The Eastwood Rovers' Gosper's Mountain Hike
24th-25th April, 1994
This hike was organised by Roland Simpson, who apparently saw a place called Gosper's Mountain on a map, liked it, and found out that no-one he knew had ever been there before (even the Scouting gurus, Stephen McCann and John Crowley).  So it had to be done.
The hikers on the edge of town included Roland "Seventeen Walks" Simpson, Jeff "Drives Without Lockers" Clarke, Rob "Disc in his Hand" Mitchell, and Shortbread.  The mode of transport was Jeff's 1989 Subaru 4WD.
The trip began Sunday morning at the breaking of dawn, well about 7.00am anyway.  A simply beautiful day.  We headed out Windsor way, with the only vital piece of equipment forgotten being Rob's disc.  Never mind, we had two more.  It goes without saying that we stopped at McDonald's on Windsor Rd for triple coffees and pancakes, so I won't mention it.  Further on, down the Singleton (Putty) Rd, conversation about fund-raising and money-making scams wet our appetites a second time.  Rob likes to make the money.  Jeff likes to spend it, and Rol just feels guilty about spending too much time with the "toys" that we buy.
Finally, around 9.30am, we arrived at the track that turns left off the Putty Rd about 90km west of Windsor.  About 50m down the track we encountered the first of two ominous signs: "KEEP OUT, PRIVATE PROPERTY" was plastered all over the gate.  We sat there looking at it stunned for a couple of seconds.  Roland was the first to speak: "Well, I'm enjoying the hike."  We decided to go on.  A couple of hundred metres down the track, the bush opened up to grazing land, and another sign, very official-looking, said something like "Get your butt out of here.  Managed by so-and-so.  Trespassers are not at all welcome."  By this time we were getting a little nervous; Rob suggested that we should tell the farmer that we were Board Members from the management group, and Roland mentioned something about shot-guns.  Rob and I sunk down in the back seat while Jeff drove on down towards the farmhouse.
There was another open gate at the front of the farm house; this one didn't have any warning messages since no-one would be stupid enough to ignore the previous two.  Except us - we were on a mission to get access to the Wollomi National Park, just the other side of this property.  Anyway, as well as the parked Mercedes-Benz, there was Farmer Joe sitting on his three-wheeler with a hostage child on his lap.  We drove right up to him, and all of us hopped out of the car (extremely intimidating, I'm sure).
Roland was cool (well, he is a god after all).  "Is this where we are on the map?"  There was no doubt of this fact - it was just an attempt to butter him up.
"Yes".  Straight to the point.
"We'd like to drive through to the National Park."
"Well, you can park your car at the front gate, and walk through."  Thanks for nothing.
"But we want to leave the car at the end of the track, and walk from there."
"If you leave your car at the front gate, it won't get vandalised.  It might get damaged in the National Park".
"Like yeah," we thought.
Anyway he eventually (and reluctantly) said we could drive through and park at the gate at the edge of the National Park.
"Make sure you close the gate,"  he said.
"It's alright, I'm from Forbes," said Roland.  How reassuring - but his face lit up for a moment.
"Oh yes, whereabouts?"
"My uncle owns the Holden Dealership there."  It proved to be very unwise of us to tell him anything that could enable him to track us down, but more of that later.
Anyway, we passed through the property, completely ignoring his directive to park at the gate - we went straight through it and into the National Park - and why not?  Meanwhile, we admired his land (plenty of disc space we thought!), talking about how open he might be to Capitalist Moot being held there, while Jeff was quietly imagining how the sequel to Dances With Wolves might look on this landscape.
The track wasn't bad most of the way, but soon enough we came to some parts that were pretty tricky for the Subaru to negotiate - and all the fellas were pretty impressed with how the car handled the terrain.  It was lucky for us that where the track had lost the plot, a new track had been created that we could pass.  When Jeff was taking one of the alternative tracks on his own (ie. out of ear-shot), Roland told us of how his car could have negotiated the original track.  Rob and I didn't take much notice of this comment at the time, but we were to look back at it later with a new understanding.
At 10.30am we made it to a river crossing that we didn't even consider taking on, and just as well because on the other side of the river the track was a joke!  This was where the 17km walk to Gosper's Mountain started.  Soon enough, the track was not only a joke, it appeared impassable for anything on wheels - and yet there were skid marks in the dirt and up boulders and slopes of 45 degrees and more.  We looked at each other in disbelief, and wondered what type of person subjects their vehicle to such punishment, and indeed how the vehicle ever made it up!
Lunch was taken at 12.00 pm exactly, as we were pretty buggered after a climb of a few hundred metres from the river to the top of the ridge.  No-one had told Rob to BYOL, so we let him starve.  No we didn't, not really.  At this point, we discovered that all of us had brought our own chocolate supply, and the race was on to see who could off-load their chocolate first.  Roly was lightning fast, with Jeff close behind.  At this point, Rob produced the Wheel of Death, a crafty instrument that prevented Seventeen Walks from deceiving us regarding the true distance of the hike, which turned out to be a whopping 31km in, and the same out.  "I'm enjoying the hike," said Roland.
Anyway, a couple of photos later, and we were back on the road.  Rob thanked us all for providing lunch by slinging Rol's disc at the back of our heads, while walking 10 metres behind us.  I thought this very amusing until I turned my head at just the wrong moment to be greeted by disc a la niege.  My nose instantly grew a boil the size of a marble, and I only felt better when later that evening he copped a beauty from me in the dark of night, the disc ricocheting off a tree.  (Ironically, only a few minutes previously I had been saying how playing the fool is so enjoyable until the inevitable mishap occurs.  Disc in his Hand felt guilty, but not as guilty as the previous week when he hit  CENSORED  in the shoulder and made her cry).
From one peak to another we could see and hear the elusive 4WD's in the distance.  We knew it was only a matter of time before we caught up to them.  Meanwhile, the disc (which had been confiscated by Roland) was brought out again when Rob could see the track winding down 20 metres below us.  He flung it out towards the track, and it merrily sailed about 15 metres above it, through the tree tops and down the side of the ridge.  Doh!  Roland was again unimpressed.
Soon after that, we pulled over for a pit-stop, and while all of us were chatting about something terribly important, Rob began to seriously fade, as he had warned us he would since being deprived of sleep in the previous 30 hours or so.  But after about 10 minutes sleep Rob was in fine form again, and back into planning serious money-making schemes, marketing concepts, and lateral thinking.
We were passed by some motorcyclists, who were very rude and did not stop for a chat.
A few hundred metres on we finally met up with the 4WD party.  Before now we had all been slagging off at these people, though some of us more vigorously than others.  Even a fresh VB can on the side of the track was automatically attributed to the 4WD owners:
Jeff:

"Fact:  fresh VB can on the side of the road."
Shorty:
"Fact 2: VB is the preferred beer for all 4WD owners."
Jeff:

"Fact 3: 4WD owners in the vicinity."
Shorty:
"Fact 4: Significant prejudice already established against said people."
Jeff:

"Fact 5: Obviously need to be tanked to attempt adjacent climb."
Shorty:
"Fact 6: 4WD owners irresponsible wreckers of the environment."
Jeff:

"Guilty as charged."
Shortbread:
"Q.E.D."
However, we were civil when we approached the women-folk sitting beside the track as the second vehicle in the party of four crept its way down a simply appalling piece of track.
"Why are you doing this?" we asked.
"Because it's there," one lady said.  Oh I see, they're lost mountaineers.
We chatted some more, and discovered that this was a popular weekend trek for these people, and a fun game that the whole family can play!  We wondered why the women didn't just walk on ahead with a slab of beer and get wasted while the fellas played out their rituals: "Left!  Left!  That's it.  Right!  Don't worry - it's just the bull-bar!".
Which brings us to Colin, or "Cheap Truck" as he is known.  Now, Col's vehicle was not as well-equipped as the others. One of the blokes told us that Col's Landcruiser was the only truck that needed snatching up some of the hairy climbs, because it didn't have Diff Locks.  You see, if you're going to go four-wheel driving, and you're serious, then you only buy a truck with lockers.  They weren't going to let Col play with them again until he got some.  Lesson: unless you want to be a social outcast you must fork out the $60G's for a vehicle with all the essential equipment.
We had found a couple of empty drink bottles on the track, and having deducted that they must have been accidentally misplaced by these people, we did the polite thing and lobbed them through the window of one of the unattended vehicles.  After watching Cheap Truck finally make his way down the horror stretch, we began to move on.  It's at this point that the conversation between us started to take a new turn.  I said that I was pretty well impressed with how those 4WD's had handled that track.  Drives Without Lockers gave a most horrified look.
"Is that all you've got to say about it?  What about the damage they're doing to the environment - I mean look what they're doing to that track!"
"It's pathetic." Roland added, "If they were going somewhere - like driving to Kakadu - it wouldn't be so bad, but they aren't actually going anywhere.  It's just an excuse to play with their expensive toys."
Rob and I glanced at each other, and suddenly it all became crystal clear.  Why did these two react with such hostility to these people, whereas Rob and I really couldn't care less?  Yes that's right, jealousy, that ugly emotion.  You see, their 4WD's could not possibly have negotiated such terrain, and they damn well knew it.  And we knew it.  And they knew we knew it!  Rob and I had ourselves in stitches, and we wondered how we could have missed the signs for so long.
We kept on walking until Rob said, "Let's stop at 4.15."  No problemo, that was only 20 minutes away.  At 4.15 we came to a peak that we thought was the trig station, though that 
turned out to be the next peak along, another kilometre or so away.  We stayed where we were, and scrambled up to the top of the ridge, making camp where there appeared to be no camp made before, though this would have been difficult to say for sure because this landscape had been scorched horribly by the infamous NSW bushfires of January, 1994.  The regeneration was progressing well, however, and most of the trees that had not been permanently frizzled had myriads of regrowths up and down their branches, from a distance making the trees look like they were covered in grass.
So we set up camp at this point where the view to the north was "outstanding", in Jeff's words.  We played a bit of disc, and then were surprised to watch the 4WD expedition meander by on the road below us, since it was getting quite dark by now.  Well, they all meandered by except Col, who had to be snatched with some difficulty by the Hilux (or whatever Chief "Three Straps" drove) as we watched and applauded from our gallery.
Dinner was provided by Roland - two pre-cooked lasagnes - and they heated fabulously on the hot coals of the fire.  Dessert was needless to say chocolate, who's I'm not sure, but it wasn't mine, dammit.  Sitting around the campfire, Rol began working on his latest song, Four-wheel driving Frenzy (When Will it End).  Nice title, not many lyrics yet.  Meanwhile I offered to take a considerable amount of money off his hands, with which I would buy him a PC with more grunt than a truck-load of pigs.  This generous offer was not received with any grace or thanks whatsoever.  After dinner, Rob and I brought out the fluoro disc again, and warmed it up with a torch.  The moon was so bright, however, that our eyes would not adjust properly and it made the disc even more difficult to see.  That's how Disc in his Hand copped it in the nose himself.  Jeff took some remarkable timed exposures, one of which is included for your edification below.  We kipped at about 11.00pm.
Up at around 7.00am, with the sun in our faces, we looked out across the gorgeous expansive valley, hazy with eucalyptus oil I suppose.  After breakfast, out came the Wheel of Death, and an orientation of the map to check where exactly we thought we were.  The general consensus was that we had walked 9km from the river where we parked the car, more than 29.03% of the way to our original destination!  More Ultimate Golf (ie. discing) along the ridge followed, and we left the campsite for the hike back at about 11.00am.
During the walk back, Rob and I caught wind of more 4WD conversation coming from the others, so we slunked back and discussed a cunning plan to test our theory about 4WD owners.  I soon discovered that this test would result in Rob one day punching me in the jaw, which sort of removed my initial interest in the plan.  Let me explain.... I would be the Control, and Rob the Test.  He would buy a 4WD vehicle and I would not.  If he turned out like Jeff and Roland (ie. jealous, paranoid, and obsessive) within four weeks and I remained unchanged, then the hypothesis would be proven to be correct, and I would tell him so.  He would then deny any knowledge of the experiment and hit me.
Anyway, the trek was fairly uneventful, except that a grey-green snake about 1.2m in length scared me senseless (for about 1 second) as it scurried away under a rock on the side of the track.  Today was pretty warm, and since the track was very exposed from the lack of foliage, we rapidly depleted our water supply.  When we came to lunch at 1.00pm the dry biscuits and cheese didn't exactly slither down the throat.  "Well, I'm enjoying the hike," said Roland.
We made it back to the river at about 2.30pm, and I was first with the quick change and dived in to the depth of about 20cm, drinking the fresh water like a camel.  I know what you're thinking, yes we did play disc, for at least an hour - until Rol decided it was beer-drinking time and confiscated the disks.
Driving back through Farmer Joe's property, Roland noticed a large hole near the side of the road.
"Look, it's a mass grave!"  He sounded excited.
"That's where he buries the National Parks and Wildlife inspectors when they discover his cash crops," explained Robert.
"Oh look, and there's the digging equipment he uses.  Let's check it out." said Rol.
"Aw, come on fellas, stop it." Jeff was sounding just a little nervous about this kind of talk.  He'd seen Schindler's List, and this was no laughing matter.
He was driving, so we kept on going past the farm house, which looked very empty, and got to the first gate.  It didn't look right.  Rob went to check it out.  There were nine (count them) padlocks on the gate, and they were all locked.
"Do what?" I exclaimed.
"I know a bit about farmers and they don't lock their gates - not even their house when they go out," Jeff complained.  Well, Jeff, this was no ordinary farmer.
"After all, he has to protect his cash crops," Rob helpfully added.
Rol went for a walk along the fence line to see if there was a way out.  There wasn't, so he went to the tool compartment of the car and pulled out a pair of pliers.
"We'll just undo the barbed wire, take off the chain, and put it back on again.  He'll never even know we were here."
"Yeah right, and get caught in the act of damaging private property.  Get real." I objected.
"If he catches us we'll all be fertiliser for the cash crops," Rob chimed in.
"What's more, even if we're out of here and he finds damage to the fence he can track us down because your uncle owns the Holden Dealership in Forbes, remember?  We better go back to the farmhouse and see if there's anyone in there to let us out," I said very sensibly.
There was no better plan at this stage, so we drove the 500m or so back there.  The others got out of the car.  I stayed where it was safe, ready for a quick getaway.  Stuff the others, they'll be alright, I reasoned to myself.  There was definitely no-one in there, so Roland looked round the back.
"There's a bloody grave back there," he said as he climbed back in the car.  We laughed.
"There bloody well is - take a look!"  As we drove past the house we could see the small cross in the back yard.  The name of the sacrificed child was "Timmy", according to our eye-witness.  We decided to get out of this joint.  There was one more way out of the National Park - untried of course, but we weren't going to hang around and wait for Farmer Joe to come back and waste us like he'd done to those NPWS inspectors.
So we drove back into the National Park, back to a fork in the road that led to another private property with another unwelcoming sign.  By this stage there was no turning back.  We were looking out for one of those fake cows (like in Top Secret) with farmers inside waiting to snare us.  Soon we came to a farmhouse.  This one had the road go straight past his front door, with gates on either side, so there was no way that we were going to make a run for it.  I suggested we be polite and ask for permission to drive through, so I cruised up to the front door, and knocked.  No-one home... Rol said they must be at church.  It's a Monday, but we believe him anyway.
Anyway, the trip was uneventful from this point on - another property had the lights on but no gates close by so we just drove on through, and eventually made it to the Putty Rd with the help of one bloke who confirmed the direction we were taking.  Luckily, the six or seven gates on the private properties we encountered were all unlocked, but that didn't mean they were bereft of a stern warning, such as "Enter at your own risk".  Rob started mentioning cash crops and shot guns again, but Jeff explained that not even NSW laws would allow a farmer to get away with shooting trespassers.
Well that's a relief.
Shortbread
Addendum: Jeff captured the rising sun on Anzac Day.  What a masterpiece.
Figure 1: at lunch

Rob extracts the Wheel of Death, and Roland suspects his status as a god could be in danger.
Figure 2: Colin at play

Colin: sure he's a social outcast, but he looks cool.  Shortbread makes some minor adjustments.
Figure 3: the campsite

The campsite, and a glimpse of the northerly view.
Figure 4: the scorched landscape

The setting sun is a backdrop for the scorched ridge where we camped.  Less leaves = more disc space.
Figure 5: Carlos

All it needed was a final flash of the performer.
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