
MELBOURNE 
BUSHWALKERS INC. 

August
2020the news #833

ABN 14 396 912 508

STAY HOME
STAY SAFE

STAY CONNECTED
Cover photo by Wen Qi



Page 2 Issue 833 – August 2020

WE ARE a MEMBER OF

General correspondence should be directed to:

The Secretary
Melbourne Bushwalkers Inc
PO Box 1751
MELBOURNE VIC 3001
www.melbournebushwalkers.org.au

The News of the Melbourne Bushwalkers Inc 
(The News) is published monthly, and is the offi  cial 
newsletter of Melbourne Bushwalkers Inc.

Editor: Wen Qi

Walk previews, walk reviews, articles, poems, news items, 
photographs of Club events, reports of new gear, book/
movie reviews, letters to the editor, advertisements, 
et cetera are always welcome. However, the Editor 
reserves the right to edit contributions where space, 
clarity or propriety dictate, and to maintain editorial 
consistency. 

Note: photographs should be sent as separate high 
resolution fi les which are capable of being edited.

Please send your contributions as unformatted text 
fi les by email to news@mbw.org.au

Closing date for receipt of material for The News is the 
21st of the month.

Advertisements should relate to bushwalking (e.g. gear, 
maps, trips, tours, health and fi tness etc.). These may 
be published subject to space availability and Editor’s 
discretion. 

For current advertising rates contact the Editor at 
news@mbw.org.au.

Next committee meeting: Monday 3rd August

DUE TO THE REINTRODUCTION OF RESTRICTIONS OF MOVEMENT TO CONTAIN THE 
SPREAD OF COVID-19, ALL CLUB FACE-TO-FACE ACTIVITES UP TO AND INCLUDING 19TH 
AUGUST HAVE BEEN CANCELLED.

REFER TO OUR WEBSITE FOR THE LATEST INFORMATION.

There will be no Wednesday night 
meetings until further notice.

club officer positions available
-Social secretary
-Sunday walks secretary 
-Vice president

If interested, please get in touch by emailing president@mbw.org.au

Due date for contributions to September News: 21 August
email: news@mbw.org.au

Would like your trip photos featured in the newsletter?
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President’s Column

In this diffi  cult time for all Victorians,  I hope that you and your families remain safe and healthy in the coming 
weeks. The news of lock-down dashed our cautious pursuit of a new normal for many of us. It’s so important to 
seek small pleasures, whether in walking the neighbourhoods baking, catching the wintery sunlight or peacefully 
watching birds from our windows, backyards or balconies or having a phone call with a fellow MBW member.

We are nearly at the end of the month and Plastic Free July is nearly over. I like to mention that the movement 
started small almost a decade ago in Australia. This year, the annual challenge arrives as plastic is making 
something of a comeback amid the pandemic. Even if this year is complicated, breaking free from our normal 
routines — whether by starting to recycle soft plastic, cooking at home more or shopping at a bulk source shop — 
can present an opportunity. For me it is about continuing to fi nd ways to replace the “unrecyable” - like sewing my 
own masks or growing hydroponic greens. This feels like that I am doing something good, in line with my  values. 
This is also a reason why I see a great value in volunteering with the MBW club as well as with other organizations.

Just in the past week I mentored a new group of Climate Reality Leadership Corps Leaders from Australia. I joined 
the launch of the Climate Reality Leadership Corps Global Training, a virtual event uniting people from around 
the world to highlight what’s at stake for our planet and our future. Over 9 days myself and over 500 mentors 
globally helped  train some 10,000 committed individuals from all over the world to learn how to kick start climate 
action in their community. As we continue to social distance and organize virtual talks, I will off er an updated 
presentation based on the academy award wining fi lm Inconvenient Truth later this year to club members and 
share what action we will be taking as a club to address climate change.

Take Care Of Yourself And Each Other.

Susanne
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Noticeboard 

Website Snippets
Ian Mair (Webmaster)

A month has passed since the club’s updated website was released. Since then it has been tweaked almost daily, 
adding new features and refi ning others. Thank you to the members who provided comment and pointed out 
opportunities for improvement. Keep the comments coming.

Add shortcut icon on your phone

The MBW website contains a touch icon that you can 
use as a shortcut on your phone. Simply open the 
website home page in your preferred browser and 
follow the recommended procedure for your device 
to create a shortcut on your screen. The touch icon 
should be displayed automatically and you have one-
click access to the club’s website.

Sharing you photos on the website

One of the more signifi cant changes with the new website is the process for uploading images from the Members’ 
Area. The previous procedure of submitting images by email has been replaced with a direct upload facility in your 
browser, an approach more familiar to those who upload images to other photo sharing sites. Taking advantage 
of the power of modern browsers, the selected images are automatically resized on your computer before they 
are uploaded, removing the need to resize images as a separate process before submission.

With optimism still high, and a hearty program of walks being schedule for the coming months, leaders may wish 
to try out the new facility by uploading preview images for their planned walks.

While the shortage of recent trips from which to share is a drawback, some of you may also wish to consider 
submitting photos from older trips. Provided no images have been previously uploaded and are available on 
the website photogallery, you can still share you own images with other members. The only requirement is that 
the submission will need to be completed before 11pm on the day you upload the fi rst image since the trip will 
likely be past the normal time allowance for submissions after a trip and the new upload will trigger the daily 
processing routine.

Making the club’s history accessible

In its 80th year and still going strong. Melbourne Bushwalkers has a long and proud history full of larger-than-life 
characters and tales both frightening and frivolous. The club’s newsletter, started in 1948 provides a continuous 
record told in the vernacular of the day. A digital archive of the newsletter is maintained on the website for 
anyone to browse and while away these cold winter evenings. A major eff ort is being made to fi ll the gaps in the 
earlier years. In the past month the issues from the 1970s have been added and work is progressing on the 1980s.
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Noticeboard 

If browsing old newsletters is not for you, then the updated website has added new life to the excellent history of 
the club’s fi rst 50 years and makes for absorbing reading. You may even recognise some of the names and faces 
of members still active today!
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Along The Track

Lorne Waterfalls, Castle Rock & The Canyon 
Pack Carry June 24-25
Trip report & Photos by Meredith Quick

The group met at the Sheoak Falls Carpark at 9am, all ready to have our temperatures checked, to affi  rm we were 
in good health and had not been exposed to the virus. All new, but necessary processes implemented by the club 
to protect the health of our members.

We left the carpark via the Sheoak Falls track. Only 750 meters up the track was our fi rst falls, Sheoak Falls. From 
there we walked the short side trip to Swallow Cave Falls. Two waterfalls and we had been walking for less than 
an hour. We returned to the Sheoak Falls track and took the track up to the Castle Rock track. Castle Rock was 
closed due to COVID restrictions, so we had a short break and then continued along the Sheoak Falls track until 
it met the Garvey Track (dirt Road) after a couple of metres was the track to Cumberland Falls. A 4km return side 
trip. We dropped our packs and headed down the slippery steep track to the Cumberland River, there was a river 
crossing and the water was too high to continue. It was winter and the water was extremely cold, it was day one 
of a two day walk and none of us were particularly interested in getting our dry, warm feet wet. So we retraced 
our steps and returned to our packs, deciding to have an early lunch on the side of the track.

After lunch we returned to the Garvey track and headed to the start of the Kalimina Falls track. This was a well-
formed walking trail, steep in sections, slippery and muddy after the recent rain. After 1.1km we reached the 
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turnoff  to the Upper Kalimina Falls, the 600 metre track was closed due to a damaged boardwalk, the fi rst time I 
visited but the sign was not around. We dropped our packs again and had a look down the track, meeting many 
families returning from the falls. We were advised there was damage at the end of the track on the falls viewing 
platform, so we had a quick look at the Falls from a distance before returning to our packs. We walked a further 
600 metres to the Lower Kamina Falls, 100 metre side trip from the main track.  We then walked the 2.5km to the 
Sheoak Falls Picnic Area. After a short break we headed out of the picnic ground on the Garvey track to Allanvale 
Mills Campground. Arriving at the campground with plenty of sunlight to select our tent site for the night. The 
campground is located 230 metres from the Allenvale Carpark. It is a refurbished campground with 17 sites

The campsite had drop toilets, and a water tank that was nearly full. It is well located on the St Georges river. 
Unfortunately, no campfi res were permitted and it was relatively easy access for those travelling by car so we had 
neighbours. The tents were up and the stoves were fi red up, most of us had eaten by the time it was dark. We 
stayed outside until cold night and the thought of warm sleeping bags made the choice easy. It had been a good 
day, 4 out of the 5 waterfalls and there were more to come tomorrow.

Day 2: We were ready at 9am, bidding farewell to our noisy neighbours. (they stayed up talking until midnight) 
We followed the track North West 1.5km along the St George River to the Phantom Falls. After clambering over 
slippery rocks at the bottom of the falls we returned to a fi re track for approximately 1.5km and then turned 
off  toward The Canyon 200 metres from the fi re track. We stepped down into The Canyon and walked through 
emerging at Fern Gully. We then walked on to Henderson Falls and onto Won Wondah Falls before returning to 
the Sheoak Falls Picnic ground for an early lunch.

After a scout around the area we located the Sheoak Creek Track, We then walked the 3.6km back to the cars 
mid-afternoon.

Thanks to Lachlan, Megan, Linda, Barry, Quinn, Ian, Ros for being good sports and walking companions. We got 
to see 7 of the waterfalls…maybe another time we can go prepared for a cold-water crossing, we will get to see 
the 8th.
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Along The Track

La La Falls and Lyonville
Trip report & Photos by Caroline Gonzalez

What a diff erence a day makes. A full day walking 
with the club. I return to my house feeling like a new 
person.

I am rejuvenated, having spent the day breathing 
the fresh air of the bush far from the suburbs of 
Melbourne where the coronavirus is still spreading. 

We are in Stage 2 restrictions of the pandemic and 
allowed to leave our homes for exercise anywhere in 
the state. But working from home Monday to Friday 
has confi ned me to the same four walls day after 
day. Come the weekend, the club’s activities off er 
a respite like never before. Escaping Melbourne, 
escaping COVID-reality, escaping confi nement. 
Seeing and conversing with members in-person 
makes all the diff erence after days of seeing people 
mostly on screens.

In times of great uncertainty, fear, and isolation, the 
club has been a refuge and a source of exercise, 
health, social connection and energy.

Thank you to everyone who has volunteered to 
lead a walk, host a Wednesday night talk, or taken 
the time to play a part in running the Melbourne 
Bushwalkers Club. 

Without the club, I would not have regained some 
normality and equilibrium in my life - both so 
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Along The Track

PATAGONIA 
PART 4
Dec 2019 - Jan 2020

Trip report & photos 
by Meredith Quick

The next day 24th December we were back in the cars by 9am and heading to our next destination, Villa O’Higgins. 
It was only 135km, but that was going to take us all day. We drove along the unsealed, sometimes windy, single 
lane road until we came to the ferry terminal. The bottom of Chile is mainly fjords, rather than build bridges, they 
run ferries across the fjords. The ferry runs every 3 hours, weather permitting, so we needed to be there before 
11am to meet the schedule but also make sure the 3 cars all got on the ferry, they take a maximin of 18 cars. 
We made it in plenty of time, using the spare time to enjoy an empanada and a coff ee in the terminal cafe and 
yes, the weather was good enough. The ferry trip took about an hour, we then drove the remaining kms along 
the spectacular Lago Cisnes, Rio Mayer and Rio Mosco. That day we drove into Villa O’Higgins at 3pm., it was wet, 
windy and very cold. We checked into the El Mosco Hostal. I was supposed to be camping but there was a bed for 
me in the cottage so I opted for the warmer, dry bed and hung my tent out to dry under the veranda.

We opened the sparkling wine and started our Christmas celebration. We all showered and changed into our town 
clothes and made our way to the best restaurant in town, we had to get there by 7:30 and there was a set menu. 
The menu suited me fi ne, ceviche for entre and grilled salmon for main course, followed by chocolate brownie. 
Whilst waiting for the main course the local fi re brigade truck came past, distributing lollies to all that came up 
to them. Of course, I was not going to miss out and ran after the truck until I had my bag of goodies! I turned to 
go back to restaurant and saw a small child who had missed out, she was very happy to get my bag of goodies, 
after all it was Xmas. The meal was excellent and we exited the restaurant by 9:30 so that the locals could start 
to celebrate with their families. We returned to the cottage to continue our celebration until almost midnight…

December 25th, it was still raining lightly we went started out for the El Mosco glacier walk, an 18km day walk 
to the base of the glacier. We walked up over a nearby peak that aff orded fabulous views back to the town and 
valley/fi ord. The trail then descended to the Rio Mosco, we followed the river until midday stopping for lunch in 
the hikers hut. We then walked on to where we were supposed to cross the river. It had now been raining for 
4 days, the river crossing was deemed too dangerous, so we turned back to walk the same way we had come 
reducing the walk to 12km. Our nice warm cottage beckoned, we returned to the warmth and the fridge, for more 
cold bubbles.

December 26th We were up packed, out of the cottage and waiting for the bus to take up to the boat at Puerto 
Bahamondes  by 9am. The bus surprisingly arrived on time (it appeared nothing in South America runs on time). 
A 4km trip on the bus to the ferry terminal and we were on the boat and heading to Candelario Mancilla. The 
boat trip was pretty good for the fi rst 30 minutes, then when we rounded the point, we hit the fi rst big wave. The 
skipper immediately turned the boat around and we headed back to Villa O’Higgins. We then had to wait around 
until 4pm, the weather forecast was going to determine when the boat would leave. We went back to the cottage 
and stayed there for the day, it was warm, there was cooking facilities a fridge and comfy chairs.
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At 4pm, we were advised the boat would be leaving at 5pm, we again vacated the cottage and climbed onto the 
bus. This time the boat ride was smoother and we were offl  oaded at Candelario Mancilla at around 6:30pm, 
enough time for us to walk the 1 km to the camping ground in the pouring rain. Arriving at the camp we were told 
that there were beds available, so again we opted for the dry bed, the thought of carrying a wet tent for 4 days 
was not appealing. That night we had dinner in the storage shed/garage, sitting on piles of insulation foam.

December 27th We had lost a day to walk and it had forced our hand and the plan for the walk changed, instead 
of walking the 4 day circuit to the O’Higgins Glacier, we instead walked into Argentina. This involved going through 
border control in Chile, 2km up the road and then walking another 19km to the border control for Argentina. The 
actual border was 5km before the Argentinian control offi  ce. The rain was lighter by morning as we made our way 
up the hill to the Chile border control. We were quickly processed and started walking up to the saddle by 10am. 
The rain actually held off  until after midday and then started raining heavily for the rest of the walk. We were 
walking on road until the actual border, so it wasn’t hard, I could still take in the landscape and the plants. At the 
border the walking became a bit harder, the track was underwater and boggy at times. I enjoyed this part of the 
walk because it was more challenging and you had to choose the best way forward. 

It was 4pm when we walked into the Argentina border offi  ce, we got our passports stamped an chose a campsite 
near the shore of Del Desierto Lake that was protected from the gusty winds and of course the rain. That night 
the rain stopped long enough for dinner to be cooked and eaten.

December 28th some of us boarded a ferry that took us to the other end of Del Desierto Lake. The plan was to 
walk to the glacier and then walk 14km back to our campsite along the shores of the lake. As we started to walk 
towards the glacier, we were advised that there was an entrance fee, so I opted not to go up to the glacier, instead 
I went to the pub to indulge in a really nice hot chocolate and waited for the group of 4 to return. On their return 
we were advised the weather was closing in again and we needed to return to the camp by boat, the 14km walk 
was off  the agenda. We got back on the boat and returned to the campsite, but not before I was able to take 
advantage of being at a pub, I quickly purchased a bottle of Argentina red, just a little something to brighten up 
dinner that night.

December 29th, we set off  back to Chile after clearing border control of course, the weather was clearing and we 
got the occasional glimpse of Mt Fitzroy, although the cloud did not clear enough to see the full mountain range, 
we did get to see the peak. The return walk seemed a lot easier, the weather was fi ne and our boots were drying 
out. We descended the saddle, cleared Chile Passport control and headed back to the camp ground for the night.
December 30th ,we woke to sunny morning, packed our tents and headed to the ferry. Today we took the tourist 
boat to the O’Higgins glacier a large glacier on the edge of the Lago O’Higgins. We spent a lot of time dodging 
icebergs as we sped through Lago O’Higgins towards the towering cliff s of ice. The boat stayed at the face of the 
glacier for quite a whil, giving us plenty of time for the happy snaps and to witness the all too frequent ice calving.  
Whilst spectacular, it is a constant reminder that the glaciers are melting, all too fast. The captain turn the boat 
around, we then headed back at speed to Villa O’Higgins. We were looking forward to a shower and to get our 
washing done and dry. There is something about the fi rst shower when you get off  the track, it is lovely to feel 
squeaky clean again.

The following day New Years Eve, we walked up the Mayer River and then up to a series of lookouts that gave us 
stunning views of the town, the lakes, glaciers and mountains. There was no rain in sight. It was then back to our 
cottage to prepare for the night’s celebrations. 

For dinner that night we headed back to the same restaurant where we spent Christmas eve. It is a small town and 
there wasn’t a lot of eating out options. After dinner we returned to the cottage and popped a bottle of bubbles. 
Some of the group opted to go to bed, and not stay up for the fi reworks. At midnight the town put on a 20-minute 
fi reworks display, then it was back to the recreation centre, where the local band was playing from midnight to 
5am. The others left the hall at about 1pm. I met up with some pommies and continued partying. The pommies 
left and I stayed on with the locals. It was 2:30 when I decided I needed to leave…I wasn’t tired or sozzled, but I 
knew we had a big drive when the sun came up. The condition of the roads was not fabulous and they were windy 
and the thought of carsickness loomed. So, I thanked my dancing partners and their families and headed back to 
the cottage. 

(Part 5 to be continued in September News.)
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The joy of solo walking: 
Chemin de Puy, France
Article & photos by Deb Shand

PART 3

As I enter the Basque region with its distinctive white 
houses with red roofs and shutters, I come around a 
corner out of a village one morning to see the craggy 
outline of the Pyrenees soaring like a dream on the 
horizon ahead. Each day they become clearer, more 
majestic, the sun lighting up snow on the highest peaks. 
At that point I know that I will reach my destination, I 
am on schedule, my body is lean and strong. Little do 
I realise that my greatest challenge is to come after I 
reach St Jean Pied de Port.

My itinerary had included a rest day in Cahors, halfway 
through the journey, but because I was delayed by 
the snow, I get to Cahors one day later than originally 
scheduled. To get back on schedule, I keep walking the 
next day. This means that I reach St Jean Pied de Port 
with two days to spare before I fl y to Britain, as planned. 
Although technically I have fi nished my walk, I want to 
continue over the Pyrenees to Roncesvalles in Spain 
and return to St Jean before I leave. I visit the pilgrim 
information offi  ce to enquire about the route and the 
weather, to be told that rain is forecast for the next two 
days, so if I am going to walk to Roncesvalles, I may as 
well go tomorrow. The woman behind the counter tells 
me it will be safe as long as I take the road route down 
off  the mountain on the other side as the track is steep 
and treacherous in wet weather.

The next morning, I leave most of my possessions behind in the gite in St Jean as I will be returning there at night. 
I only take in my pack what I think I will need for the day. Although it is raining outside, it is not cold, and I put my 
poncho on over my hiking shirt. I pack my fl eece jacket, as well as my fi rst aid kit, my water bottle, my creanciale, 
my wallet, and, at the last minute, throw in my merino bandana. I have my trusty gaitors on again and set off  up 
the cobbled street enjoying the light weight on my back. I have a banana and some peanuts for a snack and mean 
to buy something at the boulangerie for lunch, however it is closed. Instead I fi nd a café open and buy a generous 
slice of Basque cake.

Because this is the fi rst day of walking for people starting the Camino Frances to Santiago, I join a stream of others 
walking up the mountain. I get into conversation with two cheerful young American women who are looking 
forward to the adventure before them, but farewell them as we reach Orisson, the gite 8 km from St Jean where 
some people spend the night before walking on. I enjoy a short break from the rain and eat my banana and nuts, 
although I give up the idea of ordering a hot chocolate as the gite is thronging with wet people. In spite of my 
poncho, my clothes are already wet due to the steady downpour.
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On leaving Orisson to complete the remaining 19 kilometres to Roncesvalles, I meet a man from New Zealand 
carrying an umbrella. Although the altitude gain today will be 1200 metres, the road rises steadily rather than 
steeply and I do not fi nd it too arduous due to the fi tness I have gained over the last fi ve weeks. We converse 
happily until we reach an altitude where the wind picks up, blowing strong and cold across the grassy, treeless 
landscape. Views are non-existent, we are surrounded by mist and rain, all we can see is the road stretching 
ahead and some cold sheep huddled in a gully. The umbrella blows inside out, and the New Zealander puts it 
away. Soon after, he ducks behind a rock to put another layer on under his thin raincoat. I don’t see him again.

The wind has become so strong that I am battling to stand upright and make progress against it. As a young 
woman runs past me to join her friends, the wind rips her plastic poncho to shreds. There are few other people 
in sight now. I am intent on reaching the shelter hut the woman in the pilgrim offi  ce told me about but am also 
aware that I am getting cold and must keep moving. Ahead of me appears a small group of people clustered 
around a van. A man is selling hot drinks to the people outside who are shivering uncontrollably. One of the young 
American women sees me and tells me that they have asked the drink seller to call them a taxi, the track ahead is 
going to get less distinct and they are afraid they might get disoriented.

Written on the side of the van is information about the route ahead: 4 kilometres to the shelter hut, then 7 
kilometres downhill to Roncesvalles. I believe I can do it. I stand in the lee of the van, wrestle off  my fl apping 
poncho and pull on my fl eece jacket over my wet shirt. My fi ngers are as cold and fl abby as raw sausages and I 
struggle to do up the zip, but somehow I do, and feel better for the extra layer of warmth. The wet poncho goes 
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back over the top. I wish that I’d brought my nifty mittens. Leaving the van and people behind me, I walk on, and 
realise that I am absolutely alone. When I come to the place where a dirt track diverges from the road there are 
small markers showing the way into the fog. I can’t see more than a few metres in front of me. I hesitate, knowing 
that people have died making this crossing, and now I understand why. I could lose my way, I could stumble and 
injure myself, I could succumb to the weather. I know that continuing is risky but promise myself that if I lose sight 
of the markers I will turn back to the van and ask for a taxi.

Before long I see a shapeless fi gure progressing slowly ahead of me. The shape becomes a large Negro woman 
clad in a poncho walking painstakingly up the rocky path. She introduces herself as Kimberley from the US.  I 
suggest that we should walk together as the conditions are so bad. “You don’t want to walk with me,” she says, 
“I’m too slow”. I realise that she is right. If I slow down to walk at her pace, I will get too cold. I am wearing my 
sun hat as the brim keeps the poncho hood from falling into my eyes, but the hat is now soaked and I can feel it 
sucking heat from my head. My mouth is having trouble moving properly to frame words. “Don’t stop moving,” is 
all I can think of to say to Kimberley as I walk on. I feel concerned about leaving her, but I will be no help to her if 
I am hypothermic. 

Soon after, an Argentinian man draws alongside walking at my pace, and we travel on together. Although it is still 
raining, there are now some trees alongside our path that temper the wind. At a stone block marking the Spanish 
border a jolly group of French people show strength in numbers. At last we reach the shelter hut and with relief 
I go inside to fi nd the small space, not much bigger than a garden shed, crowded with people. Two men who are 
walking the Pyrenees trail have set up camp in the hut to wait out the wet weather and they have lit a fi re in the 
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fi replace. I gratefully warm my hands by it. A Hungarian man squats quietly by one wall. The jolly French group fi ll 
the hut with noise for a few minutes then leave. I check my watch and realise that I will need to move on soon if I 
am going to catch the 3.30pm bus back to St Jean Pied de Port from Roncesvalles. There is no space to sit down, 
but I take my slab of Basque cake out of my pack and eat it for lunch. As I do that, I see my merino bandana and 
tie it around my head. Immediately I feel warmer. I hope that Kimberley or the New Zealander might arrive while 
I am in the hut, but they don’t.

I don my wet sun hat over the bandana and set off  once more onto the misty track. The Hungarian man follows 
silently, he has indicated that he doesn’t speak English. Even so, it is mildly comforting to have another human 
in sight. Before long, I fi nd the road heading down the other side of the pass, and as I descend out of the wind it 
is as if I am waking from a nightmare. Trees grow on each side of the road with small wildfl owers nodding wetly 
under them. Birds chirp. The world around me becomes benign. As I emerge from a forest trail at the base of the 
mountain, a group of cows stand chewing their cud like a disinterested welcome party who have seen too many 
like me. 

I reach Roncesvalles with enough time to have a hot chocolate in a hotel, fi nd the tourist offi  ce to obtain a stamp 
for my creanciale, and locate the bus stop where the jolly French group are also waiting, still chatting and laughing 
although they must be as wet as me. Back at my gite in St Jean I lever off  my wet boots and notice that they have 
been thoroughly washed clean of mud by the rain. At that moment Hiko, the German priest who I met on my 
fi rst day of walking the Chemin, walks through the lobby and we greet each other with surprise and delight. The 
manager of the gite off ers to wash and dry my wet clothes in his machines and I am so grateful for his kindness 
that I almost weep.

After a hot shower and in dry clothes, I order a vegetarian pilgrim meal in a nearby restaurant: omelette, potatoes 
and salad with a glass of red wine. It is one of the best meals I have ever eaten. Around me in the warm room, the 
other diners glow with goodness: I am so glad to be alive. I hope that all the other walkers found their way safely 
off  that mountain today.

People say that completing a Camino walk changes you. How did it change me? I am tougher, more resilient, more 
confi dent of my ability to deal with diffi  cult and unexpected situations. I believe that plans rising like dreams on 
our horizon can become reality if we keep plodding resolutely towards them, step by step. Each day is a new 
adventure, wherever we are, and I can assess when to rest, when to move on, when to fi ght and when to retreat. I 
realise that every person we meet in life, whether for fi ve minutes, fi ve hours, fi ve days or fi ve years can teach us 
a lesson if we are prepared to listen and learn. Importantly, we only need to carry as much as we need through 
life, but small things, like a merino bandana, can be the most important. The diversity of nature and good health 
constitute our greatest wealth, but I also have a deep appreciation of the worth of fl uff y white towels. I can enjoy 
my own company and be at peace with who I am and who I have been; being alone does not equate to being 
lonely, and that is a warm truth to hold. 
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first aid training
DATE: Saturday 24 October 2020 
VENUE: Australian Red Cross 23-47 Villiers Street, North Melbourne VIC 3051
ORGANISER: David Cash
TRANSPORT: Private 
START TIME: 9:00 am 
FINISH TIME: 4:00 pm 
ESTIMATED COST: $95 per person with 20 participants before subsidies.
BOOK WITH: fi rstaid@mbw.org.au 

All bushwalkers, particularly leaders, are encouraged to undertake fi rst aid training. 

Melbourne Bushwalkers has organised a fi rst aid course to be held on Saturday 24 October 2020 subject to 
COVIT-19 restrictions. Applications to attend are open to all Melbourne Bushwalkers members and members 
of other clubs affi  liated with Bushwalking Victoria. The HLTAID003 course is designed to develop your basic 
fi rst aid skills and learn how to respond in any emergency. All attendees will be required to complete a theory 
session of online learning prior to the practical class session. During the 7 hours of class work participants must:
• Demonstrate practical skills and participate in role-plays 
• Demonstrate CPR on an adult manikin on the fl oor
• Analyse case studies

On successful completion of this course, students will be issued with a nationally recognised Statement of 
Attainment. The course will be tailored towards bushwalkers. The venue is the Australian Red Cross 23-47 
Villiers Street, North Melbourne, on Saturday, 24 November,
9:00 am – 4:00 pm. 

Cost:
Melbourne Bushwalkers members who enrol will qualify for a Club subsidy to reduce the cost. Melbourne 
Bushwalkers walk leaders who have led at least two walks in the preceding 12 months will be eligible to attend 
for free. The full course cost is $95 per person with 20 participants. Numbers are limited to 20 and bookings 
are essential. Please let us know your intentions as soon as possible. Enquiries and bookings can be directed to 
fi rstaid@mbw.org.au

USI requirements: 
All students undertaking formal courses of instruction which have national accreditation are now required to 
register with the Federal Government and obtain a Unique Student Identifi er (USI) code which must be given to 
the training organisation providing the course. If you need to apply for a USI or need more information please 
visit https://www.usi.gov.au/your-usi/create-usi

DUE TO THE REINTRODUCTION OF RESTRICTIONS OF MOVEMENT TO CONTAIN THE 
SPREAD OF COVID-19, ALL CLUB FACE-TO-FACE ACTIVITES UP TO AND INCLUDING 19TH 
AUGUST HAVE BEEN CANCELLED.

REFER TO OUR WEBSITE FOR THE LATEST INFORMATION & UPCOMING VIRTUAL 
PRESENTATION NIGHTS’ DETAILS

upcoming activities
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