
 1 

LA TROBE UNIVERSITY MOUNTAINEERING CLUB 
(NOT SO EASTER EDITION) 

CRAPON 
  

Sightings of the Easter Bunny….. 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 2 

COME AND TRY WEEKEND 2003 
 

--- Heidi Macklin 
 
At the start of each year the LUMC rounds up as many innocent new members as 
possible for a weekend of introductory outdoor activities. This year around forty new 
members followed their fearless LUMC leaders into the treacherous wilderness of 

Cathedral Ranges State Park. The structure of 
the Come and Try gang resembled something 
of a United Nations - including students from 
Norway, Canada, the United States, Germany, 
The Netherlands, Indonesia, France, 
Singapore, and of course Oz. 
 
The weekend began on Friday afternoon in 
the SARA car park. We grazed indolently 
upon the asphalt until Alex checked 
everyone’s name off and herded us into 
various transport vehicles. After mobbing the 
Healesville fish and chip shop we arrived at 
our campground in Cathedral Ranges, North 
West of the Yarra Ranges National Park. 
Soon there was a frenzy of tent building as 
the La Trobe campers sought out the flat, 
grassy patches amongst tree roots. Some then 
choose an early retirement, while others 
hovered around the campfire to soak in some 
warmth and a tinnie or two. 

 
Following an indecently early Saturday morning breakfast, the large Come and Try 
group was split into three smaller parties. The weekend consisted of an introduction 
session to three activities; rock-climbing, led by Nick and Nathan; bushwalking, led 
by Daniel and Gatsby; and kayaking, led by Willie the Whale (with occasional 
assistance from Megan and Alex for various tasks that are challenging for whales to 
undertake alone). All parties were able to spend half a day participating in each 
activity. Meanwhile during the course of the day Penny and co. kindly surrendered 
their time to keep a watch on the base. 
 
After a warm, sunny day of kayaking, 
bushwalking and/or rock-climbing, a 
BBQ was prepared by the LUMC 
committee, and various helper people. 
When all had stuffed themselves we 
settled around the new campfire for 
some more serious drinking, 
creationist vs science debates and 
attempts to burn our sacrificial 
wicker-man (the masterpiece of 
Daniel, Nathan and Nick). The 
wicker-man initially put up a struggle. 

Willy the whale protecting our boats from the 
treacherous Monash people. 
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But soon he erupted into 
flames and gained his revenge 
on the bloodthirsty crowd by 
spitting live ash onto our 
fleece jackets. 
 
Sunday morning I awoke to 
the smell of pancakes and the 
sound of beer cans being 
hastily disposed into garbage 
bags. This time the early 
morning was made bearable 
by a cup of Thomas’ super 
strong outback expresso. After 
a leisurely breakfast the three 
parties once again divided for 
out final Come and Try 
activity. Today it was my turn 
to bushwalk. A few remained 
loitering at base camp while 
the rest of the party decided to 
undertake the spectacular 
Razorback Ridge traverse. 
Once again, we enjoyed 
perfect warm, sunny weather 
the whole day. 
 
Most departed Cathedral Range mid-Sunday afternoon to head back to the city, the 
textbooks, and reality. 

 
Thanks to all the LUMC committee people and helper 
friends for doing such an amazing job of organisation 
and catering for the weekend! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The wicker man finally succumbs to the flames… 

Nathan and the mega-
pancake. 
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TO BUGGARY AND BACK: MT HOWITT ANZAC DAY WEEKEND. 
Present: Adam, Gatsby, Penny, Kylie, Matthias, Lynette and Daniel.  
 
The 2003 ANZAC day long weekend will be remembered by some members as an 
excursion into an area that if nothing else, provides ample opportunity for bad puns 
and innuendos. If you don’t know what I’m getting at, one glance of the map of the 
Mt Howitt area will reveal such features as The Crosscut Saw, Hell’s Window, 
Terrible Hollow, Devil’s Staircase, Horrible Gap, Mt Speculation and of course Mt 
Buggary. Those explorers must really have had a rough time - enough said. 
 
Friday was spent predominantly in the car listening to the Anti-Shock system of 
Adam’s CD player getting a real battering by the long and dusty corrugated road that 
makes up a large part of the six hour drive.  
We arrived at Howitt carpark late that afternoon and actually decided to do some 
walking. We didn’t want to strain ourselves, but managed to make the five clicks to 
Macalister Springs campsite, albeit after dark had set in. Macalister Springs plays host 
to the Vallejo Gantner hut alongside one of the best damn dunnys in the Vic Alps (the 
picture says it all – tending nature’s call whilst watching the weather come down the 
valley!).  

 
‘The Dunny’ 

 
Matthias had joined the club recently, hailing from ‘the other Alps’ in Bavaria and he 
soon got introduced to some Macalister locals as his food was pilfered by a furry 
fiend. And generosity from the group soon turned ugly as large amounts of food and 
dietary advice was forced upon an unsuspecting Matthias! ☺  
The first order of business on Saturday, aside from vacating Macalister, was to ascend 
Mt Howitt. The gentle climb up to this large hill-like peak provided plenty of ooohs 
and ahhhs with fine views of the walk further ahead (that being the Crosscut Saw and 
Mt Speculation). The Razor and Viking were also ominous in the distance, forming 
the enclosure from which the Wonnangatta River comes to life.  
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Sunrise over The Crosscut Saw from Macalister Springs 
 
Once upon Howitt packs were dumped in a copse of snow gums and the group headed 
optimistically towards Mt Magdala. This sojourn was labelled as a ‘side trip’ by the 
unsuspecting leader, but it was soon revealed that the journey was going to take a lot 
longer than expected. Never the less, perseverance paid off with fine views (The 
Bluff, Mt Buller, Mt Stirling, Mt Cobbler,…)  from Hell’s Window and the Magdala 
summit.  
 
By the time Howitt was ascended again for (a late) lunch the plans were already being 
scaled back. A quick trip was made to Macalister Springs to gather water for an 
intermediate camp somewhere along the Crosscut Saw – Mt Speculation was not 
looking like a realistic possibility. But we did end up surprising ourselves by quickly 
traversing the ‘Saw all the way to Mt Buggary in the scant daylight that remained. 
This leg of the trip will also be particularly remembered for the loss of a much 
beloved goon bladder whose dying moments were spent in a most undignified manner 
being hauled in a shopping bag to prevent rapid leaking of the precious fluids it held 
within. However, it was a fitting end for such a venerable water vessel, with those 
remaining four litres of water being vital for the group’s survival on My Buggary. 
RIP.  
 
Dinner that night saw bad humour abound and one can only say that exhaustion does 
little in these situations except remove the inhibitions that serve to maintain the fabric 
of tasteful comedy. All of the laughter (it couldn’t have been the walking) made 
everyone tired and we caught an early night in the hope that a quick egress could be 
made in the morning. 
 
Sunday saw the weather slightly closing in and the group was greeted by chilling 
winds, light rain and minor fog for the return over the Crosscut. This was almost 
certainly a highlight as the area revealed a different kind of beauty. The trip ended 
with many ideas of future Howitt expeditions being discussed as well as a lengthy 
debriefing at Traralgan Pizza Hut (All you can eat after a hike is serious business!) 
 
Thanks guys for a great few days! ☺ 
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Mt Howitt Summit 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
REMEMBER - For everyone out there who isn’t a member of SARA yet, head up to 

the Sports Centre and get them to scan your student card.  It doesn’t cost anything, 

and if you haven’t done it, you’re not officially a member of the club yet! 

 

 
 

View from Hell’s Window 

View from Mt Magdala towards Mt Howitt 
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NOTABLE FEATURES OF THE WEEKEND OF PADDLING 
AND CYCLING AT EILDON 

(29th - 30th March) 
 
The first excitement for the trip came when we went to pick up the ute at SARA.  We 
noticed it was looking suspiciously sparkly clean.  A look at the odometer showed it 
only had 56km on it - WOOHOO!  New ute to drive! 
Arriving at Bluegums Caravan Park, we discovered that the Goulburn is getting 
horribly horribly low now, and that 
the National Rankings for 
Whitewater slalom paddling are 
being held.  Excitement.  We’re too 
scared to enter, although a bumbly 
category is available.   
 
We cycled the picturesque 25km 
lap around to Eildon that evening, 
then come Sunday morning, Alex 
decides to try out his new toy - a 
slalom boat from time period circa 1975, acquired for $100 two days ago.  He 
competes in the competition, and manages to come second in his category, losing only 
to Warwick Draper, the current Australian number one in Mens K1 slalom paddling.  
We shall not mention the fact that they were actually the only two in the category, as 
everyone else was either in under 18s or under 16s.  Meanwhile, Marion and Megan 
played on the pumpkins, attempting to work their way upstream for most of the 
morning, and completely failed to find any blackberries worth eating. 
 
Finally, Darren arrives, and informs us that Daylight Savings has ended, so we’ve all 
had an extra hours sleep.  We’re overwhelmed with joy.  We do a full run of the river,  
no one is eaten by the piranhas, we all head home again in one piece. 
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MAD RIDE 
6th April 2003 

60km MTB - Heidi, Daniel, Daniel’s flatmate Chris, Christian, Paul Smith, Paul 
Simms, Alan, Rich 
The above people were all too slack to write a trip report.  But we do know that for 
various reasons, everyone except Christian, Heidi and Alan bailed out along the way, 
leaving these three the only people legendary enough to finish the full course. 
 
100km road - Alex, Megan and Adam 
After starting off in Yarra Glen, everything was going fine until we hit Healesville.  
At which point we started going uphill.  The road kept curving backwards and 
forwards, so we were quite sure it was going to flatten off and start going downhill 
anytime soon.  Well I was anyway.  I don’t think I would have been able to keep 
cycling with the knowledge that it kept going like that for the next 10 km or so (the 
pain, oh the pain… and the walking, and having old people on bikes cycle past us 
yelling abuse).  Eventually we reached the top (Hoorah!).  The road became more 
sensible, and after a lunch stop in Toolangi, we’re rewarded with some fairly 
spectacular views of the city and the bay from up near Kinglake.  The way back 
contained an awful lot of downhill, for which we were thankful.  In fact, I can’t 
remember going uphill that much of the time on the way there.  I must have blocked 
the painful memories… either way, we weren’t complaining, especially when we got 
to the 8km between Toolangi and Healesville that required absolutely no pedalling 
whatsoever.  Yay, home again.  And I think my definition of a hill may have changed. 

 
---Megan 

 

GREAT MELBOURNE BIKE RIDE 
23rd March 2003 

 
The suspects: Alex, Megan, Rich, Katya, Heidi, Ross, Olivia, Tristan 
 
Nice and early on a Sunday morning we met on Lygon St among the many cyclists 
with funky bike gear and bikes of all shapes and sizes, from mini bikes ridden by 
clowns, to penny farthings. Once we had all gathered together we headed off along 
the streets coloured orange by the many t-shirts in a big loop around the city. Due to 
the massive crowding of bicycles it was difficult to even keep a small group together 
so we were spread out along a big section of the pack and stayed that way till 
Williamstown where we made the most of one of the local bakeries for lunch. After a 
short break to digest our lunches we headed off on the final leg over the Westgate 
Bridge, stopping briefly near the top for photos and to admire the view before hurtling 
down the other side and into the city. After being stuck in very slow packs of cyclists 
we emerged from the other side of the city and into Carlton where we finally crossed 
the finish line and could take a well earned rest. After checking out the sexy bikes and 
other gear being shown off by the sponsors we decided to call it a day. Though the 
more enthusiastic of us decided we needed to keep going and rode home back through 
the city and along the Yarra Trail doubling the cycling distance for the day. All in all 
it was a ride worth doing, however next time an even earlier start would be a good 
thing to avoid the pack! 

---Alex 
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CAVING AT PARWON 
22nd March 

 
OK, Alex wanted a trip report so here goes: 
 
It was a bit of an overcast, wet Saturday morning when the 11 of us set off to go 
caving at Parwon. 
With the weather slightly improving as we headed down we pulled up next to a 
paddock beside the road, and with thoughts a of possible slow death due to flash 
flooding while being trapped in the cave (yeah I know I’m a pessimist, cynic..….blah 
blah blah) we all got of the cars and ‘suited’ up. 
 
As it started to rain again (as it always does in Melbourne) we all climbed down the 
entrance of the cave as fast as we could. Which could explain why we all headed in 

the wrong direction to begin with. 
Well apart from that what else can I say?  It 
was very dark, there were a lot of rocks 
(damn them! they never look the same on 
the way out) and we all got very dirty (not 
enough mud for the mud slide ) which 
made a great photo. 
 

---Val 
 
 

 
 

LORNE BUSHWALK 
22ND-23RD MARCH 

 
The annual Lorne bushwalk departed on March 21st. However, Lorne being an 

annual event isn't such a problem, because the area is really pretty. A must do walk 
for everybody.  

It may have been better if the clouds weren't threatening before the walk 
started, but what can you do? We walked from Lorne, up the Erskine River, to 
Erskine Falls. On the way it started raining, slowly at first so no waterproof jackets 
were put on, but eventually it rained harder and we were all saturated. After lunch we 
viewed Cora Lynn Falls and headed for camp at Allenvale Campsite. Allenvale has 
possibly one of the most space-aged dunnies on earth. 
 On Sunday the weather was much better. We did all the scenic areas. Lorne is 
just full of waterfalls. We visited Phanton Falls, Won Wondah Falls, Sheoak and 
Henderson's Falls. The Canyon was also climbed in and out of. The walk was 
completed early in the afternoon, leaving time for hanging around in Lorne at a 
fish'n'chippery.  
 

---Gatsby 
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CLIMBING 
 

WERRIBEE GORGE (5th April and 12th April) 
 

 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EASTER AT MT STAPYLTON (AND ARAPILES) 
--- Nick, Christian, Hiro, Megan, Val --- 

 
After an unfulfilled search for a rest stop with Kit Kats, we finally arrived at the Mt 
Stapylton campground and found a patch of something that vaguely resembled grass 
to pitch our tents on.  The first evening was spent playing cards and undergoing hours 
of intense speculation (largely from Nick and Val), about the fate of an ill looking 
bee. 
 
We all end up getting up before 8.30ish for some 
strange reason.  The wallabies are pretty noisy, 
finding 6am to be a really good time to start eating 
the grass shoots right next to your tent.  Brew up a 
variety of warm things, eat breakfast, then head out 
to the Flying Blind area, narrowly avoiding killing 
the suspension in Nick’s car.  We top rope Who was 
that masked man (18) and Mongoose (13), while 
working out inventive ways to kill the coo-eeing 
idiots wandering up to the summit of Hollow 
Mountain opposite us. 

Alex on Snatch and Grab (21) 

Sarah climbing at Werribee 
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After arriving back at camp, we decided to head off and look for the Campground 
Boulders.  A good plan… first we have to find them.  We started walking up the road, 

then decide they might be off 
in the bush somewhere off to 
the left of the road (as we can 
see the farmers land up on the 
right, and we know we’re not 
supposed to go there)… Hiro 
eyed us dubiously as we head 
off for a bush bash.  
Eventually we found a path, 
and started heading towards 
Stapylton… after a couple of 
hundred metres we spotted 
boulders off to the right, and 
headed off for another bush 
bash (Hiro has decided we’re 
insane)…. then we reached 

the main road again, not even a hundred metres from where we left it.  We were 
unimpressed.  And discovered the boulders are actually in the farmer’s land.  After 
climbing the fence and spending about a minute looking at them, someone came over 
and threatened to set dogs on us, which we took as a good cue to leave, retiring for 
dinner. 
 
Sunday morning was spent bouldering at Andersens 
until our arms were too dead to lift our weight 
anymore, at which point we decided to wander up to 
the top of Hollow Mountain.  After getting distracted 
playing in the Hollow Mountain Cave, and watching 
people climbing the excellent Group Sex and Golden 
Showers, Nick convinced us to have a look at the 
ridge line walk between Hollow Mountain and Mt 
Stapylton (which has been removed from guide 
books due to the fact so many people have either 
gotten lost or been stranded between the huge drop 
offs that have to be stepped over).  After getting part 
way, Megan piked, and Christian decided to stay 
with her while the others go “just a bit further”.  
Anyway, 2 hours later they were finally back after 

getting all the way to Stapylton, and 
deciding the walk was thoroughly tame and 
overrated in terms of excitement and 
exposure! 
 
Monday morning came, and Val and Megan 
headed on to play at Arapiles with all the 
other Monash, RMIT, UNSW, USyd and 
Macquarie Uni people there, while 
everyone else had to go home to do 
schoolwork.  
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The combined La Trobe Uni, RMIT Uni and Monash Uni Outdoors clubs MEGA 
BUYING NIGHT was a great success.  Enthusiastic members took advantage of the 
20% discount and free food and drinks to finish the night with their fill of bargains, 
beer and pizza!  Will D. from Monash won the Mont Quartz pack, while Daniel from 
La Trobe won the Macpac Fast Eddys shorts.  For those keen to check out the next 
Mega Buying Night look out for it around the same time next year. 
 

--- Wilderness Shop People 
 

 

BLACK IANS ROCKS 
24th-25th May 

 
A memorable trip….. 
 Rich setting up his tent in the dark when we arrived and discovering in the 

morning he was camped in the middle of the road 
 The excellent sleeping cave 
 The bouldering challenge that we kept trying until it was thoroughly dark and 

we were lighting the holds with headlights 
 Evil crack climbs 
 The active bee hive at the top of Subpoena 
 Tom’s evil über coffee 
 Penny’s notable bouldering effort for the weekend 
 Burger Ring sandwiches and the Cherry Ripe pancake 
 The pancakes that Markus ruined and then claimed it was the apples he’d put 

in there that were wrong, and he was just doing a German variant anyway, and 
they were supposed to look like that 

 Megan refusing to get out of her sleeping bag, and unzipping the bottom so 
she could walk around 

 The leaps from the great 
bat cave half way up the 
25. 

 Every photo of Alex 
from the weekend - he’s 
belaying sitting down on 
the bouldering mat, or 
sleeping. 

 Markus dislodging a 
large rock from a climb 
that we were all standing 
around the bottom of us, 
nearly killing us all. 

 The beer versus port 
climbing competition on the climb we’d set a top rope on above the sleeping 
cave 

 Waking up to the sounds of Nathan and Thomas setting up an evil chair 
contraption on the ropes hanging down by the cave. 
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And now, just for the hell of it, the first skiing report for the season, as we finally 
actually have snow (and yes, as an Easter newsletter, this is getting pretty late now)… 
 

LAKE MOUNTAIN 
8th June 2003 

 
One cold, dark, dank Sunday morning, Alex, Megan and Heidi left warm and sunny 
Melbourne, heading northeast towards the mountains.  With the passengers fast asleep 
for most of the journey, the drive took them through the Black Spur and to the town of 
Marysville.  Once there, skis were hired and the requisite trip to the Bakery was 
performed.  There, we met Mel and Livvy from Monash, and having consumed a 
suitable amount of bakery goods, everyone headed up the mountain to find the 
mysterious white stuff. Up the top at Gerratys, the car park was found to be mostly 
deserted but there was definitely plenty of snow, although ungroomed.  Skis were put 
on and everyone headed up the Snowgum Trail to the camp then out along the more 
difficult Jubilee Trail where snowballs were made and hurled at each other.  After 
enough of that we continued up the Woolybutt Trail then further up the mountain to 
Panorama where lunch was had on Lookout rock where it almost became sunny.  
After lunch, a side trip down the Hut trail was contemplated, but after 20 metres it 
started to turn green, so it was left for another day.  After that we skied down Royston 
Road all the way back down to Gerraty’s where excellent hot chocolate was partaken 
of before everyone headed back down the mountain and back to Melbourne. 
 

---Alex 
 
AND NOW FOR SOMETHING COMPLETELY DIFFERENT…. 
 
 “I’m going to die!!!” - MARKUS (very loudly, on quite a few indoor climbs :) 
 “I have a god-given body.” - NICK …and then later on that evening…. 

      “I look damned good in a suit.” - NICK 
  “Heidi, the light is orange.  Heidi, the light is orange!  Heidi, the light is red!” 

- MARKUS (getting over-excited while we were driving to climbing) 
 Nathan’s attempts to pull himself up on the rope system created at Black Ians 

Rocks, possibly after one too many beers: 
      “It’s not working, why isn’t it working?” - NATHAN (pulling on the wrong 
rope) 
      “Nathan, pull on the other rope.” - VAL 
      “It’s the right one, why isn’t it working?” - NATHAN  
 Heidi doing the pigeon hole challenge at Altona….. 

            “I’ve got her feet, I’ve got her feet!” - VAL 
      “What are you doing?!”- MARKUS 
      “Are you wrecking my pigeonholes?” - TIM (the gym owner) 
 “My god Fry, just because a guy’s got a beard you label him as evil?!” - 

BENDER 
 “Hi, I’m here to pressure you into buying things.” - PHIL (from Altona 

climbing gym) 
      “You mightn’t have much luck, I’ve already bought these tonight.” (Alex with 
his brand new Scarpa Paranoia’s - evil rock shoes) 
      “Congratulations, you must have deformed feet.” - PHIL 
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.:UPCOMING TRIPS:. 
(More trips are being added all the time, so check out the red trips folder on the desk 

at the sports centre, the website at: http://www.latrobe.edu.au/sara/lumc/calendar.html, 
or just turn up at our meetings for information on these, or any other upcoming trips.) 
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