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LATROBE UNIVERSITY MOUNTAINEERING CLUB 

 
 

CRAPON 
 

FIRST EDITION 2005 
 
 
 
 
Welcome to the first edition of Crapon for 2005! Crapon is the LUMC’s 
newsletter, the hub of communication through which club members can glorify 
their adventures, hear of upcoming events, sell outdoorsy stuff and generally 
just get excited about the outdoors. This edition we introduce the new 
committee and have tried to put faces to the names ;) The feature article is an 
amazing piece by past LUMC climber Marcel Jackson detailing a Sea Level 
Traversing adventure in Tasmania.  
 
The Crapon is for you, the members. Only you can turn it into a great and 
relevant read, so send in trip reports, pictures and the likes for the next 
edition. Being published was never this easy!  
 
Cheers all,  
Jackie Bernardi 
Editor 
Jackiebernardi@gmail.com  
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Meet the people behind LUMC, the 2005 Committee  
 
 
Sarah Osbourne 
El Presidente 
 
Email: kangamoo@gmail.com    
Phone: 0421 575 995 
 
Hi my name is Sarah, welcome to another year of Uni and 
another year of mountaineering club adventures. I am in 
third year at La Trobe doing an art degree with archaeology 

major. I love climbing and 
always try to get away for 
the weekend when I am not 
at work or Uni. I’m really 
looking forward to organising 
some fantastic trips this year for LUMC. 
 
Mountaineering Club aims to provide students 
with the opportunity to experience different 
adventure activities including, kayaking, rock 
climbing, bushwalking, ski touring, mountain 
biking and caving. It’s a friendly 
environment in which people can learn 
specialised skills and challenge themselves 
as well as having unique experiences in 
amazing locations. 
 

I recently returned from a rock climbing 
trip in Krabi in the south of Thailand. I 
was there for a month travelling with two 
members from LUMC, Jackie and 
Catherine where we met up with 
members from RMIT and Monash 
outdoors clubs. Overall the climbing, 
location, people and culture were 
amazing and I am definitely planning a 
return trip. So get involved and I hope to 
see you out there! 

 
 

Above Left: Slack lining action at Mt Arapiles 

Above Right: Pulling moves in Uni Games, 
2004 

Right: Enjoying traditional Thai breakfast 
earlier this year at Tiew Khao, Thailand 
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Catherine De Vaus 
Treasurer, Social Secretary & Bush Walking Convenor (phew!) 
Email: catherine.devaus@telstra.com    
Phone: 0402 334 633 
 
 
I get to play with all the money, being the treasurer 
of the club. I'm also the social secretary and joint 
bush-walking convenor with David. I guess the main 

activity I do is 
climbing, and I've 
been learning 
heaps from our 
resident climbing 
experts. I just got 
back from a mad month of climbing on the 
Phra Nang Peninsula in Thailand. Otherwise 
I'm usually climbing at the slightly less exotic 
Nunawading climbing gym. I started my 
postgraduate degree in clinical psychology in 
2004. I joined the club then as well, after 
going along to the 2004 Big Weekend. 

 
 
 
Michael Harding  
Secretary & Kayaking Convenor 
 
Email: m2harding@students.latrobe.edu.au    
Phone: 0416 031 509 
 

Many palms were greased and bribes paid before I received 
admittance to the higher echelons of Latrobe's prestigious cult 
society - the LUMC. Other SARA clubs can boast overflowing 
trophy cabinets or the best pub-crawl in the southern 
hemisphere, but only LUMC can offer you a smorgasbord of 
ways to brutally injure and punish your youthful body. 
 
Choose your own adventure: whether you prefer to lose grip 

rock climbing twenty meters above the ground, pose as Nepalese peasant 
with your overloaded backpack, superman over your mountain bike 
handlebars or get washing machined in a river rapid, you’ll find that LUMC will 
accommodate your fetish for adventure. For the less active I offer some 
fatherly advice; go rafting. It’s easier than kayaking and is one of the few 
adventure sports where participating involves sitting back and letting your 
mates do all the work. If travel is your thing, enter the competitive hardcore 

Left: Cath on-sighting grade 17 Easter 2005 at Big 
Top, Blue Mountains  
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party atmosphere of the Uni Games, and enjoy a subsidised Queensland 
holiday. If money drives you request that a friend purchase your club 
membership as a birthday present, or simply volunteer as the club treasurer. 
 
In recent developments, the University has imposed new restrictions on SARA 
clubs. The guidelines stipulate that clubs support the status quo by 
conforming to our lecturers’ belief that Uni should be a painful experience. In 
supporting this the LUMC committee continues to endorse the systematic self-
abuse and torturous behaviour of our members while 'doing it' in the outdoors. 
SARA funding is no longer dependant on the number of members the club 
attracts but on the number of injuries our members endure. Do your bit for the 
team, and sign up for one of the many trips. 
 
 
 
David Wyndham 
Mountain Biking, Caving and Bushwalking 
 
Phone: 0401 222 351 

Hi all, my name is David Wyndham and I am the convenor 
for Mountain Biking, Caving and Bushwalking.  I have 
been doing these three activities since before I came to 
La Trobe 
five years 
ago, and 
as I 

finished 
my 

studies 
last year I am looking to be 
going out almost every 
weekend.  Last year we ran 
two caving trips, a couple of 
bushwalks and three 
mountain biking trips.  This 
year however there should be 
many more.  However 
convening all three activities 
at once it would be great if other keen people could help out with trips.  If you 
are interested contact me.  

 
 
Did you know that LUMC climbs regularly on Wednesday 
nights at Hardrock Nunawading? We have a standing 
arrangement with Hardrock so on presentation of your LUMC 
card you get $14 entry. This includes unlimited climbing and 
hire of a harness and shoes. For more info contact Corey 
ctputkunz@students.latrobe.edu.au   

Above: ‘David on Abom’ Mt Buller/Stirling trip 
March 2005
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Alex Cohen 
Snow Stuff & Gear Store Manager 
 
Email:A.Cohen@latrobe.edu.au  
Phone: 0419 595 817 
 

Alex was president of LUMC in 2003 & 2004. When’s not 
out playing in the 
snow,  on some 
lower grades of 
rock or on a river 
somewhere he 
maintains the 
LUMC’s website 
and extensive 
photo collection. 
Email him pictures 

from club trips and that way 
everyone can see how much fun 
you’ve been having ;-)   
 
 
 
Corey Putkuntz 
Climbing Convenor 
 
Email: ctputkunz@students.latrobe.edu.au  
Phone: 0407 702 324 

 
Hi, I'm Corey and I'm the 
climbing convenor for the 
club this year. What's 
that? Basically someone 
who gets everyone 
together to go on a bunch 
of trips climbing outdoors 
to places such as the 
Grampians and Mt Arapiles, with trips every 
couple of weeks to the indoor gyms around 
Melbourne. I'm currently studying Physics at 
La Trobe and have been for the last many 
years! Contact me if you’re keen to come 
out climbing for a weekend or to the gym.   

 
 

Left: Corey upside-down on Pilot Error (20),  Mt 
Arapiles              Photo: Maria Lastra 

Above: Alex skiing at Mt Stirling 
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Paul Mason 
Kayaking Convenor 
 
Email: paulrmason@hotmail.com  
Phone: 0415277133 

 
G’day! I first joined LUMC way back in 
1999 when I was an undergraduate at 
La Trobe.  After a break while I 
experimented with full time employment 
(a most unpleasant experience), I have 
rejoined LUMC while I complete a 
Masters in Occupational Health and 
Safety.   
I can be found kayaking most Tuesday nights from 
8:00pm in the SARA pool where all are welcome.  I will 
also be involved in the running of river trips (rafting and 
kayaking) throughout the year.  You don't need to have 

paddled before to get involved, so come along to the pool and have some 
FUN. 
 
 
Jackie Bernardi  
Crapon Editor 
 
Email: jackiebernardi@gmail.com 
Phone: 0438 695 581 
 
As editor for Crapon I get to officially spend more time 
at a desk than anyone else doing club stuff. Climbing is 
the main activity I experiment with, and have been 
getting out on real rock most weekends and holidays of 
late. A couple of days a week I’m required to attend uni 
and do final year things for my Social Work degree. 
Compiling and editing Crapon is great fun, and a task 
that you guys can make easier by submitting lots of 
quality material. Submissions are always open! 
 
 
 
 
 
Come kayaking in the SARA Pool on Tuesday nights from 8pm. There’s no 
cost involved and it’s a great chance to improve your paddling skills in a ‘safe’ 
environment. Learn to Eskimo roll and massage your competitive nature in an 
energetic polo match. If you are keen you can also train for interuniversity 
kayak polo competitions. 
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Official LUMC Mascots  
Willy the whale & Val 
 

Unable to decide between Willy or Val as official LUMC 
mascot, both were appointed.  
 
Willy is a giant inflatable whale. He pops up at various 
club events, and although he is different to the rest of us 
don’t let that come between you, him and a good 
conversation. He enjoys long 
walks on the beach and hanging 
out with his friends.  
 
Val is more real than Willy. For 
those who haven’t met Val-bo, 
Val-bert, Val-volene as yet, she 

has been in the club for a few years, and was one of 
the climbing reps last year. She just returned from a 
three month climbing adventure to Thailand and 
Mexico, and can be found most weekends scratching 
up her nice new trad rack at Mt Arapiles. However 
she has now run off again and can be found on walls somewhere in the 
United States and Canada. 
 

Above: Willy 

Right: Val  

Above: Kayaks at Phillip Island 
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EASTER IN THE BLUE MOUNTAINS 
By Jackie Bernardi 
 
This Easter a bunch of Melbournian climbers migrated north to the Blue 
Mountains. We climbed ourselves silly, drank lots of coffee, enjoyed many an 
easter egg and sampled the not-so-rugged new aged yuppie bolt clipp’n 
climber’s lifestyle.  
 
There were quite a crew of us up there from uni clubs and crags all over the 
place. Cath and myself representing the LUMC contingent, Heidi the sole ex-
LUMC’er, Rich from RMIT outdoors club, Neats, Adam, Anthony from USYD, 
Dan (mine and Heidi’s housemate), KC ex-Monash Outdoors, Rachel from 
USYD, and two bonus people who stayed for a night but somehow managed 
to remain anonymous.  

 
For me, extended climbing trips of late have been comfy affairs. Easter last 
year a bunch of us booked a holiday house in the Blueys. Last June, we 
enjoyed a mansion complete with spa, sauna and pool in Nowra. Unless its 
free bush camping, staying in the caravan parks up in the Blueys is 
expensive. If there is a crew it can actually work out cheaper to rent a house. 
We secured Glimpses a cosy home with a wood heater in Blackheath. It was 
a short walk from town, the train and much of the quality climbing.   
 
Heidi, Anita, Adam and me flew to Sydney on the Wednesday before Easter 
and stayed the night at Heidi’s sister Krista’s place. The next morning, we 
hijacked her car and headed west, arriving in Blackheath a couple of hours 
later. After dumping our stuff at Glimpses we enthusiastically raced to 
Celebrity Crag. Efficient, energetic and fresh (qualities that were quick to fade 

Above: Relaxing at Glimpses, from left Heidi, Rich, Dan (at back), Adam (middle), Cath, me 
& Rachel (front)                                                                                                Photo Anita Sharma 
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as the trip progressed!), we climbed the crag out, all seven routes in a couple 
of hours. Heidi on-sighted her first 23!   

 
The next day saw the arrival 
of Cath and Dan and climbing 
for the rest of us at Porters 
Pass and Centennial Glen. 
Over the next few days we 
climbed heaps of quality crags 
scattered around the 
mountains including Pierces 
Pass, Big Top, Wave Wall, 
Bowen’s Creek and Logan 
Brae.  
 
Climbing at Pierces Pass was 
amazing, as the cliff is huge 
and offers sport routes up to 
300metres. On Saturday 

morning Rich, Heidi, Adam and myself were keen to get started on some of 
the mega long climbs. Me and Adam were so keen we were even talking of 
attempting two of these 
mega long routes. Despite 
our ‘alpine start’ (an alpine 
start is where you get up 
with the sun and out 
climbing very early), we 
didn’t touch rock until the 
afternoon. We managed to 
get lost finding the crag 
carpark, and when we 
finally found it, we 
proceeded to take the 
wrong path three times 
(there were only three 
paths!). After bush-
bashing, scrambling down 
gullies and crossing a 
river, we found the routes. 
It was now approaching 
midday so we had lunch 
before rapping into the 
gorge.  
 
Me and Adam started up 
Weaselburger, a 200 
metre grade 23. Although 
the rock was a little 
crumbly in places, the 
climbing and atmosphere 

Above: Me on Surprise Package (24), Logan Brae 
                          Photo: Rich Ham 

Above: Too much to smile about! Me & Adam on 
Weaselburger (23),  Pierces Pass  
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were just spectacular. Rich and Heidi jumped on Light of the Mirrorball, a 
classic 180 metre grade 21. It was getting late and all of us tired by time we 
finished the climbs. We returned home to find the Easter bunny had been 
busy scattering eggs all over the house (with a little help from Cath, Dan and 
Anita).  
 
The final days were spent relaxing, climbing and experimenting with local 
bakeries.  We had to leave the house by Thursday so after a day of steep 
sloper pulling at Logan Brae, Anthony and I caught the train to Sydney.  
 
Sydney has some excellent urban bouldering crags, so on Friday me, Heidi 
and Anthony went exploring. We piled into Anthony’s van and headed 

northwest of the city to 
Baulkham Hills. We went 
to the ‘trenches’ area, 
where the walls are 
around 2-3 metres high 
with a variety of stuff at 
all grades. Everything we 
tried was excellent and 
enjoyable. Considering 
the amount of climbing 
we had done over the 
last week, we were 
exhausted after a few 
hours.  
 
Weary and sweetly 
shagged, we boarded the 
plane home to 
Melbourne at 1030pm. 

Just after take off, I noticed Heidi sleeping peacefully. They serve wine on the 
late night flights, so I nursed a glass of red and dozed all the way home. What 
a fantastic trip! 

Jackie Bernardi 
 

Above: Heidi bouldering steep roof problem up out of cave 
at Bulkham Hills (V3) 

                   Photo: Jackie Bernardi 

 

Right: Alex hiking in the 
western Arthurs 
Photo: Megan Dunn 
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DAUNTED ON DAUNTLESS 
By Marcel Jackson 

 
This is the story of the unsuccessful and almost disastrous attempt by my 
brother and I to sea level traverse Dauntless Point in South Eastern 
Tasmania, May 2003.  But before we start the story, I should explain 
something about sea level traversing.   
 
Coastal Traversing. 
Sea level traversing and its even more popular cousin, the deep water solo, 
have seen a lot of recent exposure in climbing magazines, particularly those 
from the UK.  These two activities can be defined in a nutshell as “unroped 
climbing above water” (OK, so you can use a rope to sea level traverse, but 
the favoured approach is solo).  This recent splurge of activity might suggest 
the idea is new, but this is not really the case.  These kinds of activities evolve 
naturally in any place where the right ingredients are found: climbers who 
don’t mind swimming; cliffs into reasonably calm water; warm enough 
temperatures to put the two together.  In Australia, there is no shortage of the 
first and last of these ingredients and there are also occasional smatterings of 
the second. 
 
Contrary to popular belief, the 
summer coastal air and water 
temperatures in Eastern 
Tasmania are about the same 
as those for coastal Victoria.  
Furthermore, the coast of 
South Eastern Tasmania 
sprouts with intricate 
peninsulas and islands, with a 
good array of sea cliffs to 
boot.  All in all, it is a good set 
up for hybrid climbing/water 
sports!  However, different 
conditions can lead to the 
evolution of different beasts, 
and sea level traversing ala 
Jackson brothers is not quite 
the same as the form that 
currently dominates the UK 
climbing rags.  Our version of 
the story was inspired by the 
famous Sea Level Traverse of 
the Hazards on Freycinet 
Peninsula.  This epic outing 
(two days on the 1972 first 
traverse, but typically one half 
to one whole day) involves 
passing beneath a number of 
giant granite slabs up to 250m 

Hamish Jackson beneath Flowstone Wall on the 
popular Sea Level Traverse of the Hazards, 
Freycinet Peninsula, Eastern Tasmania. 
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in height for several kilometres of exposed coastline.  Notoriously, a 50m 
swim is required from the tip of the beautiful Flowstone Wall, but so is walking 
and scrambling as well as plenty of easy climbing. 
 
At the start of the 1990’s, the Sea Level Traverse of the Hazards was very 
well known amongst climbers (but probably no-one else) but it was the only 
local specimen of its kind.  Even today, I do not know of any other similar 
climbing adventures outside of Tasmania.  Motivated in part by an insatiable 
appetite for finding new 
cliffs, my brother (Hamish) 
and I started to give this 
“sea level traversing” a 
definition.  We developed 
some common sense 
“guidelines” and found 
numerous other traverses 
around Eastern Tasmania.  
As with the Sea Level 
Traverse of the Hazards, 
these adventures are a 
hybrid of climbing, 
walking/running and 
swimming and usually 
cover a minimum of 1 km, 
and up to 14kms.  The 
rules are mostly based 
around staying near the 
water level (within “falling 
height”) and having fun.  
So you need a starting 
point and an ending point 
(usually the start and the 
end of a bluff or headland, 
or some other natural 
geographical feature), and 
as much cliff in between 
as possible.  One stays on 
land when possible, never 
straying beyond “safe” 
falling distance of the 
water (in practise, the 
definition of safe becomes hard to recall), but when it becomes too hard to 
climb or if you fall in, then you can swim to the next place where you can get 
out.  Climbing to the top of the cliff is considered to be cheating (like pulling on 
a runner when climbing; that is, “grabbing aid”), but falling in and swimming 
for a bit does not blow a traverse.  One could in fact swim the whole way, but 
that would be missing the point of this activity.  The main idea is to have fun, 
and we consider climbing above water to be primary source of this. 
 

When not to let go!  The author tackles rough water on 
the Tinderbox traverse, south of Hobart. (P.L. Jackson) 



 13

Clearly this activity is a bit different from the currently popular UK version—
where a traverse only involves climbing and is typically the length of a normal 
roped climb.  In fact it is more like a whole marathon sequence of these, 
interspersed with often challenging ocean swimming and occasional bursts of 
cross country running.  For the purposes of this article, I am going to refer to 
the Jackson brand of sea level traversing as Coastal Traversing. 
 
Anyway, all of this culminated in the writing of an article “The art of sea level 
traversing” that you can find in Rock Magazine Number 53, 2003.  That article 
details the traverses known at the time of writing as well as further information 
on the evolution of the sport and its various dangers.  Subsequent to 
submitting that article we completed what is probably the finest coastal 
traverse so far.  At the end of November 2002 we traversed around the 
headlands of Cape Surville and Deep Glenn Bluff on the Forestier Peninsula 
east of Hobart.  This coast is defended by rocky drops so impenetrable that 
the only land access to water level was by descending a waterfall, negotiating 
the final slimy overhangs by sliding down a giant trunk.  This was a truly 
incredible traverse completed without incident over a fearsome 6 hour round 
trip in cold water and adverse conditions (the weather report was for “15C, 
showers and possible highland snow”). Buoyed by our success on this 
traverse we decided to tackle a traverse of the coastal climbing area 
Dauntless Point on the Tasman Peninsula, South East Tasmania. 
 
Dauntless Point. 
The convoluted coast in South Eastern Tasmania shelters many areas from 
the endless blasts of Southern Ocean swell.  But Dauntless Point is not one of 
those places.  It is a narrow peninsula of cliff that points south about 500m 
from the headland of Mt Brown into the sea.  Five kilometres west is the 
spires and 200m sheer cliffs of Cape Raoul.  Ten kilometres east are the even 
more impressive cliffs of Cape Pillar (at up to 300m, these are higher than any 
on mainland Australia).  Dauntless Point itself is less imposing at between 30 
and 90 metres, but the tallest parts are capped by a barrage of horizontal 
roofs and the backdrop is one of the most oppressive pieces of rock anywhere 
around: the dark 170m south face of Mt Brown which in its central, tallest part 
overhangs severely into a giant cave, splurging forth enormous cascades of 
white froth and chaos, accompanied by thunderous blasts like cannon fire. 
 
We had planned to include this traverse in our original article, but we always 
put it off, for fear of the wild and scary conditions and the lack of any 
possibility of escape should anything go wrong.  But one day we did finally 
find ourselves shivering with anticipation the top of the cliffs at the intersection 
of Dauntless Point and Mt. Brown.  It was a sunny day in early May 2003, and 
as warm as could reasonably be hoped for at that time of year.  Best of all, the 
conditions were amongst the calmest I had ever seen there.  To get to the 
start of the planned traverse, we had to descend a very steep gully between 
Mt. Brown and Dauntless Point.  It was cold, dank and slippery in the shade, 
but at the bottom we were greeted with a beautiful bay of the very bluest of 
blue bluestone boulders.  It was a real “smugglers cove”, with dark shady cliffs 
stretching upward to infinity on either side.  The coast we planned to traverse 
consisted of enormous slabs of dolerite (a bit like a cross between basalt and 
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granite, although probably closer to basalt).  The first half was unknown 
territory because the cliffs above are easier angled and too chossy for good 
climbing.  On the second half of the point we had already explored much of 
the traverse because there are numerous climbs starting at sea level (access 
by abseil).   
 
Despite the easy angle toward to the tops of the cliffs, at sea level they turned 
out to be initially rather steep.  In fact they were slightly overhanging and 
completely smooth.  So we began by swimming out a bit to where the angle 
was easier.  Now, at this point there are many long narrow islands of rock that 
run parallel to the cliff line and form deep channels.  Architecturally speaking, 
these are fantastic features of huge scale and elegance, but in the narrow 
corridors of water that they formed, the swell seemed to be unexpectedly 
concentrated.  Every time we tried to climb out onto the cliff we got pulled off.  
We swam still further out along the cliffs and before too long we were quite a 
way out.  If anything the corridors were getting rougher but eventually there 
was a particularly easy piece of cliff to escape onto.  I clambered out and 
waited while Hamish went to do the same.  I was a couple of metres above 
the sea and felt safe enough to be standing relaxed on some large footholds.  
Hamish was just pulling on the first exit holds.  I suppose this had distracted 
me from the sea, because when I looked around I got no more than a glimpse 
of a wall of water higher than my head level speeding down the corridor.  
What followed was not frightening but instead strangely calming.  I was 
underwater somewhere, my back being pummelled along endless metres of 
water-washed cliff.  My arms were outstretched in a crucifix position to try and 
keep my body upright as I was washed along and my eyes were open.  As I 

Hamish on a small section of successful climbing on the attempted traverse of Dauntless (the 
foreground rock marks the entrance to the long corridor). 
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looked out at the blue and white swirls I remember thinking that this must be 
the kind of situation where people drown; but strangely, this was accompanied 
by a sense of curiosity rather than dread.  Eventually I was tumbled out of the 
end of the corridor and things settled down.  Hamish was almost a speck in 
the distance, but he seemed fine and was actually escaping successfully up 
the cliff where I had been.  He had been pushed downwards to the bottom by 
the wave, but otherwise was unscathed.  I clambered out onto the island and 
walked along the top of it instead. 
 
After the initial scare, things got slightly better.  Hamish traversed some 
distance to a steepening that could not be passed.  This wasn’t too much 
further on from the end of my island, so I bypassed the climbing and swam 
instead.  He joined and me and we both swam on to the next island.  This 
time, the associated corridor was deeper and wider and we had no trouble 
getting on to a ledge on the main cliff.  Unfortunately about 30m of very easy 
climbing later we were presented by an overhanging wall and could go no 
further.  More unfortunately still, the sea seemed to have got a bit rougher.  A 
small gap (let us call it the “gap of destruction”) in the long thin island was 
causing some an unusual interaction between the swell inside of the corridor 
and the swell outside of it.  A whirlpool had formed at the corridor exit—
complete with plughole effect in its centre—and it did not really look all that 
appealing from the swimming perspective!  By this time we had moved into 
the shade of the 90m cliff above us and it was starting to get pretty chilly.  We 
decided to back track to the start of the island and swim around it on the 
ocean side instead. 
  

The 90m East Face of Dauntless Point as viewed from Mt. Brown.  The gap of destruction is 
causing most of the white froth in the foreground.  The other islands are just out of view to 
the right. 
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The water clarity was superb, and the cliffy edge of the ocean side of the 
island disappeared almost vertically into the darkness.  We were about half 
way around the outside of the island and almost feeling good about the 
situation when diagonally down below and in front I saw a huge piece of 
silvery shark.  Actually it was turning away from us and disappeared out of 
sight before we could really get any idea about what kind of shark it was.  
However it looked like it was probably at least as big as us, and I admit, it 
freaked us out a bit.  We clambered onto the island.  This was not a good 
place to be.  We were on a small piece of rock separated by a whirlpool from 
a 90m cliff capped by huge roofs.  The shore where we had started was a 
very long way off and the sea was getting rough.  On the other side was an 
unidentified, but possibly hungry shark prowling the waters.  To top it off we 
were in the shade and I was cold enough to have stopped shivering (OK, I 
know I said that Tassie waters aren’t very cold, but this was ocean water in 
May).  It really felt like we may have buggered things up a bit. 
 
There were actually very few 
options other than hope that a boat 
came past.  But now, remember the 
gap of destruction?  We could try to 
launch ourselves beyond this by 
jumping from a high point of the 
island, thereby bypassing the 
whirlpool. And from there it was 
only about 200m to a very good 
ledge where we knew we could get 
out and climb easily to the top of 
the cliffs to escape.  In theory it 
looked great, but in practise I got 
sucked back through the gap of 
destruction, which was a bit like 
falling down a small waterfall, but 
otherwise not too bad.  Except that 
I started to worry about that shark 
again.   
The great thing about swimming in 
open water, is that you can always 
just keep plodding along and 
eventually you do seem to get 
somewhere.  Well, it worked on this 
occasion anyway.  We made it to 
the ledge, then to the top and 
warmed up in the sun, ate some 
food and drank some fresh water 
for a change! 
 
The activities described in this article are dangerous and the author would recommend that it 
is safest not to partake in them.  
 
Unless otherwise stated, all photos by Marcel Jackson. 
 

Hamish surveys the possibilities beneath the cap 
roofs of the East Face.  The gap of destruction is 
just out of picture to the left.
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THE SNOWY RIVER TRIP 
By Shoni Bruell (Monash) 
 
 
The idea was to drive 
to Buchan on Friday 
night.  Sleep in a hostel 
and get up for an early 
morning start on the 
river.  We would paddle 
the river, around 
12kms through the hilly 
Gippsland landscape, 
including a narrower, 
gorge-like part towards 
the end.  Afterwards 
we would drive back to 
Melbourne in time for 
Anthony Beitz to go to 
a friend’s party.  That 
didn’t exactly happen.  
I’ll tell you what did, 
more or less. 
 
We did get to Buchan on the Friday night.  It was a four or five hour drive and 
we stopped for food in Traralgon.  When we arrived it was already well dark 
and the proprietor of the hostel ran around in her nighty trying to organize the 
enormous load of people into beds.  I had to sleep on a pull-out couch in the 
front room as we had already disturbed other guests by accidentally inhabiting 
their room.  We had three or four carloads and a two car constituent from La 
Trobe.  None of us had done the section of the river we were attempting 
before, and we just had a map to indicate its form.  On Saturday morning, 
everyone got ready relatively quickly, and after a little game of hackey-sack 
we drove down to the drop-in point and settled down to wait while the drivers 
carried out the car shuffle.  The day was warm and while Lach paddled about 
on the river, I went for a swim in the cold water.  A few others followed suit.  
We waited and chatted amicably and I read for a bit while others slept or sat 
and talked.  By the time the others got back after failing to get the cars within 
200m of the pull-out spot because of a steep drop (to be climbed later 
presumably, with boats!) it was past midday and we quickly set off, not sure 
what to expect.  We separated into two groups, one Monash, and one mostly 
La Trobe.  The weather was perfect and the scenery was awesome.  We saw 
a wombat and an emu and loads of birds (I know, an emu’s a bird too).  The 
river itself was really low.  Most of it was flat, so pretty slow going but steady.  
There were a few rapids, and a couple of swimmers.  In a lot of places we got 
stuck on rocks or sand in the shallow water and had to scoot along the 
riverbed to get through.  We stopped for lunch on a pretty sand bank, hoping 
to be at least half-way there.  As we set off again Anthony said that the two 
beginners who had been in the second group would go with his group and 

Above: Heidi running a bony set of rapids 
                   Photo: Alex Cohen 
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that me and another guy should go with La Trobe.  I happily obliged and we 
started paddling again.  At the first rapid we came to we caught up with the 
front group as they were all stopping halfway down to get everybody 
methodically through.  When my turn came I didn’t make the stopping point 
but carried on through, only to get stuck with the front end of my boat between 
two rocks.  Anthony got out of his boat, walked across and picked up the nose 
and guided me the rest of the way down so I could wait in an eddy below.  
After that lots of the other kayakers had to be lifted and pushed through the 
shallow water but a few could guide themselves through the parts that were 
running.  The first group got through and went forward, keen to keep moving.  
I stayed behind with my new group.  By the end of it Alex, La Trobe’s leader 
had doubts that we would be able to make it to the end of the river before 
dark.  After a short conference, it was decided that the remaining group would 
stay behind, walk up the hill, find the road, and wait for the first group to finish 
the river, get out, walk up the hill, get to the cars, get changed, load the boats 
onto the cars, drive back and find the others on their way through.  Anthony 
and the other beginner and another La Trobe guy all went ahead as they were 
drivers. 
 So the rest of us stayed behind, a bit unsure of what to do, stuck with 
no wheels and all the kayaks somewhere on the Snowy River.  We scanned 
the map for landmarks while a couple of people scouted up the hill where 
there was a house at the top.  They came back reporting no movement and 
no road so we decided to paddle further downstream trying to land 
somewhere near the point where the main road runs closest to the river, with 
really only the contours of the land to go by.  We stopped a couple of hundred 
meters down where there was a fence running up the hill dividing two grassy 
properties.  We got out, trying not to fall into the slippery mud on the bank 
(some of us unsuccessfully) and checked out the area.  The fence went all the 
way up the hill and both sides looked equally steep but we decided to take the 
far one and the last paddlers got out on that side.  Walking up the hill was 
quite an effort with all 
the boats, but as we 
knew we had loads of 
time we took our time 
and took lots of breaks 
(in my case anyway – 
some of the guys 
preferred to go all the 
way in one go and then 
help the rest).  Upon 
reaching the top of the 
hill we found a small 
weatherboard farm 
house, and the farmer 
was there rounding up 
the sheep with his dog.  
By the time me and the 
other stragglers got to 
the top Alex and the 

Above: Bronwyn on an easier bit of the river. 
                   Photo: Alex Cohen 
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guys had spoken to 
the farmer and he’d 
agreed to give us a lift 
to the road, which 
was a good kilometer 
or two away down his 
driveway, 
 “You’re lucky I 
was here,” he told us, 
“I came out this 
morning and normally 
I wouldn’t come out 
twice but today I did.”  
We were pretty 
stoked that he had 
come out this 
afternoon as it was 
already getting dusky 
and none of us would 
have enjoyed walking 

all the way to the road with the boats.  So, we strapped most of the kayaks 
onto the old ute and a couple of people jumped in and off they went across 
the field.  Ben, the dog stayed behind because Mick held his collar under the 
farmer’s instructions, but he sat despondently on the hill, watching the truck 
disappear into the distance with the big colorful objects on the back of it.  We 
sat with him while we waited and chatted.  Soon enough the farmer came 
back.  We all helped to tie the rest of the boats on and two people sat in the 
front while the rest of us (including Ben) sat on the back with the boats and 
watched the leaves on the gum trees go by as we were all transported down 
the long driveway to the made road at the end.  That point of the road 
included a bridge that crossed a dry riverbed and when the second load of 
people and gear arrived, the others had already started making a fire to keep 
warm by.  Alex spoke with the farmer, and he said he was going to Buchan 
now anyway as he lived there, and so Alex asked if he wouldn’t mind taking a 
couple of us back with him, and he said ‘no worries’.  We tied on a few boats, 
put the loose gear in the tray and I volunteered to go back too.  So Alex and I 
climbed into the cabin with the farmer, whose name was Dave and we drove 
the hour or so back to town in moonless darkness, talking casually about the 
river and landscape.  Dave had lived in the same area most of his life, and he 
said that it wasn’t that unusual for the river to be as low as it was (4WDs could 
drive across it in places), but that in floods it swells to fill the whole gully.   
 We got back to the hostel and there were two La Trobe people there, 
hanging out after a pleasant day caving.  All my gear was in Simon’s car at 
the pull-out spot so I hung around in my wet gear, waiting for the others to get 
back.  I ate the instant noodles the La Trobe people offered me to keep warm, 
and drank the remainder of the bottle of alcohol Anthony had offered around 
to everyone the previous night for the same reason.  The second group got 
back first, as they all fit in the car Alex drove back to pick them up in, and all 
they left at the bridge was a charcoal sign for the first group to find on their 
way through.   

Above: Taking a break from hauling boats up the hill 
                   Photo: Alex Cohen 
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 So, when the first group got back only half of them arrived.  The rest of 
them were still out looking for us.  My gear was with the search party.  Bron 
lent me some warm clothes and Kim let me use her spare towel before 
lending it to Lach so I was much cheerier after that.  Anthony rushed back out 
immediately to find the search party.  It was past 9pm by this stage and it was 
clear he wasn’t going to make his party.  Finally everyone was back in Buchan 
and it was short work before we were all piled into cars (except a one-car La 
Trobe contingent that was staying to go caving on Sunday) and embarking on 
the long journey back to Melbourne.  We stopped for dinner at KFC (only thing 
left open in Traralgon) and Anthony and Roger shared a $19.95 family meal  
between the two of them.  Simon accepted Bron’s offer of finding them 
accommodation in a nearby town so his carload all stayed, while Anthony 
wanted to go all the way and I managed to get the last seat in his car (sorry 
Roger!!)  It was after 2am when we pulled in to the blockhouse and put all the 
gear back but Lach stayed awake the whole way back and chatted to Anthony 
so he didn’t fall asleep either.  Kim and I chatted for some of it, and the other 
guy in the car appeared to sleep the whole time, then later revealed he’d 
heard the whole conversation. 
 So we all got back ok, and apparently the rest of the river was pretty 
much flat paddling but very pretty.  They pulled out after dark.  The group that 
had to stay the night ended up getting back at around 1pm the next day, and 
everyone enjoyed our epic adventure. 
 
 
Crapon Classifieds: 
 
Buy and sell your outdoorsy stuff here. LUMC members can advertise for free, 
however submissions are subject to conditions and LUMC accepts no 
responsibility for items advertised here  
 
For Sale: 
 
Ski boots, Arkos touring/ telemark, Leather size 9 in VGC, Vibram sole with 75mm 
toe, Ankle strap for tele work $50.00. Contact  Darren 0418 147 711 or 9354 4868 or 
email darvien@yahoo.com 
 
Climbing Shoes, Anasazi Lace Up, Size 42 Brand new, $100 Conact Jackie: 
0438 695 581 or email jackiebernardi@gmail.com 
 
Climbing Shoes, La Sportiva Mythos, Size 43, Barely Used, exc condition, 
$100 contact Jackie: 0438 695 581 or email jackiebernardi@gmail.com 
 
Climbing Harness, Salewa, Small Size, Great Condition, $70, contact Jackie: 
0438 695 581 or email jackiebernardi@gmail.com 
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LUMC members can climb at Cliffhanger in Altona for reduced 
rates. On presentation of your LUMC card, you get $11 entry 
before 5:30 each day, and Friday nights are half price entry and 
gear hire. For more info contact Corey  
ctputkunz@students.latrobe.edu.au   
 
 

 
Club Meetings 
 
LUMC officially meets 1pm every Monday and Thursday at SARA during 
semester. Come along and chat with other members and watch each other 
eat lunch.  
 
 
Club Attire 
 
LUMC T-shirts are now available for members to 
purchase at a cheap cheap $20. Contact Sarah if you 
want to get your hands on one. 
kangamoo@gmail.com    
 

  
 
 
 
 

 
Report from the desk of Megan Dunn: 
By LUMC’s United States correspondent Megan Dunn 
(Yes, of course I’m doing 
schoolwork too :P) 
 
Well, it’s pretty damn cold over 
here in Washington DC - there’s 
been a few snow days, and if it 
gets as warm as 10oC I get 
excited.  So far I’ve checked out 
the snow in West Virginia (it’s 
kind of like Tasmania out that 
way, lots of wilderness, lots of 
conservationist hippies, and lots 
of conservative rednecks).  

Above left: Front view                      Above right: Back view  
 
Right: Tom models the new LUMC t-shirt at O-Week 2005 
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There was one weekend of snow camping and skiing average cover at a 
cross country resort, and another weekend of skiing on 30+ inches of fresh 
powder at a downhill resort, with condos and hot tubs.  On the weekend I also 
tried out night skiing at Whitetail in Pennsylvania – on man-made snow and 
sheets of ice. 
 
On the weekend, at the supercrag that is Great Falls, VA, I learnt how cold 
rock can really get. There was no snow on the ground, but as soon as you 
started a climb, the rock would just suck the heat from your hands. I had a 
hand warmer sachet in my chalkbag and was using the chalk bag in an 
attempt to regain some sensation in my fingers, rather than for chalk. 
 
Coming plans – I’ll be checking out the bouldering in Governors Stables in 
Pennsylvania this weekend, and I’ve just booked a flight (only $98!) to Las 
Vegas for April, to go climbing at Red Rocks for a few days.   

Megan Dunn 
 
 
Been thinking about running a trip? 
  
Want to run a trip? Simply get an idea and contact the particular activities’ 
convenor for some guidance. We are in need of more social events! Also 
need keen interested people to help organise more hiking, climbing, kayaking, 
snow, mountaineering and mountain biking activities. The LUMC is your club 
and is only as exciting as its members. Trips are organised by you, so get in 
there and make it exciting! It’s too easy! 

 
 
 

Above: Campsite near Mt 
Feathertop 
Photo: Shaun Kratzer  


