There were
places in which the cave extended several metres towards both sides
of me and alsoc many metres forward. A total of about 1.3/4 hours was
spent exploring the cave. DNistant rumbling sounds meant only one thing -
Kendall - the caver from Tassie was going through the cave somewhere up
ahead, exceeding the speed limict. ‘

As we waited and chatted inside the cave before we were to exit
through that "easy" squeeze, one "caver" was overheard saying to another -
"So what about it? Will you go caving again?" To which the second "caver"
replied "I'1l tell you when I get out!" Pity it was tco dark to determime
who these two were.

Overall it was an experience not to be missed. I certainly will
go caving again. It is possibly the cheapest activity in the club - total
petrol money was only $1 per person from Farkville. All equipment is
supplied free by MUMC (lights and helmets in this trip) and other requirements
are only old clothes, lunch, and a prayer book, plus emergency lighting.
S0 look for the next trip in the Trips bock or contact the caving convenor,
and I'1l see you there! '

Thanks to Sue White for arranging the trip.

Brenden Carmel

g



REPORT ON EASTER CAMP (Jamie's Group)
st ey T et

After an uneventful night st Sheep Yard Flat, our-
(multinationality) group of ten set off carly on Friday morning -
back-packs bulging and new boots squeaking - with the opLimistic
intention of reaching the 'notorious® Eagles Peak b7 nightfall.

The shroud-like mist held promise of & beautiful asutwm day as we
made our way (some of us furtively disguising our puffing and _
wheezing!) along the steep and shady mouatain tracks characteristic
of the Howgua-Jamieson area. Stopping oaly to share our lunch with
some quite massive and very-persistent leeches, we trekked on '
defiantly towards an ominous 1,000 (well, would you believe 500

or so) feet climb designed it secmed tc really sort out '"the men
from the boys' (alternatively, 'the men from “he women', the
'Aussies from the Kiwis', or zhe 'boozers (sor.7 Chris!) {rom

the dinki-di, true-blue tectotalling ‘gun’ mouncain climbers').
This conquered, threateninrg siics provided a convenient excuse

to set up camp somewhat prematurely before reaching our planned
destination, thus giving us time to appreciate our awesome vantage
point before dark.

Early morning witnessed an onslaught of steady drizzle -

resulting in a difficult dilemma for cur sturdy leader and President;
hould we immediately give in and change course, thus steering clear

of the Peak altogether (given that visibility would be severely limited)
or should we, on the other hand, bravely defy all odds and determine

to scale that incredible height we had so long dreamed about -~ for
our own satisfaction and as an example for all those who would perhaps
one day follow in our footsteps!!i!! ??7?7 Weedlees to say, we chose
the former alternative .... and without further ado started a premature
descent down the other side of the Mount.

Amidst much rousing encouragement such as 'Jesus mate, this
is as bad as Tassie' (thanks Chris} we reached the Lottor of the dank
and slippery cliwb before proceeding to tiptoe nprecariously across and
down~river to one ol the mountain huts for lunch. Despite the cheerfully (?)
vigorous 'bush' sounds (inclnding deafening bammering and sawing), we could
not be persuaded to linger in rcstiug our soaking feat (for longer than it
took to whip out the salami and biscuite and gulp down the inevitable "cuppa
tea') before it was T8 On the Road Again $3 - this time guite literally
as there were no 'fair-dinkum' tracks leading to the Bluff., Two bandaged
knees and countless blisters later, we evencually claimed a 'posie! at a
somewhat suspect water-hole, where we hoisted up tha tents, once again
in fairly blustery conditions.

To our great surprise and infinite pleasure, we were awoken
early the following morning by a strauge scufrling sound outside the tents,
which (after carefully investigating its ezg~shaped "droppings') we -deemed
to be none other than the Erster Bunny himsclf! Thus cheered, we made our
way to the top of the Bluff which, with its rolling mists and fabulous views,.
proved itself more than worthy of our pains. After some time expended lazily
soaking up the sun, it was time to think about catching up with the other
'weary troopers', so with this in mind we made our way down one shady spur
after another, eventually arriving at eight-wmile-gap where we were welcomed £}
by a huge bonfire and the inevitable ‘'let's get away from it all, and get back
to nature' pile of beer cans. Undeterred, we set up camp and began preparing




for the token (we're 'real'’ men) swim (or ‘swum' as the New Zealanders
insisted) in the icy rapids - guaranteed to worry. any brass monkey!
With the arrival of the other groups it was time to sit around and
enjoy the warmth of the fire, exchanging stories and comparing bruises.

The final morning saw a leisurely walk back to Sheep Yard
Flat via a multitude of busy streams, one of which Chris ‘decided’ to
take a swim in, boots, back-pack and all (much to the sadistic delight
of the rest of the group). Of course, with the dream of having a long,
hot shower and a change of clothes becoming ever clcser to reality,
even his spirite could not be dampened (in contrast to the rest of
him!) and it was with eager footsteps that we made our way back
towards the bus waiting to bring us back to the 'world' we say
we love to escape from - at least four days in 365!

 Maggie O'Shea
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Prosident’s Birthday 7?-:2

A fun time was had by all on a recent trip to the M.U.M.C.-
Hut at Mt Feathertop and environs.

After a long drive to Harrietville (including a flat tyre),
we camped at the trout farm, before heading up to Mt Hotham the
following morning. Our first day was across the Razorback which
made for pleasant walking due to high visibility, and large patches
of snow sufficient for tobogamning. Feathertop itself looked very
impressive with the top in mist and the eastern face a maze of rock
and snow. After a trip to the summit we headed off to the hut and
spent a very pleasant night in our house in the hills, with a special
meal and entertainment to celebrate my birthday.

The following morning back along the Razorback to Dimantina
Spur where we passed a pleasant morning strolling down to the Mount
Kiewa river. Although parts of the track were very steep, it was
relatively easy to follow as the track had been cleared towards the
base and new markers were placed in clear positioms every 20 or 30
metres. We had lunch by the river and then walked on to Dibbins Hut
which,although becoming run down @nd very full), afforded good camping.
Fortunately the rain cleared by about 8.00 p.m. and we enjoyed a large
fire, with all the trimmings.

The next morning we awoke to a heavy frost and a mist shrouded
valley which looked great. The walk along the Alpine track up to Mount
Lock was fairly straightforward and afforded magnificent views of the
High Plains and the whole Alps. After lunch at Mt Lock we walked back
to the car over the summit of Hotham.

The walk and surrounds were great and I can strongly recommend
a trip if you've got a few spare days (you'll probably have to wait until

summer now) .

Jamie Orr
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AL K TING L TOHN MERRILL ~ 5 WAy
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I found this book in the local library and found some
parts of it guite interesting. The author, John Merrill, is
a well known English walker who likes to do long walks ie.
thousands of kilometres on tracks, he is "the worlds leading

professional walker®. It wasn’'t the accounts of his long
walks that interested me rather his ideas and
recommendations, especially his 16 rules of walking.

FMerrill ‘s Laws are :
Always walk alone
Always wear shorts
Wear in your boots
Turn a blind eye to blisters
Carry no water
Do not drink during the day
Do not stop and rest
Limit youwr conversations with people you meet
Use yvour evenings to recover
Do not take a rest day
Stick to your schedule
Disregard bad weather
Do not stop due to illness
Do not accept lifts
Develope the three D’'s:drive, dedication, determination
Have faith

Well I must admit that I do wear in my walking boots
before 1 take them walking' Merrill warns that walking more
than about 300 km per week with a heavy (S50 1b) pack can
cause foot injuries.

To a wilderness lover like me, the idea of walking
thousands of kilometres on tracks is somewhat repugnant, and
a 300 km road bash as described in the text is just not on!

James MEIntasH
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