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Getting out a magazine is no picnic.
If we print jokes people say we are silly,
If we don't they say we're too serious.
If we clip things from other magazines,
We're too lazy to write them ourselves,
If, we don't,we are stuck on our own stuff.
I%_we don't print every werd of all contributions,
We don't appreciate genius, i 4%“#5
If we do print them,the columns are filled with junk. € u&)
If we make a change in an article, : 7
We are too critical,
If we doun't,we are blamed for poor editing.
Now, as like as not, someone will say:
We swiped this from some other source.

WEDEBLLL

Seriously though we really appreciate all the contributions
we've been given for the magazine, but they do seem to be

coming from quite a small section of the club.~\We’d love to
hear from anyone, even if it's only a sketch Qz\ii%el

Hope you enjoy the magazine. > Powe Welier.
F. and F-(Co—editoressesn

Front+ Cowver. ''t111,

E.O&'\‘Er C.aNoe, -i-r{p - Par‘w*nd o" hOPPS Peopfc_, Ce:u:qoir
Rowon ) 1A wekbsoibks .  Thanks +o Lon  (etorm sight | ) For
Wi Phd-g , EE}_ We ¢ried to ge'f* o Lty

v o Grees
cheat, LU Cleo hos St Pz, c;cpqdur-{He, .



A MESSAGE FROM YOUR PRESIDENT.

Second term is moving alond and the club's szctivities continue
to be numerous end varied. The 24hr, Wall, although small in”
numbers was well orgnnised ( thanks to Taul snd Brendan), and

had great weather. There have been beginners bushwalks, canoeing
and skiine trips. There are also severs]l caving trips planned
and orientee:ing trips. Thus there hrns been much happening if
people are vrerared to set nside the time and naybe try something
different. £ki touring has been slow due to the almost total’
lack of gnow, however when it doesg come (hopefully), there should
be trips+of all standsrds.

Other events to keer in mind are the Fie =nd wlide Night((Wed, 31st
July)(entries sre welcome), the Midnight sscent (med-hard 2-4th
July), ‘as well ss trips which are regularly place in the borks.
I.V. Canoeinp will be held during the went. Vac. =nd AN BEe |
invited (nee convenor) -nd there will hopefully be scre evtended .
trips orpgsnised =zlso. '

If you're in the clubrorms ask about a copy of "Mountaineering!
' I8P MBOL B an® AT you know anyone who wishes to buy an
"Equipment for Bushwalking and Mountaineering" Jenny b-iley would
be only too pleased to hear from you. 2

See you around!
Jamie Orr.

CAVING COMMENTS.

Greetings from the new Convenor of Caving at NUNMC, Kendal! Crocker.
I have just taken over the post from Sue White who has just decide
that it is about time a 'res1' student held the position. I hail .
from Yasmanis, but to study’ Veterinary .cience I had to 'imigrate'
to Melbourne. I suppose I shsll have to get used to the place now
I have to study here for the next five vears.

I consider crving to be my main vertical recreational sport. DMost
of my caving hss been in the lMole Oreek area near Delorsine in
Northern Tasmanisa, although 1 have ventured to Fhe Junee-Florentine
and lMount snne areas in South and South-West +asmanig, Iiam at
present s member of the Northern Cavereers (Tas.), the Tasmanisn
Caverneering Club and the Victorisn opieliological Associatioh.

My other activities include being an Army iteserve Infantry Cfficer
and singing with the Melbourne Uni. Choral Soclety. I look g
forward to caving with MUMC snd I hope to introduce many members
to the 'joy of ca:ving' - keep an eye on the trips book and the
caving notice board. :

Kendall Crocker,
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The morning was spent generalliy sussing out the Camel ‘s
Hump. Bitch and Wishfull Thinking were top-roped, and Chris
jead Hawker. #After lunch we decided to do something a littie
more serious, oo atter much indecision 1 $finally ropesd ﬁp
belaw Wee Ripper (173 which 1= between Hawker  and Black

fFirst  few moves to oa bolt were sasy, but here the
vy becams more interssting. The blanik looking wall did
provide some  good helds  but they  were rather well spaced.
With =  Ffoot on the last of these jugs I reached the second
boit, which was 1n 2 slight hollow in the rock. Because of
the hollow, my remaining bracket would not go on the bolt. I
wrestled with = for 2 while but tired guickly because of
the strenuous position I was in. !

With wealkening arms I retwned to the first bolt to
swap brackets as the Ffirst. one  was a different shape.
Fetuwrning o the second bolt, the other bracket would not
$it on sither. S0 I guickly clipped the bolt with a wire abd
promptly 211 off. Chrie lowered me to the ground for a3
short rest. i
. Soon I was back on the rock and past the second boit.
fhove here  the nature of the clif+ changed significantly.
Instead of a Few  jugs there were dozens of tiny holds,
mostly sioping and useless. This =sectien proved to be the
cruy despite locking easy from below. A few of these holds
cactually turned out to be incut and hence quite secure (as
long as  my fingers held out). This provided delightfuil fa&e
rlimbing as= I continued up the wall on my fingertips aﬁd
toes to a =mall  flake which provided a good hold for oy
right fingers. HNet being a particularly bold climber I was
starting to worry about  my ruenoat, besides, I my arms were
tiring again and 1 was exgpecting another fall. I guickly put
a 1/ Friend in a short orack ovt to the left. It was a
terribée placement but the hest available, ;

I stretched to reach  the jug at the top of the clif¥
but couldn't. I moved my feet  higher; which meant that my
right hard was now below my shoulder and feeling rather
insscure. My arms were still getting weaker. I cstretched
again and almost had the hold when my right hand gave way..

1 velled to Chris  as I +ell away from the cliff. As-1
floated to ithe ground I was somehow aware of the 'Friend
popping out, and of bumping something. 1§ was only Chris’
choulider and neither of us was hurt. i

‘We degided to guit while we were ahead, and wandered
down to climb Grey Arete. g
Hume Ripper. A delighttul littlie face route at Camel =

'Hump. Ferhaps next time.

James Mcintosh



Trip Report by Greg Chaplin

NYMBOIDA RIVER|22/12/84 — 5/1/85

i
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From the time I first lookeq
River, I knew I was headed for trouble. | In the first 25 kms, there
were 26 gajor rapids (Grade 3 or more)}, including two waterfalls, and
a further 16 rapids of between Grade 2 and 3. Tim smiled, Edga had a
gleam in his eyes and Mac¢a laughed maniabally., I sat back, calmly and
rationally thinking about my chances of syrvival and whether I should go.
I came up with an answer of/ "slim" for the first question, and hence a
firm "no" for the second. then suggest that rationality could go
and get knotted because maybe this could pe a bit of fun.

at the map of the Nymboida

The river in ques;jon is tﬁe Nymboida River, 'between ' =
Platypus Flat and Nymboida Bridge, a 44 km paddle. It is in the mid-

north NSW mountains, between Armidale and Grafton, and is regarded as

on¢ of the classic stretches of whitewater in Australia, 1Its source is

in an area that rises to over 1600 metres, and the whole area is majestic

and awesome. (omrexrme )

Five paddlers left Melbourne on Saturday morning 22/12/84.
The group consisted of a canoceing demi-god (Andrew J. Wilson), 3 mega~gun
paddlers ("Wild" Tim Beriman, Captain Ian "Macca" McKenzie and Ian "Edga'
Egerton) and myself (Greg "Oh shit I'm gonna die'" Chaplin). The trip up
was long and largely uneventful, except for a remarkably large number of
“wrong turns and a high speed chase (that's another story altogether).

We arrived at Platypus Flat camping area mid-Sunday and paddling
commenced late Monday morning. The sky was a deep blue and the water was
unbelievably warm. Andrew opened proceedings with an unexpected roll whilst
playing in a very minor stopper. He said that the water was warm, so I triec
it out. However, I picked the wrong spot to cool off - K.B's Chute, a grade

chute drOpping about 5 feet. Roll No.l. o
_g After a couple of interesting rapids, the first big gnarly ome
came up - Lucifer's Leap Falls. After portaging this, we had a short two
hours lunch and swim in the pool below the falls.

After lunch, we set off to the other side of the pool to check
out the Rock Bar, supposedly a grade 5. It was a tight curling turn and a
narrow 5 feet drop into a turbulent pool. Tim and Andrew seemed slightly
unsure, Edga said "Oh yeah, seems OK" but Macca said "Get out of my way
wimps”. Okay, you go first. It was the curly bit at the top that got him.
Down the main drop upside down didn't look fun and he baled out at the bottom
with a hole in his chin that needed stitches. Portage number 2 for the less
magochistic. Amidst cries of "Break out the masking tapel!", we performed
surgery on Macca's chin and set off again.



. .

Then, after some good grade 2 rapids,’ the Devil's Cauldron
loomed up. This was a gnarly one too as the main ‘drop (4 metres or so)
is around a corner and the rapid steepens and channels narrow leading
into it. A rafter had missed the break-out above the falls and was
swept over it. Hmm! We arrived soon after and found him floundering
in the boiling aerated water below the drop. It seemed he didn't enjoy
his big-dipper ride and subsequent warm bubbling spa. Wimp! Oh well,
portage number 3, paddle to the right bank and portage number 4 around
a grade.4-5 drop.

; A few more hours paddling on exciting grade 2 to 3 rapids
brought us to a deep tranquil pool - the Cod Hole - and the end of day
one. However, the problem now was to get stitches put into Macca's chin,
so Edga and Macca set off up a track to the car left at the start, 15% kms
away, armed with the now famous argon bulb super-torch.

il That night was clear, warm and definitely crash-pad stuff
(i.e. no tent). Sleep came easily - the type of sleep that you can only
get after a full day's paddling with constant surges of adrenalinm, a good
meal and some fine (but alas not cold) Viecterian alcohol.

- Tuesday morning dawned bright and warm with a brilliant blue
sky. We had decided to stay there that day to let the stitches toughen
up a2 bit. The day was spent mainly under the shade of a large tree. Some
excellent card sessions were had and many zero gravity experiments were
conducted on march-flies. The sky clouded over later with the threat of
an afternoon thunderstorm, but no rain came. We also got a bit of company
with two more groups of rafters. One lot was from AHE (Australian Himalayan
Expeditions) and the other lot was from Sydney. The Sydney group stayed
at our.spot having just finished the trip and had had a go at Coolang
Creek, so we gleaned a bit of info. about the rest of the river.

The next morning (Wednesday) was cloudy with early thunder clouds
but these soon gave way to blue sky and a hot sun. Roll No.2 for me came
soon after the start in the tricky twisting Cod Hole rapid, grade 3+,
Immediately after this was the Waterfall - a sheer drop of 3 metres with
a rock wall in front. Andrew went first and almost totally disappeared at
the bottom before popping up and glancing off the rock wall. Edga had the
same result, iT.O.K] was next and with more speed, he didn't even get his
hair wet -~ oooh! Then I summoned up my shattered confidence, uttered my
well-rehearsed groan of "Oh shit, I'm going to die" and went for it. I
then thought "Hey, that was fun" when I noticed that I was still upright.

By now the AHE rafters had caught up and lined the rocks next to the drop.
Edga and Macca couldn't miss this chance - over the drop backwards! Vintage
stuff,

Lunch was at the S-bend rapid below which were rock walls with
diving platforms at varying heights. We started off on the lowest one and
worked up to the highest. Along the way we had a few team dives and synchronised
splashes. Even Tim jumped. In the midst of all this, the AHE rafters (again!)
went through. Macca (who else?) gave them a thrill when he jumped off the top
' ledge and landed inches away from one raft. Luckily they had departed when
' we paddled it - roll No.3 for me. Our final meeting with AHE was at the
Gully, a long, narrow, fast chute dropping over 4 metres. That one was fun.
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The next 5 kms was possibly the most ﬁemorable of the trip
for several reasons. The first reason was that it was the hardest section
with 2 grade 4-5 rapids (mega~big at higher levéls but portage No.5 and 6
at this level) and a further six rapids of grade 3 or more. The second
reason was the weather - huge thunder clouds were forming creating an
awesome backdrop. Thirdly, was the tragic unmaking of a canoeing legend,
the demise of a kaysking demi-god: yes, Andrew Wilson went for a swim.

He claimed that his paddle got stuck under a rock but we weren't fooled,
even though his new paddle was spiit. It should be noted here that the
paddle was obviously flawed, but a canceing shop in Hampton where the
paddle;@as bought refused to accept back the imperfect paddle; so you
should check very carefully all goods bought from this Hampton canoeing
shop.

The camp for that night was next to the Chute. Macca's jinx
struck again here - he badly sprained his ankle collecting firewood, That
night we were treated to a fireworks display,courtesy of Mother Nature and
a few storms.

The next day was cooler and overcast. Ahead we had a few good
rapids, the majestic Nymboida Gorge and then 20 kms of mainly flat water.
The first rapid (the Chute) was a beauty ~ a long spillway dropping smoothly
b metres to a diagonal stopper. Roll No.4 and a bump.on the helmet.

Portage No.7 was around a rocky rapid that would be good at
higher levels. After a twisting grade 3-4 (Karl's Rock) with a whopper
stopper, we entered the Gorge. While not as big as the Snowy River gorges,
it was still impressive with high cliffs and sloping granite slabs down to
water, I then provided a bit of comedy when I got firmly stuck on'a rock.
I think I've destroyed all photos of it. Only one motre big rapid had to
be navigated before the flat water. The Nymboida Bridge was the end; we
had all paddled the Nymboida, but had by no means conquered it,

A couple of days relaxation at the Sawtell Concentration Camp
(near Coffs Harbour) was quite enjoyable before the trek home,  We hit —
Melbourne early Saturday morning, 5/1, amidst a bit of drizzle. Now that
the nightmares have stopped, I've decided that it was fun after all.

Ly
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Ciimbing again =z i =gems to e instinctive. The
indescribable sensual pleaswre of pitting vourself against
the rock, the excitement . the challenge. The ultimate in
personal superience.

This time 1t was aotiasr rarowred classic or so the guide
book told vs; actuslly & repeat for Andrew, but well worth
doing again. The +irst  pitch, pad up a gently sloping ramp
ard then wveer right to the belay peoint. Second pitch,
corntinue straight up and then traverse left under the small
roof to the exposed belay point on the arete. "S5top
graovelling Pavid”. oops, oh yeah I shouldn 't be sitting down
as I remove the protection. Third siteh, diagonally across
and wp to the base of a bottomless chimney. Belay from top
of this chimrey. Exposure 1is magnificent: I am really
feeling an empathy with those nankeen  kestrals at  this
stage. Fourth ang fifth pitches, clamber up the jugs to the
top. Easy. Wait, this is a gpood ledge, why didn't Andrew
stop and bhelay here™ I guess it 's getting late, good idea to
combine the tweo pitches. Rope drag must have been horrendous
thowoh.

Az T reach the top, I am $11led with the scstasy only
climbing can give; a good route indeed.,

Andrew "Oh...we had better get a move on, I don't gquite
remember how to get down from here”. Great! With 15 - 20
minutes of daylight left and we don't know how to get down.

Hurriedly we walk off the back of the buttress hoping the
rouvute would become clear. No, its vertical down here, must
go back +o the guily. Stepping out onte a chockstone (a
boulder, really? in a corevass between the gliffs - swrely
thie can’t be it, there's nothing beyond that boulder,
nothing. Just as I am having visions of being here all night
we spot 2 cable looped around a rock — cbviously intended
+or abseiling $rom. Andrew "I don 't remember this from last
time". Forget that, break out the rope and lets get on with
it

fndrew clips on and walks himself down over the edge. It's
dark now and so he goes completely cut of sight. "I°11 just
untangle the rope from this tree”. Agein, another good idea
from Andrew - still trying to redeem himseld from the very
fact that we find ourselves in this position anyway. "I hope
this iz not meant to be one of those double rope abseils" he
shouts up from the gloom. "Umm veah" I think to myself. Best
not to  comment when vour mate i1s dangling at some unknown
distance beneath where you are standing.

“"Oky, my feest can touch the rock again" he sings out.



"Ehit , I'm glad he's doing this Ffirst and not me”.

“Tts ok, the rope reaches" - Thank God for that.

I clip on and +follow - metaphorically in his footsteps 1
guess you could say. "Wow this is pretty hairy" 1 confide to
myselt as my feet lose contact with the rock and I swing

over into a fern growing in the end of the crevass.

"This would be gquite a nice abseil if it wasn't dark™. I
sing @ut to Andrew whilst hanging completely free, unable to
touch’ =ither side with my feest.

"What, aren’'t you enjoying it7?"
N comment agaein, Andrew is really saying some ridiculous
things at the moment. Finally I'm down, level ground at
Tast. I loeok behind me and can just see that there is at
leazt two metres of rops left...

David MWalker

ARE YOU AN ACTIVE MEMBER??? ~— Dawe Walker 15, |1

Are you anactive member,

The kind that would be missed,
Or are you just contented,
Your name upon the list.

Do you attend the functions,
And mingle with the flock,

Ur do you stay away,

Yet criticise and knock.

Lo you tcke an =zctive part,
Z¢ help the work along,

Or are you satisfied to,

Be the kind to just belong.
Jo you push the cruse,

and real?v make things tick,
Or leave the work to the few,
And talk about the 'clique'.

Think this over member, Lie. are ae
For you know right from wrong, 370
Are you an active member, Hespaeare

Or do you Jjust belong.
(Taken from the newsletter of the Cocker Spaniel Club of Vic.)
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LERDERDERG GORGE.

Jamie Orr.

Less than an hours drive from the clubroom is the Lerderderg
Gorge. This area provides for pleasant walking z2nd walks can
vary from a stroll to a solid dsy of walking. We entered the
gorge from the Bacchus Marsh end, and after leaving our cars
at the kar-park, walked along the river for lunch just before
Long Ioint. (Where unfortuantly & dam has been Constructed,

. the only blot on the landscape.)

For the first kilometer or so the track is easily followed
alongthe floor of the gorge, however it soon peters out.

This has no great affect as a track can be eésily navigated

by walking on either side of th: river of wherever progress

is easiest. But be prepared to get wet feet as the river is
crigs-crossed continually. After lunch we followed a spur up
to the tunnel acess road and walked along this for a kilometer
or so. This afforded views of the whole park area of the gorge
as well as showing Melbourne's skyline on the horizon. A spur
was then followed back down to the river, Just before the car-
park.

This area makes for an ideal day-wglk, due to its proximity to
Melbourne, and the spectacular scenery, a rock structure (so
the gealogists said). An overnight trip could even be planned
ending up in the ‘f»omiét state Forest.
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RENEWED INTEREST IN THE FALLEN ANGEL 'S CLUK

(REFER 70 FONTIETH ARNIVERGARY ELITION NOUNTARINEER F 13 AND F 18)

Whilst attempting to climb Watchtower Crack (1&) at Mt
Arapiles (with bits of Salamander and Skink thrown in for
gond  measure) FMr Andrew Wilson oxperienced a fall of
magnitude which we b2lieve warrants life membership of that
august body The Fallen #Angeis Club and a free pass to all
future events.

Shortly after regaining the correct line (following a small
skirmish with Skink} M- Wilson fell some 4 metres downwards
ard then swung 2 metres across hefore being safely arrested
by his belayer, Mr David Walker. The highest point of
protection was a fixed pin (possibhly of doubtfull strength
following this Fall})! and an Edelrid 11 mm rope was being
used at the time. '

What made the fall particularly noteworthy was the fact that
due to being directly below a point 2 metres off route,; Me
Wilson required prussicking to regain footing from where hes
could continue climbing — a truly momentous achievement.

It i to be hoped that such a nateworthy event sparks the
enthusiasm in both past and present members. A recruiting
drive will be held in the near future; new members welcome.

David dalker
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"April is the cruellest month, breeding P
Lilacs out of the dead land..." W
(T.S. Eliot, The Waste Land)e

These words from the great poet!s aptly naued poem serve as & cruel
reminder to the woes of this narrator end his moet unfortunate experience
at the hands of the Yarra River. It was early in that cruellest of months
that 15 or so energetic mountaineers plunged (some of us literally) into
this glorious river and experienced nature in all her glory through the
able Jleadership of Miss Jemnnifer Bailey. Let the story that follows serve
as a warning to all those who dare look naturs in the eyes and say "I'll
piss this one in".

I had seen the photos of the Franklin trip and, with the aid of a well
developed fantasy mechanism, had successfully transplanted myself into the
speedos of the "Sclo" man. I stood on the banks of the Iarra. surveyed the
expanse of white water before me and sucked in the excitement. Man against
the elements, the adrenalin pumped and I muttered to myself, "because it's
there, because it's therel™. That was wuy first mistake. My second-
mistake was getting into that kayak - if only I'd stayed with the "Solo"
men having a few drinks in fantasy lend then I would have been so much
better off. My  third mistake was falling out of that kaysk into that
(cold) river. 1In fact I was to fall inte that river three +times within
four very ccld hours. If I had kmown this before I actually got into that
kaysk T would have served the writ to Leader Bailey there and then
withoutgeping -« through the formality of plummetting blood pressure and loss
of sensation in the extremities (some extremities more than others).

It waent all bad, the first 5 or so rapids were negotiated without any
problems at all, besides of course the ubiquitous leaking boat (doesnt it
cheese you off how no matter how much you look over the boat, nc matter how
many times you hold it up to the light, you always manage to choose one
which seems to be a first cousin of +the Titanie?). At this stage my
confidence was riding high, rising rapid by rapid as I skillfully guided my
craft through 10 metre (inches?) waves, support stroke here, deft manouvere
there, hundreds of admiring females standing on the banks cheering and
throwing their bikini tops to thia sun-bronzed ANZAC. Then I fell in.  As
far as 1 can recall, I was wentslly rehearsing my strokes for the next
"Solo" commercial when I lost concentration and did something wrong. #s my
internal viscera changed from & comfortable 37 degrees to a slightly
annoying 15 degrees, the last words T heard were Julie and Jenny screaming
"Lean downstream!". Althougk I reslise now that these calls were
well-intentioned, there is nothing more annoying than to be told what you
are doing wrong when you are threatening to swallew helf of Melbourne's
water reserves and are bouncing off rocks on the bottom. Julie seems to
ta:e great delight in yelling this out just as you ~~n¢ tha voint of no
return.

Meanwhils, Robyn had iaken off shead (must nave been bored with us slow
pokes) and although Jenny had done her best to catch up with her, she was
soon miles shead. However, when we rounded z bend there was Robyn drifting
aimlessly downstream. It was rumoured that a very reeponsible Jenny, was
heard to yell "Grab the tree and lean upstream!”, although this was never
proven at the inquest. So after concentrated cfforts to find the lost
paddle the more expesrienced of the group returned "paddleless™ and the old
saying about being up shit ereek in a barbed wire canoe without a paddle
forced its way into conciousness. There is no dcubt in the authors mind
that the exhausting seerch for the paddle may have spent the reserves of

w9



Ghe most able of the me
ipdicatas that it
sufficien’ to cauge o

: §b9rs, but ex’ensive research (Kenny, 1984)
<5 unlizely that euch an experiencé would have been
ne of the more vocal members to capsize on & rapid
that even a gea monkey could have gone through blindfolded. Now I am not
the type of person %o spread rumors or anything, and'far be it my job to
neme the person involved, but a person by the name of Greg was seen to turn
a color not unlike & bright red-crimson hybrid. ..

The second dunking occured not long after the paddle incident. This time

1t was courtesy of a submerged rock and failing concentration (which I have

recently been informed by our glorious lesder is the first sign of

hypothermia - thank you very much). I was now very cold, but Julie did save

me and my crgft and successfully rescued ths sinking boat (thats another

thing - dogsnt it piss you off how they slweys yell "keep the boat upside

down" when you've capsized and are desperately trying to keep the current

from turning it over). I dont really know whether Julie actually got into

the water because of sympathy for my plight, or whether it was her way of

saylry to her distraught husband " See dear, I got wet too". After the

third time I went in (& naive and 8illy atteupt {o cut acrogs stream in the

middle of Arthurs MNistake) I wes not feeling the cold since I was barely

concious. But racing through my mind was the thought "Why did ig_ have to ™

4 \Pe me? Why couldnt it have been Rob - let's face it, who'd miss him (or

02& who'd admit to miesing him)?". Arthurs Mistake salso proved to be very

%f‘ funny for those who enjoy the sight of the Chaplins, a Bailey, and other

~assorted idiots trying to walk across a current doing fifty knots while

balancing two sunken boais with one hand and trying to dislodge & novice

stuck on a rock with the other. Some of this group are reported to have
gigned contracts with American Wrestling entrepensurs.

Thankfully we soon made i1t to the end where ws discovered that the car that §
had been left in the car shuffle had in fact sacrificed it's battery. Rimhd AV~
had left the lights on so that the car would be easier to find-in the dark.
Suddenly everyore in the group geined instant Mechenic's gqualifications -
wPut 41t in first gear to push gtart it", "Put it in second gear with tﬁe
hester on%, "Put it in third geer and wash your socks in palmolive”.
Nothing worked, so Julie and I became victims of democracy when we were
foreed to go and beg for help from the locels (Greg wuld have gone but he
wae 8till trying to finish a h&lf—comgleted eskimo roll that he'd begun an
hour ago). As we approached the house I decided that my fear of dogs —
(especially large Alsatiens with Imives and forks) was stronger than my
- gelf respect and so I cowered behind Julie as we approached a very
unfriendly looking housc with an even rore unfriendly looking alsat?an.
Julie was very brave and sucecessfully conned the 1a§y of the hogse into
piding our stranded group. Ohe was extremely nice in fact, apologising for
her slownessg, and for the dirtiness of the Volve, and she drove our weary
ear drivers beck to ths starcing point to retrieve +the other cars.
Meanwhile yours truly was forced %o stand in his already freezing cloghgg,
desperately seek ths warmth of whet turned out ?o be a pethetic fire 01 g
M Iced Coffee cartons and the burcing wit or Rob Taylor und his trave ltﬁg
band of dreadful Ethiopian jokes. I had not seen much of.Rob during the
trip ~it seems my breasts did not ueasure up‘ta the competitlgn— an? wgsnz
really aware cof whet I was getting myself inte when I said 0.K I ll-Jus
weit here with these people till the cars get back™. My God, those jokes
are really pathetic arent they? Anyway just as we are all about to ?reeze
_ to death, the cars retvrn. All excspt one; and obviously the one that dignt
return (EL supremo puncho in faceo leaderc) had my clo?hes in it. But
everything eventuslly turmed out OK. It was quite & rewarding experi?ncg,
and hopefully my stumps will heal soon and they'll let me go home. I'd do
it all again if I had somthing to hold the paddle with. \

Eoiran McPhee
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CLIMBING WITH Cialk 18 "Ik TYig

iy w9 wn B3

Rock climbing has to do with rockd®, rocking, stone,
stoning, sleep and lots of sleeping. What has happened to climbing
within the Club this year is best described as an acute case of not
much as far as I can see. (I'm myopic by the way.) ‘Whe knows? Who
cares? Better still: tell someone who cares!

This year began with the slow brushing off of rust which
had somehow silently accumulated over the summer vac. while nobody
was watching, usually at atout 7.35 each Tuesday.

The monotone of my alarm clock pierces my alcoholic stupor.
A hand gropes for the clock; it is tem to seven. I sit up much too
quickly - damn, The muesli and milk go down well zs I walk to answer
the door. My lift apologizes for being late. He was supposed to pick
me up at seven. I glauce =t my watch. I leok at my alarm clock., It
is all of five minutes past seven. An apology? Hallucinations of Kafka
come to me, a lunatic with glazed eyes and fiendish grin stares back
from the mirror. It is the beginning of another day, the start of another
year's climbing and the inception of a lifetiwe's back-seat paranoia.

Two weeks later the rain has dicguised itself as curtains of
fog wavering back and forth on changing currents. Chalk is absolutely
useless and my boots seem to have dispensed of their friction properties.
The roék'is wet, cold and I'm half-way up this irreversible lead. Demented
demons wisp through the veils and disappear soundlessly before a call from
below filters through. There is an easier way off; out right. Big jugs
full of water come to the rescue and in no time we are standing in a cloud
on top.

The next weekend. The fact that he was still drinking port
at four in the morning did not bother me but the fact that he chose to
wait until we were both standing on a ledge some 3 inches wide some 200
feet off the ground to tell me he was afraid of heights, these fears causing
him to freeze, did. If there is one way to get a free ticket to the edge
of my conception of the universe, this particular begimnner had certainly
found it. As 2 result of his comment, from that very morent onwards, I
absconded from all forms of commvmication with him and furthermore ceased
to recognise his existence zs an entity in my world,

Galaxy: Milky Way. Planet: Earth. The Australian Continent.
Mitchell's Grampians. Religious star date: Easter 1985 A.D.

Whilst moving the cars, a low flying concrete barbecue angled
‘round from behind a hanksia directly into the air-space of my trusty Torana,
that was quietly dragging its five piece exhaust pipe through two feet deep
sand. The result was an audible motiom stopping collision. - By the time
I got out of the car the barbecue had flown off unscathed into the sunset
behind Mt.Zero without so much as a "By Your Leave" or forwarding address.
Nothing much else tappened. R



Little boys without uniforms venture intoc newer
experiences. A weekend instructing Baden-Powellettes. Only
with the utmost concentration, coaxing and cajoling did we aspire
to the dizzy grades of two digits. It was a time of sleep and the
Wallkman playing the Dockers. And the Triffids. And the Go Betweens.
And Talking Heads. Of course, it was a time:.of bloated eating habits.
It was a time renowned for quotes: "If they're old enough to lead ..."
and "I wonder if you could smoke the cheese from between your toes?"

It was a time of hypochondria and chronic lethargy. Thanks for the
lovely apples Kim. '

il
e
o

A A day trip was suggested, which is what we did.
Lige dandruff, the Piles are inevitable. One day's decent
climbing, 3 climbs and a score of 55 points. Sunday - a day of rest
and overpowering apathy. God Save Us. It was too hot, anyway.

Here endeth another chapter of climbing. Balls.

(Wot wrllers by Cheo fogorr) .
0X0O NOTES.
IBRARY : Yes, MUMC does have a librery!! Any member

can borrow bouoks or magazines ror a period of 1 month. There
are many fscinating books and articles smonst this collection,
ana you are welcome to come into the clubrooms at iunchtimes
and just browse. New books this year are:
*'Skiing the High Plains" compiied by Harry Stephenson
"Fiinders Island" by Jean Edgecombe
"Canceing guide to Victoria"™ VACA Touring Committee 5th.ed.
"Simpie Foods 1or the Pack" Vikki Kinmont and Clesudia
Axcell.
Melanie Taws - Librarian (Mel Hhe Man)

EILING .+ 25%h July 1n the Uni.. (Redmend Burry-wowt)
CANOEING FILM NIGHT: ©Possibly coming up soan, watch out

Ior more details in the trips book.

' iy oot !
HAPPY BIRTHDAY:!! Jenny, Meirsnie and Brendan and anyone else.
_T-SHIRT COMPETION; Final date tor entries is Tues.6th Au&.

JIBIP GRADING: A new, hoperully less ampiguous trip grading
system has been introduced tu ine trips vooks.

4 photo. board is going to be put up in the
clubrroms. Please feel free to put up any prints pbut pirease
don't remove anyone else‘s.

TUES. NIGHIS: Tne clubrooms are going to pe opened hopefully
most Tues. Nights between 7 ana 8. Please check with &

4 ¥ - A

committee member.

NEWS FLASH!f!:{! Snow has fallen!
GO FOR ITiddiill




24 HOUR WALK ZEPOPT
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This year's 24 Hour Walk was held on the weekend of 29/30 June in the Wombat
State Forest north west of Mslbourne.h total of 26 teéms entered the event, which
involved 63 competitors. Many took advantage of the van transportwhich arrived
at the Hash House at 10.302m on the saturday morning, just as the master maps were
being finished. Teams quickly set up their ients and proceeded tc mark their maps
before the scheduled start at 1pm.

At 12.40 everyone gathered ai the cross-roads 1o Lear the final words of
wisdom, Words such as "big attendance”, “magnetic declination", “the northernmost
dam" and "plenty of water in the creelks" waited over the forest, All this was
occuring in glorious suushine, and ‘he gecod weather persisted for the entire event.
The champagne cork popped, the teams gathered control cards off the clothesline
and the event was underway at 12.58.

: The course consisted of 3 loops of checkpoincs covering approximately T0km
in total. The first tesms st-w*ed arwiving back from thz firss loop at 6épm, which
were the more compstitive teame. Locp 1 consisted ¢f 15 checkpaints and three
teams managed to complete all of them. Checkpoint 15 was only visited by four
teams, and was considercd to be hard o Tind and worth more than the threc points
it was allocated, according tc severasl teams.

Most teams arrived from loop | late on eaturday night. They were welcomed
with a blazing fire, fine hot fooc and o well earned hot drini. Some decided to
have a2 few hours sleep before comtirning, oihers restel then went for a moonlight
stroll around loop 2.

Eleven checkpoints were in loop 2, six *esams managing to visit all. At night,
careful navigation is required so most ceams spent much of the time on tracks
to avoid getting lost. The final team to arrive fium loop 1 returned to the Hash
House at 5.10am on sunday morning, whilst all others were either cn loop 2 or
sleeping. The team told taleg of a femlty compass, walliing arownd in circles, using
a Cadbury's wrapper ito marh checkpoinis due 10 a lost control ecerd, and of injuries.
After having some food and warming w {hey reiurmed %e Melbouwne. However, they
managed to score a crediteble 51 pointz out of 70 for leop 1 in 14 hours.

At sunrise teams geared up to do more walking on a orisp, clear day. Several
teams set out for loop 3 tu bocet their scowes before the finish at 1pm on sunday
afte;noon. Others preferred to stay o' the campsite to eat, drink and swap stories
of events of the previous night. The catering stafr provided a veriely of food for
breakfast including cereals and toasted checse sandwiches.

. Fourteen checkpoints provided an inieresting loop 3 of the course, making it
worth the most points of the three loops -~ 106 oub of & total 250, No feams were
:ble to complete all of the third loop end checkpoint 36 was not visited by any
eml

At the finish time of 1pm 211 bt one team had returned. This team split up
in a rush to firnish on %ime and was leter disqualified for misbehaviour, Taus
all team mombers were sccounied for siortly after the official time, Competitors
enjoyed a BBQ as resuits ware being processed. :



B O

Tae overall winmers, and winners of the Mens section, were ieam M20 of Derek |
Morris and Robert Caldwell with a score of 188 of a pogsible 250. Our congratulations
to Derek and Robert for their efforts. (Derek was in e team that came second in
last year's event)., The first mixed team, and fourth éverall, was team X6 consisting
of Jane Q'suilivan, Adrian Goedwin and Hugh Bigsby with 176, Team W12 won the womens
section with 73 points which was Karen and Susan Murray. A total of sixteen teams
managed to score over 100 pocints, the first five placings being closely bunched.

Reports from the competitors indicate that a good time was had by all and that
the course was very well set. Specisl thanks goes to Mark Jenkins, Andrew Kelly and
Nikki Taws for setting the course and to Andrew and Nikki for help on the weekend
of the event with administration, Janet Rice and Peter Whetton did an excellent job
with catering, Greg Weston provided equipment transport, Jamie Orr supervised the

van, Ann Foster & Jane Frost gave much time for help with printing, and Paul Sharp
provided advice, ‘

We thank all of the competitors for the spirit in which they showed during the
event, and hope to see you a® next years event. There is now a vacancy for oxrganiser
of the 1986 24 Hour Walk. Do not hesitate to ¢ontact us if you are interested - there
are many rewards involved in organising such an event and plenty of people willing to
give advice to help you along the way.

Faul Bosboom )
Brendan Carmel Co-organisers
To those who made it possible:
Mark Jenkins Greg Weston Andrew Kelly
Kikki Taws Janet Rice Feter Whetton
Ann Foster Jane ¥rost Melanie Taws
Jamie COrr Debbie Cruickshank Tim Beriman
Karen Chatfield andrew Carter Jaci Ryan M
Kim Adshezd : Tiana Rice Jim Hope

And to the VRA for equipment, map purchase & course vetting.
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SCORE PLACING TEAM NO.

188 1
181
176
178
174 5
154 6
150 7
144 8
144 9
T30 10
127 11
ii2 12
109 13
104 14
164 15
102 16
71
93 13
90 19
88 20
73 21
67 22
67 23
67 24
67 25
51 26
49 27
43 28
34 29
26 30
DISQUAL

24 Honr Wall Results.

A N

M2O
M3
M18
X6

M7

M5

M28

M16

Mi4

M1

M25

M13

M30
M17

M1
x27

K31

W12
M26

MLO
X8

X15
M29
x21
wio

- K24

M2

TEAM MEMBERS
Derelk Morris
Robert Caldwell
Ken Mitchelhill
Alan Cichero
Peter smillie
Rod Costigan
Jane Q'Sullivan
Adrian Goeuwin
tHugh Bigsby
Paul Welters
Peter whiteside

Anthony Pet.erson

Russell Rarrow
Andrew Heath
Ian Rogers
Chris Ryan
Michael Umseher
Peter Ashby
Blll Metzenthen
Chris Solnardal
David Newmnan
Cartin Dix
Grapme Smith
Nell Roberis

Will van der Lugt

Tom Graze
Michael Glesiny
" Paul Jensz
Simon Treadwesll
Tony Beauchamp
Tim Thomas
Andrew Bergmann
Craig Morley

Jereny Newtcon-John

David Jackson
Justin Cook
Pter Kent
Andrew Rothfield
Davird Thonmas
Bu$? Bailey
arel 3arkey
Helen GCnoper
Phil BDickson
Kathlearn Curnow
Mark Coraa
dJohn Christie
Brian Svephens
Karen Murray
Susan Murray

TIME
23:47

25:39

21:34.

21:52

23:49
23:50
2314935
15:44

Comiay

22:59
£9:12
23:59

23:32

23:26

23:37
23:33

P e 8L
23:59

23:34

i8:15
23:39

Andrew Heath,lan Rogers,Ian Hurley
Stephen bmithyman Colin Smithyman

Tim Thomes,Andrew Bergmann,Marc Achen
Helen Cooper,Phil Dickson,

Kathleen Curnow,Mark Corea,Mark Quinn
Gregory. Louis, Deborah Taylor

Jamie QOrr, bfephen Smithyman

Jonn Christie§Maureen Christie, .

Erian Stephens

Jdoanne McCurdy,Dianne McCurdy
Jaci Ryan Jamie Crr
Hugh Thomas,Peter Holz

9130
9:35
12:56
23:34

16:10
23:53
8:26

23:14
8:26
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