The Eighties
1981–1990
1981 The Catholic Walker, Thirtieth Anniversary Edition 1951-1981, edited by Andrea Twining

1981 Club rooms move to Bushgears Meeting Room above 377 Little Bourke St Melbourne.
1981 Br Alban Sisson President CWCV
1981 April CWCV leads Federation Walk, Cathedral Range State Park
1982 ‘No Dams’ campaign, Alpine National Park campaign and other conservation issues
feature in Mark Thompson’s articles in The Catholic Walker
1984 Frances and Joe Borg appointed Life Members in recognition of 15 years of service to
Search and Rescue and club contacts
1984 Wednesday walks introduced
1985 CWCV Club rooms move again, back to YCW Auditorium, upstairs at 355 Lonsdale St.
1985 CWCV becomes an incorporated association
1985 Gabrielle (Gabi) Guaran joins CWCV
1986 December Jane Cassidy organises Formal Dinner at Sealer’s Cove
1987 Day walks depart from outside YCW, corner Elizabeth and Lonsdale Sts, at 9 am. Mass at
St Francis at 8 am
1987 October: ‘The all-women’s assault on Bogong’, and ‘The all-men’s assault on Mt Piper’
1989 New clubrooms, Ross House, 247 Flinders Lane
1989 and 1990 great ski seasons

then we all pile into the van
Friday night. Race for Batman Avenue after work. Wander amongst the piles of packs strewn all around
the footpath at the bus stop, and then we all pile into the van. Lindsay Hood would start off through the
darkening streets of Melbourne, and very soon afterwards, a tall bloke with a French-looking beret would
pull out a song book and strike up a few songs. Strange songs about ‘Ivan’ and ‘llkley Moor’ Baht’at’ and
then another bloke with a grin would start singing a weird song about ‘Worms’!
In the middle of the night, the van would start bumping over very uncivilised roads and eventually would
stop at a clearing or a turning-around spot and people would take their packs and stand out on the road,
sometimes in drizzle, and wait for instructions from the leader. ‘The campsite is only about a mile along
this track’, he would say. And then by flickering torchlight, the party would struggle off into the night, and
sometimes another chorus of ‘Worms’ would be heard from the tailenders.
The next morning, at the sound of voices, it was always a thrill to poke my head out of the tent flap and
see what kind of surroundings we were in.
Bernie O’Shea, ‘Walking in Two Eras’, Catholic Walker Thirtieth Anniversary Edition 1951-1981, p. 20
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The van trip from Dom Dom Saddle to Mt St Leonard led by the Conheadys, on Sunday the 20th of March 1983.
We had a short walk and the full walk, as we had babies and youngsters in the group. Lindsay Andrew Hood
drove the van and did so on many occasions. Lindsay looked after us well. After cold wet walks he had his gas
radiator on in the van.
MC to JK May 2021

Demise of the Lindsay Hood van trips
The Eighties saw the demise of the
Lindsay Hood van trips. I remember
fondly the singing and general
mayhem from the large group of
more than 30 on the return trip
from a beach walk at Torquay,
before legal requirements for
passenger safety precluded this
method of transport.
Rob Giebels, ‘The Eighties’, in Catholic
Walker 60th Anniversary Issue, p. 19

One of the last van trips
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there were sheets that were eaten by the machine
When I first began (editing, in 1978), we were printing The Walker with the Club's Roneo. Using the Roneo
(which is a temperamental and delicate creature, as anyone who has used it will know), a group of people
would gather on one night to 'run it off'. We developed our own language for such nights. Excluding the
existing language which was sometimes used towards that delicate creature I mentioned above, I shall give
you a few examples. One well used expression was 'it's buggared up true'. And anyone who made it a regular
practice to criticise our technique or finished product, I’m afraid that your name was taken in vain: we had
‘John Brown’ copies. These were the ones which weren't quite up to scratch; e.g. they may have been put
through twice (very effective, actually) or crooked or too faint. Then there were sheets that were eaten by the
machine: they went in, but failed to reappear–had to be extracted, sometimes partly digested. Sometimes
helpers would get a bit confused and we'd have the back of a page printed on upside down–or how about the
same thing on both sides? Collating and stapling was a tangle of bodies as we collected the sheets in order.
But now things are different. NOW we don't have to worry about ink on our hands, or 'buggared up true' ones,
or even tangled bodies. At the Department of Youth, Sport and Recreation our 'magazine' is printed from our
original which is typed on ordinary typing paper, and it is collated for us (we save ourselves a bit of expense by
stapling it ourselves). Using the offset printer, we can use more drawings etc. than before. We are also saving
money by being able to draw our own covers, rather than having to have a cover printed separately.
Andrea Twining (now Luscombe), CW May 1982

On the Baw Baw Plateau

Harry follows his nose and the back of his hand
Baw Baw plateau trip is planned for July 7, led by (no points for guessing) Harry Twining. Many walkers/skiers
follow a compass and a map, but Harry follows his nose and the back of his hand. Come along for a great day.
CW May 1984
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Pipe-smoking Joe ponders a chess move

A Checklist for Leaders
…Know how to handle problem
people and peoples' problems: the
racer, the laggard, the aggressive, the
bumbling, the sickie, the moaner.
Alban Sisson, CW Sept 1985

Pauline Patterson and Ann Baird
crossing the Lake Vera Creek in the
Cradle Mountain N. P., Tasmania ,
1984
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Formal Dinner at Sealer’s Cove, December 1986
Evening dress is required and B.Y.O. card table, candles and chairs for the formal dinner on the Saturday night.
The night the sea turns to wine! Jane Cassidy (now Adams) Organiser.
CW September 1986, p. 5

Back Row: Peter ?, Paul Roberts, John Brandenbury, Tony ?, Roy Burns; Middle Row: Rob Giebels, Lynette Bailey, Anne Maher,
Julie Martin, Dominic Pagliaro; Front row: Gerardine Keyte, Jane Cassidy, Gabrielle Guaran, Darlene Vanderbelt

avail ourselves of the legal protection provided by
incorporating the Club
In its nearly 35 years the Club has not had any legal
problems, and, God willing, and with prudence on
our own part, we shall never have any. The best way
to be prudent is to avail ourselves of the legal
protection provided by incorporating the Club.
President’s Annual report, CW July 1985, p. 4
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I want parks for natural environment first
I'm personally for maximum ecology
conservation–but no one believes me. Everyone
seems to want parks-for-people. I want parks
for natural environment first, people second.
Think about it!
Mark Thompson, ‘Antarctica’, CW May 1989, p. 34

The Eighties
The all-women’s assault on the Big Fella, 24-25 October 1987
It was packs up again at two, just as a few drops of rain were felt. We heard a loud clap of thunder and
approaching us at eye level was a black cloud. THE BIG FELLA DID NOT SEEM WILLING TO BE ASSAULTED EASILY BY
A WOMEN'S ONLY GROUP. As we then proceeded to climb from the treeline it began to rain and then hail. The
hail was so heavy and falling so thickly that it hurt our legs, and even our arms through our parkas. UNDAUNTED,
WE PRESSED ON!
…
We reached the track on top and made our way to Cleve Cole Hut, walking through snow drifts. The temperature
had dropped considerably and by the time we reached the hut one and a half hours after leaving the treeline, we
were seriously chilled and very wet.
There was a fire going in the hut. We stayed there for our communal tea (four courses), and then we camped in a
shallow area behind the hut, while a group of the weaker, disorganised sex huddled in the hut. We spent a warm,
comfortable and dry night in our tents (yes, one leech was found).
…
Those in the party: Andrea Twining (Intrepid Leader), Mary Anne Freeman (The Pacesetter), Jenny Dibben (Blister
Queen), Gabrielle Guaran (Steam Train), Pauline Patterson (four currant buns), Susan Luscombe (owner of the
down jacket and driest tent) and Vanessa Verenan (The Baby, born in 1966).
Andrea Twining (now Luscombe), CW Nov 1987, pp.13-14

we just sat, gazing into the glowing embers, too lazy
to stir
When we finally reached the Dargo River, we
walked a further kilometre upstream into the heart
of the Mayford Clearing. This clearing is a natural 75
acre expanse of open plain and made an excellent
camping place for the Saturday night. Dinner
brought the inevitable choice of ‘White or Red?’.
Later around the fire we had three different ports
to taste. Eventually the talking died to a murmur
and we just sat, gazing into the glowing embers, too
lazy to stir. As far as I'm concerned, this aspect of an
over-night walk can never be matched by any day
walk.
Dominic Pagliaro, ’Mayford clearing’, CW July 1985, p. 14

Picking up supplies for the Barmah Forest
Basecamp: Rosemary Wishart, Alban
Sisson, Rob Giebels, and Christine
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1991–2000
1991 The Catholic Walker, Fortieth Anniversary Issue, edited by John Hempenstall

1991 Cathedral Range Base Camp in March. Outgoing chaplain Fr Bernie Machin celebrates Mass
outdoors under the gum trees
1991 Fr Michael Mifsud becomes chaplain
1994 CWCV and Camperdown Bushwalking Club co-host Federation Weekend in the Grampians in
October
1996 – 153 members
1997 New meeting place, St Mary’s West Melbourne, for Club meetings and walk departures
1997 The CWCV is on ‘the net’
1998 Navigating by GPS: a trip to the Razorback Ridge is the testing ground for a borrowed GPS unit.
(Rob–Mr Gadget–had borrowed a GPS from work.)
1998 Corrie van den Bosch joins CWCV

1998 The Fifties and Sixties: A collection of reminiscences by early members of the Catholic Walking Club
of Victoria, edited by Kerry Maher
1999/2000 132 members; Tom Buykx tops walk statistics: 41 walks

Gabi’s rock-climbing effort in The Grampians

Eventually we drove the six or so kilometres to
the track leading up to the Chimney Pots. It had
been misty but this now began to lift, ushering in
beautiful Autumnal sunshine. The track circles
around behind the Pots and then it is every
person for themselves when it comes to making
the vertical assault up to the summits. Martin and
his mate Allan now showed their metaI. The rest
of us BAR ONE could only admit defeat while the
peaks were gained by our rope-men. And who
was that one? In what I suggest might be a first
(female) for our club, GABRIELLE G. ascended to
the dizzy heights with the assistance of a rope and
vocal support from Martin. I myself had made an
attempt after Gabrielle–after alI the leader has to
be where the action is–but this leader soon
decided that discretion was the better part of
valour.
Peter Matheson, ‘Ascending heights in the Grampians’,
CW May 1991, p. 5-6

Peter Matheson
on the Long Spur
between Mts
Bogong and
Wills, 1992

It was a typical Matheson walk
It was a typical Matheson walk: maximum use of
energy, good weather and great scenery, but
where is Tom Buykx when something just must be
called ‘BIG TIME’!!
Andrea Twining, ‘A Trip to Tarli Karng’,
CW March 1992, p. 11
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New grading for walks
The gradings listed in the Walks Programme do not necessarily match those of the leader.

Please consult the gradings with the leader before departure.
The Leader

Official Grading

What it really means!

Tom Buykx

Easy

Hard

Medium

Start praying

Hard

Make your will before you leave.

Easy

Your small toe may get tired.

Medium

May involve walking–probably to the nearest eatery.

Hard

A sojourn along a made track–flat, bound to find a place to
eat and chat.

Easy

Hard

Medium

Go for 40 km runs every day and pump iron. Do this for a
year and you may be fit enough to go on this walk.

Hard

40 days and 40 nights in the desert has nothing on this
walk.

Easy

A snowball or splash of water in the face.

Medium

Increase in frequency of snowballs or water to the face.

Hard

You‘re either covered in snowballs or drenched by water
on this type of walk.

Gerardine Keyte

Peter Matheson

Andrea Twining

Enjoy your walking!
Roy Burns, CW January 1995, p. 9

Bogong pack carry
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we are off at 7.00 a.m. to pay our respects to Jagungal
Alban and Tom's unerring navigation leads onto a campsite on a sheltered boulder strewn knoll 'neath the
benevolent gaze of Mt. Jagungal. Tents erupt, fire is struck, cuppa downed and this weary bod is ready for
an arvo sleep when, lo and behold, at 4.30 p.m. the intrepid duo of Pete and Euan announce an assault on
Jagungal to see the sunset. Needless to say, the sun has well and truly set when the warriors return, having
made a slight detour of two ridges and a home run to our fire in time for a starlit dinner.
In the morning glory we are off at 7.00 a.m. to pay our respects to Jagungal. Here we go, Tree trunk
Roberts, Pakman Roy and the rest of our motley crew, through patches of swampy worzlescratch, then out
onto an open grassy ridge; the outcrops of boulders and huge quartzite tors are glowing white. On top
stands a lone figure, some 500' above us, but the bod has gone on our arrival; perhaps some lost phantom
from the past.
John Hindle, ‘Jagungal Revisited’, CW March 1996, p. 8

Gabi Guaran, Rob Giebels, Paul Piaskowski and Tom Buykx, Pack carry, Mt Beauty
Bernie O'Shea had a new-fangled contraption
Bernie O'Shea had a new-fangled contraption which told us where we were, how far we had travelled, in what direction the
campsite was, and the quickest, most direct way back (straight over the cliff) to where we had started. It also told you your
altitude and blood type.
Andrea Twining (now Luscombe), ‘The Grampians in Springtime’, CW November 1997, p.79
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Bike repairs on French Island

New tent
The most recent thing we have done is, I'm sorry, REPLACED THE 1970s CLUB TENT!!!! with a 1990s, 2.4 kg,
three season, Adventure Design tent. But don't tell everyone because people are lining up to hire it already.
Andrea Twining (now Luscombe), ‘From the Prez’, CW May 1999, p. 24

It is 11 o'clock at night, and The Walker is already one week late
It is 11 o'clock at night, and The Walker is already one week late. Excuses, excuses. I am busy at school
with another round of CATs, and 75 % of our four-person committee is away either overseas or
interstate: Gabi Guaran is in India, Tom Buykx in Europe, Lorraine Wood in New South Wales, but I am
in humble Reservoir. However, because our Club is like it is, people have come out of the woodwork to
help: Janice Sisson has offered to become part of the committee, making five; Claire Beriman, as on
many other occasions, has rolled up her very able sleeves, President Rob has come good with pages of
material and a helping hand, again; and Paul Roberts also came over to help a sometimes-incompetent
Editor who misplaces AGM minutes.
Andrea Twining (now Luscombe), ‘Editorial’, CW July 1997, p.2
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This is how the necessities for a Formal Dinner at Sealers Cove are carried

Out came the tablecloths, candelabra, food and wine
Formal Dinner at Sealers Cove! (1998) On arrival, the tables, chairs and Australian Flag were set up and out came
the tablecloths, candelabra, food and wine. We emerged from tents in our finery and enjoyed our five-course meal–
to the entertainment of other campers.
Margaret Cuthbertson, 2021.

Alban Sisson crossing the
Tooma River, 1995
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Teddy bears and walkers in the Grampians, 1999
Teddy bears and pyjamas in the Grampians
… there were seven brave souls who ventured out on that last Sunday in October [1999]. The day was bright and
sunny, ideal for wearing silkies. We soon found however that night hats give little protection against the sun. If
you can imagine how colourful wild flowers are alongside the track, only to be outdone by purple nighties, pink
silkies, pale blue nightgowns and multi-coloured boxers, then you can picture the Catholic Walking Club in full
regalia. Some of us were a little apprehensive at first, but only because there were so many other people walking
that Sunday. Perfect! Well, Jane led the adventurous troupe up to Silent Street via the Bridal Falls then on to the
Pinnacle and the Nerve Test. There wasn't a single person who didn't stop to chat along the track. Some were a
bit wary and others thought from a distance that we were a hippie or religious sect. However, after introductions,
we usually had to pose for a photo with members of their party included.
Rob Giebels, ‘Going Bananas in Pyjamas’, CW November 1999, p. 15

I'm so grateful that I can still do this
We made a brief stop there, then continued on towards Mt. Jerusalem. What an awesome panorama
surrounded us: to the north Mt. Roland; to the west the mountains of the Cradle Mountain-Lake St Clair National
Park and to the south Frenchman's Cap. Below us lay a vast area of rocks, lakes and tams, rugged and bleak, yet
with its own haunting beauty: the Central Highlands. Tom repeated what he had already said a number of times:
‘I'm so grateful that I can still do this.’ And so say all of us.
… Back at Devonport we scrubbed up and went out for a counter meal and a relaxing evening chewing the cud of
the week's adventure. To quote Tom just once more: ‘To whom would we say thank you if there wasn't a God?’
Corrie van den Bosch, ‘Pilgrimage to the Walls of Jerusalem’, CW January 2000, p. 18
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2001–2010
2001 Catholic Walker 50th Anniversary Special Edition 1951-2001, edited by Andrea Luscombe

2001 50th Anniversary Celebrations: weekend camp at Ned’s Gully, Cathedrals, and Mass and dinner – 185
attendees at St Christopher’s, Syndal in May
2001 Paul Robert steps down after 13 years on committee, including position of Editor. Paul continues to
look after the club website
2003 Alpine fires destroy some high country huts visited recently by club members
2003 Insurance does not cover skiing, so no CWCV ski trips this year
2003 November Pilgrimage to Feathertop, to witness devastation caused by Alpine fires
2004 Death of Alban Sisson
2004 Phil Murray travels from Queensland for his first CWCV Melbourne Cup Weekend Victorian Alps
pack carry
2005 Five CWCV members assist in Regent Honeyeater Habitat Project
2005 May Club Anniversary Weekend at Cooks Mill Camping Ground, Cathedral Range
2006/2007 Alpine bushfires – 10 high country huts destroyed
2007 CWCV adopts Risk Management Guidelines
2007 February The Wet Formal Dinner at Sealers Cove
2008 Deaths of early CWCV members Jim Hooper, George O’Brien and Bill Roberts
2008 Krystyna Derwinska leads four CWCV walkers in the Tatra Mountains, Poland
2009 7 February Black Saturday fires
2009 22 March Death of Vera Newberry in cycling accident on a CWCV trip in Tasmania; deaths of Gabi
Guaran, Adrian Buykx, Pauline Lynch and Jack Vanderfeen
2009 Tom Buykx receives BWV Distinguished Service Award (Gold)
2010 Death of Geoff Luscombe

My first hard packcarry with a club
My first hard packcarry with a club... No wonder that I was so nervous about going for the four-day Cobberas
trip with all the ‘superbushies’: Tom, Peter, John, Rob, Allan, Dean, and young Mark. However, knowing that
Vera, Jane and Barbara were coming was reassuring….
It was lovely to be able to keep warm and dry a bit just standing around the fire, talking, looking at what
others were having for dinner (thanks to Rob's culinary miracles, I had the best custard of my life). At one
such moment I realised that I was fully enjoying the whole experience. Wet feet and shoulders did not
matter, water running freely down my neck and arms when trying to drink couldn't make me feel miserable.
Good company, the feeling of togetherness, even if it was soaking in the rain together, was really great.
Krystyna Derwinska, ‘Four days in Brumby Country’, CW Nov 2000, p. 18
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Packs ready at Lake St Clair, Tasmania, for a trip to Pine Valley Hut and the Acropolis
It is distressing to lose them–a part of our history
…some of the huts we have visited even in the last few weeks no longer exist because of disastrous bushfires.
It seems that Pretty Plains Hut, amongst others, is gone, and Wheelers Hut has been under threat. Those who
visit these historic huts, especially in dramatic weather conditions in winter, feel a powerful bond to them. It is
distressing to lose them–a part of our history.
Bernie O’Shea, ‘Editorial’, C W Jan 2003 p.2

By now we were seeing for ourselves the devastation caused by the fires
By now we were seeing for ourselves the devastation caused by the fires. It was eerie walking through the burnt
bush–like a cemetery–black tree trunks looming solemnly ahead like tombstones, total silence. The site of
Federation Hut was a suitable spot for lunch. Little remains of the hut itself–a concrete slab and some of the
water tank. The only thing that appeared in one piece was the pot belly stove. Tom was proud to see the initials
'BPS' still engraved in the foundations.
…I found that the weekend was both an outer and inner journey. A walk to the site of a hut, in the history of
which our club played an integral role. It was also a discovery of my limits and how to work with them.
Gabi Guaran, ‘Pilgrimage to Feathertop’ CW May 2004, p. 20-22
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Lorraine Wood’s cakes were
often the highlight of a trip

eating Lorraine Wood’s second chocolate cake
As we settled in to coffee, Rob brought out the Port bottle and Lorraine Wood's famous chocolate cake appeared and
as always was eaten quickly.…We finished off the evening chatting and drinking port and eating Lorraine Wood’s
second chocolate cake around the camp tables.
Peter Naughtin, ‘Canoeing on the Glenelg River’, CW March 2003, p.29

Nobody said that bushwalkers had to be sane!!
I have taken the opportunity to contribute an
article on a hobby of mine which relates to
bushwalking-GPS navigation. Some of you may
have seen me wandering about with a yellow
‘mobile phone’, wires running up to a patch of
‘Velcro’ on my hat, and wondered what on
earth was happening. It's OK. Nobody said that
bushwalkers had to be sane!!
Bernie O’Shea, Editor, CW September 2001, p.2

‘Does your GPS show the coffee shop?’ Dominic
Godwin and Bernie O’Shea, 2006
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we celebrated Mass together around the campfire

Soon after we got back, Father Michael arrived for dinner and Mass. A very welcome addition to our party. And
also about this time, Maz and Peter found us, as they have been accustomed to do on the Anniversary
weekend. We cooked our meal first, while there was still a little light, and by the time we had finished that, the
campfire was underway for a good evening. Mass was a really special experience, as only those who have
shared the sacrament surrounded by God’s Australian bush can know. Michael's thoughts and observations led
other members of the group to share their thoughts also, to the benefit of all.
People arrived and departed to suit their own schedules, we did two of the hardest walks in the area, we
celebrated Mass together around the campfire. Isn’t this what the Catholic Walking Club is all about? Let's do it
again next year ...
Bernie O’Shea, ‘Club Anniversary weekend May at Cooks Mill Camping Ground, Cathedral Range’, CW May 2005 p. 6

May 2002, Anniversary Weekend at the Cathedral Range

Back: Bernie O’Shea, Tony Frigo, Aldo Pettiti, Joe Rappa, Krystyna Derwinska, Rob Giebels, Katrina Savic, Alex
Farkas, David (visitor)
Middle: Chris Mason, Celinda Estallo, Corrie van den Bosch, Karen (visitor), Jan Wilkinson, Tom Buykx
Front: Joe De Giorgio, Barbara Piaskowska, Rose Chong, Linda Molineux, Lorraine Wood, Vincenta (visitor)
41

The Noughties
I was hooked on the Victorian Alps
Living in Brisbane it is a bit hard to do many trips with the Catholic Walking Club of Victoria. I did my first walk
with the CWCV in 2004. This was the Mt Howitt and the Viking Circuit with Tom and 10 other walkers. I loved
the trip so much I was hooked on the Victorian Alps and the beautiful wildflowers particularly the dark purple
Alpine Rusty Pods (Hovea Montana) and told myself I had to come back for more. [And he did, in 2006 and
subsequently.]
Phil Murray, ‘The Fainters and Mt Feathertop’, CW January 2007, p.27

What is this world coming to?
Sunday was a long day. Up the Swindler Spur the track was steep at first but then gradually and steadily rose
towards snowgrass plains set amongst splendid snowgums. We meandered through fields of mauve trigger
plants, golden everlastings and yellow belly buttons. At Derrick Hut a little patch of snow showed that while we
had experienced hail at Blair's it had been worse here. Even now it was cold and windy, and we did not spend
much time on Mt Loch. But no matter the cold wind howling over Mt Hotham, Rob and Paul had to stop and
make phone calls on their mobiles, as they had also done on Mt Feathertop. What is this world coming to?
Tom Buykx, ‘A long night’s journey into day’ (Setting off at 10.10 pm to climb Mt Feathertop.) CW March 2000, p. 5.

Springtime in the Northern Grampians, October 2009
42

The Noughties

A dawn walk
We formed our traditional circle at 4.45 am, and set
off south along Hyslops Road, finding our way easily
after adjusting to the light, with silhouettes of trees
black against the sky. We could hear kangaroos
thumping past in the paddock near the road. After a
kilometre or two the lights from Rosebud to Portsea
spread out to our right, while still further in the
distance we could see the lights from Queenscliff to
Point Lonsdale.

Jim and Julia Conlon
Mushrooming

…some
people
decided
to
go
mushrooming. Krystyna and Barbara were
the experts in picking edible fungi. Barbara
showed me her selection of orange
mushrooms, tastefully covered with
bracken. The mushrooms, a beautiful deep
orange, didn't look edible. Barbara assured
me that they were delicious, 'tasting like
steak'.

Julia Conlon, ‘Oh what a beautiful morning! A dawn walk’,
CW March 2007, p.4

Gabi Guaran, ‘Anniversary Base Camp at
Cathedral Ranges’, CW July 2007, p. 18

There were a number of theories put into
practice
It’s amazing how much discussion there can
be around how to protect food from mice.
There was a strong feeling that the
construction of the table should make it
mouse-proof. There were a number of
theories put into practice. Krystyna hung her
little Esky from the roof. Alan put his food in
his pack and hung his pack on the wall in the
upstairs room. Roy wrapped his up and put it
in his pack next to his bunk. I put mine in my
day pack near the back door.
Margaret Cuthbertson, ‘The Mt Erica Weekend
(or Encounters of the Rodent Kind)’, CW October
2015, p. 20

Mel negotiates a tricky section in the Werribee Gorge
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2011–2021
2011 The Catholic Walker: 60th Anniversary Issue 1951–2011, edited by Joan Kenny
2011 Vera Newberry Photo Competition established by Doug Newberry in memory of Vera
2011 13 May 60th Anniversary celebrations at St Mary Magdalene’s Church and Parish Hall,
Jordanville
2011 October CWCV and Peninsula Bushwalking Club co-host Federation Day Walks on the
Mornington Peninsula
2012 January CWCV NZ trip
2014 Corrie van den Bosch leads four women to summit of Frenchman’s Cap, Tasmania
2015 CWCV trips to Maria Island, Tasmania and Southwest Tasmania
2015 Formal dinner at Mt Samaria
2015 Phil Murray and other Queenslanders join CWCV at the Grampians base camp
2015 Deaths of Joe Cotter and Nick van Ewijk
2018 Twelve members walk the Three Capes Walk, Tasmania

2020 Marriage of Xuan and Peter Matheson
2020/2021 Covid-19 lockdowns disrupt the CWCV program
2021 70th Anniversary celebrations

Tony Frigo, Allan Rose, Corrie van den Bosch, Peter Naughtin, Hania Bartenbach, Michael Mifsud, Genevieve
Thomas, and in front, Rosalie Padovan and visitor Gwen Thomas, Cradle Mountain, 2011
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None of these things gets a mention in the track notes
All together we made fairly slow progress. We had a lunchbreak somewhere on the track, because two mill sites
which might have been suitable are no longer obvious. By now we had also become aware of the local wildlife.
Some of us had seen a splendid tiger snake, but many other, quite small black creatures drew our attention:
leeches! They came up from the ground, from the scrub we pushed past or dropped out of the trees.
None of these things gets a mention in the track notes I was using. They actually blithely state: ‘Eventually the
tramway arrives at a 4-way signposted junction.’ Somewhere on its way there, however, the tramline disappears
into a wide gully. There is a big log across the stream here and a little further another one. Which one does the
track use? We first crossed the stream on the farther log, but beyond it there was a steep hillside which would
have been impossible for the old steam engines. So, back to the first log, which was really more in line with the
tramway gradient, but beyond it there was a black swamp. A few sharp-eyed members then spotted old marking
tapes on the trees in that swamp and we followed them, hopping onto old pieces of bridge timbers lying
around. There is still one bridge trestle standing there in that awful bog. How did they ever build a whole bridge
here?
Tom Buykx, ‘Ada Valley day walk’, CW April 2012, p. 8

Those of us present climbed Rawnsley
Bluff
Those of us present climbed Rawnsley
Bluff on the Thursday, a not all that
easy ascent. With the help mainly of
Harry, Cathy made her way to the
summit. Our camp could be seen far
below.
‘Spring-time in the Flinders Ranges’,
Peter Matheson, CW Dec 2014, p. 9

Harry provides a hand up for Cathy at Rawnsley Bluff

Drinks service at lunch on the
Lerderderg-Byers Back Track
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We’ve done it! Rosalie Padovan, Corrie van den Bosch, Marianne Trigg and Jan Wilkinson,
returning from the summit of Frenchmans Cap, 2014

It’s been my ambition to climb Frenchmans Cap for some time
Eventually, about one hour 45 minutes after leaving Lake Tahune Hut, we were on the summit! Our reward was
magnificent 360 ⁰ views in fine conditions. There was no wind, so we felt no urge to hurry our time on the top.
It’s been my ambition to climb Frenchmans Cap for some time so to finally be standing on it was one of those
‘peak experiences’ in life! The magnificence of Southwest Tasmania’s wilderness spread as far as the eye could
see in every direction–peaks, lakes and in the distance, Macquarie Harbour.
Jan Wilkinson, ‘Adventures on the Apple Isle (five women, nine days in S Tas)’, CW April 2014, p. 27

Not everyone can walk three kms with a broken collar bone
Not everyone can walk three kms with a broken collar bone and broken leg and then learn to use an I-phone
(major development from a flip-phone), all in one afternoon!
Bernadette Madden, ‘Ineen’s adventure on the Routeburn’, CW June 2019, p. 23
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The Teens

Celina Slodowy and Mel Chua climbing towards Rees Saddle, N Z

What would you have done if we hadn't arrived?
…[on] a blanket of fresh snow and then in a blizzard we climbed towards the Rees Saddle and then a slippery
and treacherous descent to the Dart Hut. The Ranger was camped there, so I asked ‘What would you have
done if we hadn't arrived?’ His quick response was ‘Nothing, I expected you to have turned back’.
Adrian Jones, ‘Rees-Dart N Z Walk’, CW Oct 2012, p. 7

liturgy on the beach
Sunday began with a liturgy on the beach for the Second Sunday of Lent, with the roar of the ocean
providing music of Creation. Frances provided a reflection on the Gospel of the day, the Transfiguration
(Matt 17:1-9), finding many echoes of our own experience in this mysterious passage.
Joan Kenny, ‘Cape Conran and Marlo’, CW June 2017, p. 9
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The Teens

Anniversary Day, 2014, at Lysterfield

The gift of Winter
Wilderness places invite us to feel again, and to
become at one with those ancient rhythms. When I
walk in them, I often find myself listening to their
silence, letting it seep into me through all my senses,
including the pores of my skin. And I notice that
silence is filled with sound, sound that does not
disrupt, but enhances the depth of that silence so
that it becomes a Presence that embraces me. It
reconnects me with my own inner wilderness places,
rich in silence, dark as the depths of the long Winter
night, yet filled with that same life-giving Presence,
embracing me from within even as it envelopes me
from without.
‘The Gift of Winter’, Corrie van den Bosch CW, June 2018,
p.8

Andrea Luscombe and Mark Thompson,
Anniversary Day 2018
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The Teens
To whatever Tom does, he brings his joyful
enthusiasm
In his almost 54 years in the Club, Tom has held just
about every Club office, many of them several times
over. As Club President, Secretary, Treasurer, Walks
Sub-Committee, The Catholic Walker Committee,
Rep on Bushwalking Victoria Search and Rescue, etc.
etc., Tom has made a tremendous contribution to
our Club becoming what it is today. To whatever
Tom does, he brings his joyful enthusiasm, his
expertise, his meticulous attention to detail, his
refined sense of courtesy, sociable companionship,
hospitality, care for the solos among us, especially in
times of sickness or special need...
Corrie van den Bosch, ‘Tom Buykx – 80 years young’, CW
December 2012, p. 6

Tom at work on the Regent Honeyeater Project, 2010

Tom Buykx, Barbara Nankervis, Harry Twining, Corrie van den Bosch, Krystyna Derwinska
and Frances Mongan on Mt Jatihmathang, 2018
How long is it since we had newly-weds on a CWCV Walk?
The first names on my list of walkers were Mr and Mrs Matheson, Peter and Xuan, who joined the walk one
week after their wedding! How long is it since we had newly-weds on a CWCV Walk?
Joan Kenny, ‘Homewood to Yea on the Great Victorian Rail Trail’, CW April 2020, p. 18
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Wonnangatta Revisited

G

oing back in time over fifty years to a
specific event is a pretty daunting task, but
on the occasion of the Catholic Walking Club of
Victoria‘s 70th Anniversary a risk well worth taking
to retrieve some memories and experiences that
we have had and wish to share. How is it that we
remember these experiences: be they a winter
ascent of Feathertop; rained out camping and
track clearing on the Donna Buang Range,
specifically Mt Vinegar; making the classic Cradle
Mountain, Lake St Clair trip via the Overland
Track; a six day assault on Federation Peak with no
huts; a ski tour from the top of the Bennison Spur
over the Snowy Plains to the Vallejo Ganter Hut
on Mt Howitt; an icy swim in Lake Tali Karng; or
the social visit to Kerry and Jan Maher‘s young
family camped at Mt Beauty caravan park that
quickly morphed into an impromptu one day
ascent of Bogong via the Staircase Spur in the
middle of summer.
Oh why then, do I remember specifically the
Commando Weekend led by David Warrillow in
January 1970? I suspect it was my desire to cheat
a bit and avoid carrying a heavy pack for an
extended weekend trip. After my years in the
seminary I was not used to heavy pack carrying
any longer and the thought of travelling light had
great appeal to me. After all, I would not be alone,
but have quite a number of companions on this
trek down to the Old Wonnangatta Homestead.
Things began well. We travelled through Heyfield
and Licola in the dark and met up on the top of
Bennison Spur at one of the mountain cattlemen‘s
huts, the Jack Higgins Hut. It was no ordinary hut,
but a new structure which had, not double bunks,
but triple decker bunks. The hut was used by
school groups from the Marist Brothers for their
alpine excursions. We arrived progressively Friday
night or Saturday morning until our company was
complete. It had already been explained to me
that my contribution was to say Mass for the
group on our triumphant return.

The day dawned and we set off untroubled by packs
of any kind, but just a ‘swag‘ consisting of our rolled
up oiled japara jackets and secreted inside them,
our water bottles and food, mainly nuts, and wore
them slung over one shoulder. It was downhill all
the way, down Mt Darling (not marked on recent
maps, but could be at -37.250048 and 146.825025,
however at 3715 ᵒ on the Macalister River
Watershed Map, 1976) and to the Wonnangatta
River at the bottom. The pressure on the ankles and
especially on the knees took its toll as our numbers
were stretched out like an elastic band. But
eventually we all collapsed on the first flats in the
valley in the late afternoon. Our leader had long
gone fishing in the Wonnangatta River. There was
no camp to prepare, it was a Commando weekend
after all.
A few of us got up to check on the harvest nearby, a
reference to the fruit trees that were the legacy of
the old and burned down Wonnangatta farm house
that had been there. The fruit trees were there all
right and there was fruit on them. But we were
three weeks early. It was the case of ‘little green
apples or nothing’. David tried his tackle on the
trout, but the trout were not interested, doubtless
they had other fish to fry. But the campfire was
good. It had to be, there were no tents or sleeping
bags. It was after all, a Commando Weekend.
In the cool of the morning we consumed our
miserable rations and set off for what was hopefully
the old pack horse track back to the top, the Dry
River track from the Wonnangatta River back to the
Snowy Plains. It was all up hill and as the
temperature soared we struggled on and rested,
and then dehydration and cramps affected some of
the group. I was one of the first ones back as I had
to prepare for the Mass. I have never been so short
of breath as I was that day. I remembered
preaching, but I cannot recollect what I said that
day, the aftermath of the Commando Weekend.
Fr Jo Dirks. Fr Jo is an honorary member of the CWCV.
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He joined the Club in 1957.

The Tom Groggin Wine Group

A

t the Club’s Christmas party in Joe and Sheila
Cotter’s backyard in December 1971, several
members got together to talk, not about walking
but about wine. That resulted in a meeting of six
couples of members on 6 February 1972 at Joe and
Frances Borg’s. The others were Kerry and Jan
Maher, John and Pauline Lynch, Rick and Elly
Ranten, Terry and Ineke Shacklock, and David and
Elizabeth Warrillow. This writer was absent,
probably on a Sunday walk. The purpose of the
meeting was ‘to establish a group which had
similar tastes in the fruit and the product of the
vine’.

In the years since, the TGWG has maintained its
schedule of six functions per year, albeit that the
bottlings were discontinued some years ago. The
activities follow a fairly regular pattern of BBQ at
someone’s home, visit to a winery, dinner at a
member’s home cooked by ‘the boys’, dinner or
lunch at a restaurant, a get-together with a likeminded group of (mostly) Club members, The Bluff
Bottlers, and a picnic in a park. They have been very
happy gatherings with much fun and friendship.

The group’s name was decided. It refers to a lovely
spot on the Upper Murray River that many
members had visited or used as a campsite and
includes the word ‘grog’, which seemed apt for a
group keen on the good stuff. There would be six
meetings per year, and ‘at least two of these
meetings were to be bottling sessions’. Wine
tastings and discussions were also to be held. Not
wasting time, the first bottling took place on 9 April
1972. We bottled 25 gallons (=150 bottles) of red
wine and six gallons (=36 bottles) of white wine, at
a total cost of $108.40.

Yes, friendship. A most important TGWG aim,
though not recorded at the first meeting, was to
maintain the friendships the members had
developed while walking with the CWCV, because at
that time, due to increasing family commitments,
they could no longer join Club walks.
We have also had sad times when John and Pauline
and Frances passed away. We have increased our
numbers when Piero and Louise Pagliaro and Ron
and Mary McDermid and, more recently, Susie
Buykx and Maureen Hyland joined us.
The TGWG is just one example of the many, many
friendships that have grown and flourished during
the seventy years of the CWCV. Cheers!
Tom Buykx

A hand-tinted photo of the Old
Wonnangatta Homestead from the First
CWCV Photo Album. A group of walkers can
be seen sitting on the grass to the right of
the homestead. Members of the CWCV
walked to Wonnangatta in 1956.
The homestead was accidentally burnt down
in 1957.
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Countless Reasons for Gratitude

T

he 70th anniversary of the Catholic Walking
Club of Victoria is an occasion to celebrate
with joy and gratitude the friendships that have
grown among us as together we walked and drank
in the beauty of our country.
One of the reasons for starting the CWCV was to
enable members to walk at weekends and fit in
Sunday Mass, an obligation taken very seriously. In
the sixties, questions arose whether a Catholic Club
could welcome Non-Catholic members. If so,
should we still retain Catholic in our Club title?
Both questions were answered in the affirmative.
Non-Catholics have been welcomed as members,
and have contributed richly to our club activities,
leadership and ethos. Perhaps over the years we
have grown into the meaning of the word catholic
which the dictionary defines as: all-embracing;
including a wide variety; universal.
Yet the designation of Catholic in our title may not
sit comfortably with all members. Some of us may
find ourselves somewhat estranged from formal
religions and perhaps also from the God we learnt
about in the Church.

I suspect there is a blessing in such estrangement.
Perhaps the Spirit is waking us up to go beyond the
creed we profess, to discover the deeper reality the
words endeavour to express. What if our
estrangement is an invitation to discover the Mystery
in whom we live and move and have our being?
What if an experience that moves us in some way
were a nudge from the Spirit? Perhaps the nudge
comes in a Presence we might sense when taking in a
vista from a mountain top, or as we gaze at the
brilliant night sky from our campsite. A nudge might
come in the exhilaration of a great ski run, or in the
tenderness we feel when holding a newborn baby or
a loved one, or in a sense of awe at the exquisite
beauty of a flower, a sunset or a moving piece of
music.
The nudge might come when we notice the wonder
of our bodies, their amazing design enabling us to do
the things we do, or when we reflect on our capacity
to know and think and love, and express to one
another what is within us. As the Psalm says: I give
you thanks that I am fearfully, wonderfully made (Ps
139:14).
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Countless Reasons for Gratitude
Words cannot adequately describe or name the One
we call God. But our hearts know more than our
minds, and can pick up the cues of the Divine who
meets us in all of life, in every encounter and
situation, in all the tender, vulnerable, painful and
joyful moments of life, and in the beauty and
grandeur of creation. Aware of it or not, we are
saturated in the Divine Mystery.
Let us give thanks for our 70 years of walking
together in our amazing universe, and to God who
has walked with us all the way, even if incognito!
Corrie van den Bosch mss
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Photo credits
Intelligent use of a camera on a walking trip not only preserves the memory of those golden days, which we
will not always have with us, but also trains the mind and eye to appreciate the composition and beauty of
the surrounding countryside.
Geoff Luscombe, ‘Uncle Geoff’s Corner’, Newsletter, Vol 1, No. 2, p. 6
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revisiting these memories does us much good
The history of our friendship with God is always linked to particular places which take on an intensely personal
meaning... We all remember places, and revisiting these memories does us much good. Going back to (these places) is
a chance to recover something of (our true) selves.
Pope Francis, Laudato Si’, 84
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Geoff Luscombe, 1950s

Caroline Vaitkunas, 2014
Webpage: https//www.catholicwalkingclubvic.org.au
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