Breakfast Creek Hike

11th to 14th June, 1999

It had been almost two years since the last hike, which was in Oberon in August 1997.  Only this time it was slated to be a bit easier because the “breeders” were invited too.  Three took up the offer: Laura Power, Bindy Maudson and Penny Wilson, in addition to the usual suspects, Roland Simpsonberger, Keith Wallington, Bundy and Shortbread.  Rob Mitchell was not in the starting seven, arriving to join the team on the Sunday afternoon.  Keith was almost a late scratching, having been told the previous night that Bundy would not be catering as initially offered, and it took some gentle persuasion from Shortbread that no-one would forgive him for his absence with such a lame excuse.  And anyway the excitement that was to come would not have been missed by Keith in a million years!

Friday

We gathered at Bundy and Laura’s at 7.30pm on the Friday night where we consolidated down to two vehicles to travel up the M4 to Blackheath, at which point we made a quick stop at Marcus and Jill Zarins’ place to pick up some “controlled substances” - the purpose of which still remains somewhat of a mystery.  We played with his howling Husky “Storm”.

Then we swung around in the direction of Megalong Valley and drove out through the winding roads down into Carlon’s Farm, otherwise known as Pack-Saddlers, arriving in their car park in the late evening.  It was a clear night, and cold, and we didn’t waste any time getting the tents up and into our sleeping bags.  With the unbelievably cold Oberon hike still in our memories everyone who was mentally scarred by it spared no measure to keep warm, including packing three people into Roly’s 2-man tent, though this was a matter of necessity rather than choice.

Photo 1.  “Forty one, forty two, hut, hut…. go Flash go!”
Saturday

The dew on the cars had solidified into ice, and Shortbread’s pack was sticky with spilled peppermint schnapps.

After a breakfast mainly consisting of Bundy and Laura’s bacon and eggs - though they didn’t officially cater for everyone they might as well have (and it was shared by a good-natured black Retriever as well) - we set off around 9.30am along a fire trail with a couple of discs in hand.  A stop for an extended break at 11.00am brought out the McDonalds soft toy commemorative rugby league ball and a chance for Keith and Shortbread to test their skills and mettle by throwing it at top speed as close as possible to Laura’s head without actually hitting it.  Bundy joined in but his heart was never really in it.  (Photo 1)

An hour and a half and one smashed disc later we landed at the junction of two fire trails where we stopped for lunch.  A right hand turn later and then another down a walking trail put us on the home stretch towards Mobbs Swamp, which we arrived at about 4.00pm.  The campsite was a bit slopy and bumpy but Shortbread and Keith innovated by laying down a bed of “heath” under their tent (as Roland liked to describe it).  The stream nearby was used to top up water supplies by some, and others built a campfire which was easily supplied with timber from nearby.  Getting set up early enabled us to start and practically finish dinner during daylight hours.  When it was 7.00pm no-one could quite believe it wasn’t 9.00 o’clock, and so Bindy took it upon herself to “entertain” the happy campers with Girl Guide mind games.  Anyone who doubts Keith’s latent abilities should know that he was first to work them all out (though at least one of us had seen them all before and still couldn’t get it!), and some others became so frustrated that Bindy had to call a halt to it all.  We called it a night around 10.00pm.

Photo 2.  “Looking good, Roly!  Now that’s art!”

Sunday

Bundy allegedly woke up at 4.00am but lay there until someone else got up to restart the fire at seven.  It was so cold overnight that there wasn’t a skerrick of heat left in it from the previous night.

After smashing the second disc - two in one hike, what’s the story? - we managed to get away by 10.00am, back-tracking about half a kilometre to a fork in the track that leads towards Blue Dog Ridge.  Bundy began to unload his Bundy 2010 Internet Plan onto the other fellas, and Roland and Shortbread were only too keen to share their wealth of internet/marketing knowledge with him… for a measly 5% share option!  At 11.00am we stopped for a break.  At this time, a certain Dave Kelly came up in conversation and elicited the only reaction from Penny (that I remember) during the whole weekend.  As we were about to leave we were approached by a concerned middle-aged couple (teachers probably) who were in charge of a group of Year 9 or 10 Catholic School girls who had gone astray, supposedly heading in the same direction as us (along Blue Dog Ridge down to Breakfast Creek).  They weren’t particularly concerned at this stage, but asked us to keep an eye out for them.  Problem was, we had become so immersed in conversation ourselves that we failed to notice that we had no idea how far along the track we had walked, and this threw Bundy off the trail, thinking that we had to head along the top of the ridge we were standing on at that time, even though there was no defined track in that direction.  It soon became apparent that this ridge was more of a hill than a ridge, so with Laura giving Bundy the evil eye, we turned around to keep following the track that we had been on before.

A couple of bearings later and it was confirmed that we were in fact now heading along the 30 metre wide Blue Dog Ridge on a clearly defined track.  Keith took the lead and soon set a cracking pace up and down the hilly terrain, followed by Roland and then Bundy and Shortbread, and then another 50 metres behind, all the breeders.  Before we had even walked a kilometre along the ridge Bundy began to cop it from his wife:

“Kevin, don’t walk so far ahead - we don’t know where the track goes!”

“It’s OK, honey, I was keeping an eye out for you.” (kissy, kissy)

“We almost took the wrong trail!”, she wailed, the kisses having no effect at all.

Photo 3.  Eddie the Eagle.

Well the cold must have begun to cause hallucinations because there was only one possible trail to follow.  After a couple of false knolls, as Roland described them, we arrived at the turn-off to Knight’s Deck, which is located about 300 metres off to the right of the Blue Dog track.  Some of us dumped our packs there, and we all grabbed our lunch to sit on the edge of the cliff-face at Knight’s Deck, which provides views across the valley surrounding Breakfast Ck back to Carlon’s Farm where we came from, and also Mt Solitary and the Hydro-Majestic Hotel way up on the horizon.  There is a visitor’s book that we signed, Bindy taking the opportunity to commemorate the 10th Anniversary of the last visit to the area by herself and Bundy with a banner and sketches of all seven of us.  We were treated to the wonderful sight of a wedge-tailed eagle soaring up from the valley using the thermal currents to carry it right past us.  Roland captured the moment on film (Photo 3), and then took a couple of other group shots as well (Photo 4).  The couple from the girls’ school found us here, and were now getting quite concerned because they hadn’t seen the six girls for about three hours.  Lunch was terminated at 2.00pm just as a wickedly cold wind swept through, and we headed back onto the Dog track for the final descent into the valley.

Photo 4.  Keith, Bindy, Shortbread, Laura, Bundy, Roly, Penelope.

The only time Roland enjoys down-hills is when he has two planks strapped to his boots - however, this time he was doing it tougher than normal, complaining of a sharp pain just below his left knee.  He stopped to bandage it up, while Keith and Shortbread bolted on ahead.  Keith with his girlie-sized pack actually ran down the steep incline most of the way.  Half way down Keith and Shortbread found the teacher who was looking out for the school-girls looking even more dazed than before.  She was stopped next to a log where she had found her partner’s pack and map propped up against the log.  He had hiked on ahead of her, and now he had gone missing as well, and she began to imagine the worst, wondering why he would have ditched these essentials.  When Shortbread asked “which school did you say you’re from again?”, she gagged, so we reassured her that he had almost certainly decided to bolt down to Breakfast Ck, and when he had found them safe and oblivious to all the concern, he would come back up and retrieve his pack.

Sure enough, only a couple of hundred metres later, up he came with one of the six girls in tow, looking a little sheepish.  At about 2.30pm Keith reached the creek, followed another five or ten minutes later by Shortbread, then another half an hour by Bundy, and then the rest, a full hour after Keith first arrived.  We spent the hour washing in the creek, discing with the remaining “stealth disc”, and searching for Rob, who was supposed to meet us somewhere between tonight’s camp-site and the Cox’s River.  Well there was no sign of Roberto so we all continued up the Creek, with Roland now limping at the back of the pack, his knee giving way at regular intervals.  Half an hour later and Rob appeared from out of the mist (some poetic license there), and another 45 minutes later we all stumbled into the clearing that was to be our campsite for the evening.

A group of about six crusty old hikers had already spread themselves out across the campsite, using open flies held up with firewood - a gutsy effort.  Even so, when they saw us all hike in with shorts and T-shirts on, one commented “hasn’t anyone told you it’s winter?”  They invited us to share their fire with them (read - we got to collect a whole lot of firewood for them for nothing, and it was difficult to find and carry it too), but we did accept and they turned out to be good friendly neighbours.

After setting up camp and making dinner, we tried out some of Bindy’s mind-games on them as well, and found most of them wanting.  Bundy was still confused too, even when we revealed that “Aunty Mary loves to travel up the Missisippi to Wooloomooloo, but hates traveling to Lima via the Amazon.” How much plainer can you get?  Then Bindy began to complain about how she couldn’t find Mr Right, reeling off a list of required qualities such as:

a.  an outdoors, greenie type

b.  can be a bit overweight and/or wear glasses or even work for the government, doesn’t mind

c.  intelligent

d.  left of centre persuasion

…etc.  Rob was dismissed as being “taken”.  I’ll say no more.

The rain and wind drove us back into our tents at 9.00pm, and a good sleep was had by all, especially Keith who made it a habit to arise at least one hour after everyone else (the previous night’s port nicked from Rob would have helped too).  We really took it easy getting ready this morning, starting off at 10.30am.  We soon caught up to the six girls again, who had meandered through the campsite an hour earlier, their new drama being that one of them had a buggered knee or something.  We offered to carry her pack for her, and one of the other girls was caring enough to mention that she “wouldn’t get her badge if she didn’t carry her pack out the whole way”.  Fair enough, I say!

Along the track, which followed the creek, Rob and Shortbread used the back of Bundy’s head as target practice for the disc, while Keith and Roland (who must have been given a knee-transplant by his alien superiors overnight) powered on ahead.  When that became tiresome, Rob grilled Bindy for traveling tips in the U.S, since he is leaving in July for a three month tour.  At one point we stopped for a morning tea break, and just before we were about to leave a shady “fisherman” hiker cruised past.  Suddenly Penny jumped up and began to follow him - whether she thought he was one of us remains unclear to me.

We arrived back where we had started, on the top of the hill overlooking Pack-Saddlers, at about 1.45pm.  Another hiker saw our disc we were carrying, and his eyes lit up.  “Do you play ‘ultimate’?”, he asked, to which Keith said “used to” and reeled off a number of team names including the “Powdered Toastmen”, “Hot Heads” and …………………………………….………….? Turns out he was in one of them.

Photo 5.  Almost back to Pack-Saddlers.
We were back in our cars by 2.00pm, and looking forward to lunch, but not the Vita-Weet variety for a change, made vague plans to get to a café in Blackheath ASAP.  Roland and Keith set off together first, followed by Rob and me, and then Bundy and his car-full of girlies last up.  After a few minutes, we caught up to Roland, who had stopped on the dirt track to put some distance between himself and the Beetle who had crawled up the road a few minutes ahead of us.  He raced off again, and Rob, not to be outdone, demonstrated how easy it was in the Kombi to wheel-spin all the way up the track.  We noticed in the rear mirror that Bundy was driving very sedately.

“Any money that Laura is giving him an earful right now - ‘If you do that, you’re dead!’”, quoted Rob.  And how right he turned out to be.

Ten minutes into the dirt track, and we rounded a left-hand bend to see two cars stopped on the road in front of us.  One of them was parked at right-angles to the road and was lying on its roof.  “Mmmm, it’s white, it’s a Subaru, and Roly is crawling out of it”, I thought to myself.  I guess that narrowed it down to being his car.  No-one was hurt, and Roly insisted that he was surprised at just how fine he felt.  Keith couldn’t stop talking about it.  He was marveling at the conversation that had taken place “five seconds” before the acco:

Roly:
“Jeez, this road is light!”

Keith:
“Huh?”

Roly:
“It’s slippery.”

Keith:
“Cool!”

Moments later, the car started to slide right, so he corrected towards the big tree on the left (“here we go”, thought Keith), and so swung hard towards the right again.  The only obstacle to an uneventful halt was the embankment on the right side of the road.  The car rode gently up this bank, and then gracefully toppled over onto its roof.  The boys braced themselves against the roof, undid their seatbelts, and climbed out the back doors.  Then the rest of us arrived.  Within minutes there was a small crowd of big blokes come to the rescue - plenty to overturn the car again, smashing the driver’s side windows and rear-vision mirror in the process.

The girls jumped into “nurse” mode straight away, bundling Keith into the back of the Kombi, where they stuck St John’s Ambulance Brand Adhesive Bandages ™ on his finger and knee, told him to shut up and get some warm gear on (he was of course still in shorts, and it was only about one hour away from snowing).  Then all eight of us squeezed into the Kombi for some afternoon tea, mainly for Roly and Keith’s sake, but Roly was embarrassed by all the fuss and just wanted to get straight back in the vehicle and keep driving.  Which he did.  It wasn’t the most comfortable ride up to Blackheath, with his two smashed side-windows it was freezing cold, and he had to lean over into the middle of the car to see through the windscreen.  Hazard lights-a-flashing, it made for an amusing parade through the Megalong Valley for all the locals though.

Meanwhile, Rob and I, following in the Kombi behind, mused about how easily any of us could have been the ones weeping right now instead of Roland.  We’ve all been guilty.  And it’s not the hassle with insurance, it’s not the hassle with repairing the car, it’s the problem of “how to tell the missus”.  I suggested to Rob that Alison might actually take it worse than any of the chicks.  Nay, even the way he told this story to Alison when he got home could either work in his favour or against it, he replied, for he knows which buttons to press.  For positive reaction: “Roland was really unlucky and rolled his car.  No-one was hurt, but he’s feeling pretty bad about it.”  Alternatively: “Woo-hoo!  You should have seen Roland - what a LEGEND!  He was getting some awesome sideways action, then he rolled his car!”  With an imaginary press of his finger, he added “Detonate Warhead”.

Photo 6.  The damaged goods outside the Zarins.

We drove back up to Marcus Zarins’ place (Photo 6), arriving there at 3.45pm as it began to snow, and where most of us got to meet Jill for the first time.  Roland introduced himself as “the idiot”.  After a hospitable afternoon tea in front of their wood-fired heater, we headed back into the horrendous traffic at 4.30pm, (arriving back at Toongabbie three hours later!)  Roland and Keith joined us in the Kombi for the trip down, from whence Roland received THE phone call from his wife.  The structure of the conversation that followed, as described by Rob, was “textbook stuff”.  Damage minimised successfully.

Well there’s not much more to relate about this story, except regarding the post script on the car, which may not have been mortally wounded after all.  That remains to be seen.

A great long weekend was had by all.  I’m sure I speak for all of us.

