
Eastwood Rovers "No Pussies" Hike

Kanangra Walls - Kowmung River

12th-15th August, 1994

Hikers: Jeff "do you want to buy a belt?" Clarke, Kevin "Bundy" Power, Jason "the Sax" Saxby, Keith "Wally" Wallington, Lynda "the Fil" Filmer, and Shortbread.
Hike premise: Bundy was told by Laura to get out of the house more often.  Yes Ma'am!
Hike details: We left Eastwood Scout Hall at 8.00pm Friday night, and dropped round to the Simpsons for Roly's tent and Sonja's blessing.  We installed the Crew's CB's into the transport vehicles: Bundy's Holden Rodeo 4WD and Shortbread's Laser TX3 2WD, and mosied on up to Blaxland (via Jeff's parent's place, where Jeff booked some thugs for Saturday night).
At Blaxland we shared our customary pre-hike Last Supper together at Mac's.  The conversation somehow turned to taxation, and while Lynda was absent from the table the comment was made, "OK, it's a taxation-free zone from now on".  Bundy landed the premiere slam for the weekend: "But then Lynda will have nothing to talk about!"  High fives all round, then Lynda came back and wanted to know why we were laughing at her.  Jason got the blame.
A few kilometres before Hampton pub Shortbread played a witless practical joke on Bundy and Keith (which I highly recommend to you for a cheap laugh), by feigning running out of fuel, waiting for the others to pull over and get out of their car into the freezing cold, and promptly driving away at high speed.  Slam number two.
Soon enough we found an omen for what was to come: there was snow on the road between Jenolan Caves and Kanangra Walls, so of course all the fellas got out and pelted each other and their cars.  Then we were dismayed to find that the main part of the Donut Shop had been tarred.  We each managed a half-donut anyway (with the Fil screaming in terror) and eventually arrived at Kanangra Walls at around 12.00am.
We camped overnight back down a track where the Uni Rover trail starts.  Shortbread, in an apparent act of chivalry, volunteered to sleep with Lynda - since everyone knows that married men are completely safe and trustworthy.  In fact, he saved Kevin considerable personal embarrassment since Kevin had been warned by you-know-who to keep his distance from the Fil (indeed, Lynda had supposedly been banned even from the Rodeo, but this was rightfully ignored).  During the night a gusty, wickedly cold wind blew through the tops of the trees, emulating the sound of a truck approaching, and serving to remind us why normal people don't go hiking in the winter.
The Saturday morning greeted us with clear skies and the same fierce wind through the tree tops.  We parked the cars at Kanangra Walls car park, and Jeff suggested that I should leave my car alarm off.  OK, if you say so.  We set off at about 8.30am.  After admiring the extraordinary clear view of the Walls and surrounding features, we took the track that leads to the Coal Face and then down the Gingra Range.  Half way down the range is a trail that follows Hughes' Ridge all the way down to the Kowmung River, which we reached at about 1.00pm, a timely point to stop for lunch.  Keith and Shortbread threw their discs down this steep descent, and at some point Keith managed to lose his sunnies.  If only he'd left them in the car.
It was during lunch that we discovered that Bundy had brought food for everyone on the hike,  but stupidly had forgotten to tell any of us!  Generously, we helped to relieve him of his burden anyway.  After lunch Keith, Jeff and Shortbread played "disc golf" in the still air of the valley around the site, while the Sax tanned his ivory chest in the sun.  The Fil practically wet herself with laughter, but selfishly didn't explain the joke to the rest of us.
An hour later and we set off to the Saturday night campsite: a large open field about one or two kilometres and two dead cows upstream, where we would have around three hours play-time before the sun set - though the range towering over the other side of the Kowmung shaded us from any direct sun.  After being greeted by the local old-man kangaroo ("Oh yeah, how can you tell it's old?" asked Lynda incredulously), Bundy collected some wood for the campfire, and Keith polluted a nearby waterway.
We set about erecting our tents, and while Lynda was leaning into her tent arranging her sleeping bag, Shortbread laid hands on the expanse of body protruding from the tent and pushed.  Without any hesitation, Jason got the blame.  There's a pattern emerging - can you see it?
More golf followed, and both Keith and Shortbread did their best to break their ankles in the rabbit holes that were scattered everywhere.  Then came a full-on game of forcings-back with the disc: Jeff and Shortbread versus Keith and Bundy (won 3 goals to 2 by the latter).  Meanwhile, Lynda prematurely cooked up her dinner.
Following this, the players wandered back over to the fire.
"Gees that disc is hacking up my hand", said Shortbread.
"Yeah, I've got a callous on my finger, just there", replied Jeff.
Keith was ever ready with a sick comment: "We all know how you really got that callous, Jeff!"  We all laughed, except Bundy who had missed the comment but heard the reference to callouses and decided to show off two handfuls: "You want callouses?  Check these out!"
Slam!  Needless to say an embarrassed carpenter slunk away.
After dusk it got bloody cold bloody quick.  That was the signal for a hot dinner - all except Jason, of course, who had a couple of nourishing pieces of fruit and most probably a peanut butter sandwich.  Darn it, he left the 2L Coke at home.  So we sat around a blazing fire for a few hours, mulling over various concepts and downing a packet of Wilma's marshmallows.  The conversation turned to fast food at one point:
"KFC is damned expensive", Jeff observed.
"Yeah, but the $14.95 family deal is good value", I added.
Well Jason couldn't help himself: "That's if you like chicken!"  Plainly, you don't buy what you don't like, but this fact had obviously escaped his attention.
The most part of the evening was spent as an appraisal of Keith's job prospects in the same fast food industry, and a discussion of its politics and personnel clashes.  Apparently, Keith is well-respected at KFC but hasn't quite reached legendary status yet (we can see it, why can't they?).  Rob Mitchell's "Giggle Theory" also got an airing (Lynda asked what it is, and the only reply was from Keith who volunteered to prove it one way or the other). 
Now, scattered in amongst the conversations of a group of big blokes away from their mums you can expect a few expletives here and there, but every use of a certain expletive by Keith was at least followed by the respectful "Sorry, Lynda".  By the end of the hike the expletive had been dropped in favour of the plain apology, and we all knew what he meant.
There was a very short-lived spell of what appeared to be rain at about 9.00pm, but most of us have forgotten what rain looks like so we couldn't be completely sure.  The Fil dived into bed and couldn't be bothered extracting herself again after it stopped, so she stayed there pretending to be asleep whilst quietly listening to the conversation lest her name appear in the credits.
Bundy crashed early and the rest of us retired at 11.00pm.  I froze, and so did the ground and the tent by the following morning.  Lynda and I awoke to hear someone rebuiding the fire.  "It definitely isn't Jason", she declared.  Yes it was.  Later, Jason assured us that he had been warm that night, even without bringing a thermo-rest to put under his sleeping bag.  "That way I can fit more banana sandwiches in my pack", he explained.  OK, alright, I made that bit up.
Breakfast (largely supplied by Kevin Power Catering) was followed by discing, packing up, and throwing cow pats at Bundy.  This morning was perfectly glorious, just like the previous day, and the wind began to pick up just as we left the campsite to continue up the Kowmung.  The turn-off at Root's Ridge was less than an hour's walk away, and we had to cross the river so we removed non-essential clothing (ie. shoes and socks, what can you be thinking of?) and relaxed in the sun on the river rocks on the other side.
While we were standing around, a conversation ensued along these lines:
"I suppose I woke you up this morning with my nose", Lynda said to Shortbread, referring to blowing out blocked nasal passages.
"Oh yeah, how did she do that!?" asked Keith, accompanied by inappropriate gesturing.
"Keith, I wouldn't be surprised if a 'ken street sweeper came through your head!" was Jeff's indignant reply to the sick comment.  Agreement all round, even from Wal himself.
"Sorry, Lynda", Jeff quickly added.
With a 1000 metres vertical climb ahead of us, we reluctantly started the ascent at about 11.00am.  A couple of hundred metres up there was a great view of the river winding down below us, so we stopped for a "band shot" photo and a rest.  Shortbread and Keith found this to be a prime opportunity to play rugby with Wilma's pack, rucking it back to the edge of the cliff until she screamed, and performing the classic David Knox tap forward, pass and run-around move.  
"Guys, you'll break the tent poles.  Leave it alone!", she complained.
The reply?  "Nag... Nag... Nag...".
The rest of the hike back along the ridge was accompanied by a surprisingly stimulating level of conversation, as was the whole weekend really.  Topics covered included politics, religion, and Scouting (eg. Rover Methods courses... Jason, when asked on a Methods course how Crews should find new members, had replied "poach them from other Crews"... this apparently did not go down well, even though it be the truth as far as Eastwood is concerned).  Jeff retold his story about how he came to quit Kalangadoo Rovers and join Eastwood (a case in point), and Bundy (also a case in point) declared that he had wiped the slate clean regarding past grievances with certain former and current Eastwood Rovers (but not Smart, P. Esq).  You heard it here first.
In fact, a post-mortem of the weekend revealed that it had been a counselling session for almost everyone there.  For example:
Bundy:  Rediscovered the joy of getting out with the blokes and discarding a burdensome chip off the shoulder.
Keith:  Got motivated to find an occupation in life that has nothing to do with edible oils.
Wilma:  Began to understand how to relate to a group of fellas, and how to deliver and receive a pay out (though still needs to develop the "Ha... Ha... Ha" standard reply concept a little further).
Jeff:  Learnt from Shortbread's example that it's OK to be an ex-Rover and still remain irresponsible (your time is coming!).
The track along Root's Ridge is a bugger, I'm here to tell you, and Shortbread was cold and knackered.  Just ask him, he'll agree with me.  (It's difficult writing in the third person, you know).  But after stopping for lunch at 1.00pm, we made it back to the Coal Face at about 3.30pm, and finally to Kanangra Walls about 30 mins later.  There we took some more band shots, and even though Kevin thought that they were "out of fashion" he humoured us.
Anyway, as I was making my way back to the car park, I could see the Sax up ahead, and he had a strange expression on his face.  It wasn't the hysteria that I would expect if the cars had been missing or burnt to the ground, but it was a "you're not going to like this" expression.  Indeed, a hole smashed in the TX3's right rear window and the Rodeo's right front and quarter window with CB's, clothes (including the belt off Bundy's jeans), money, sunnies, compact discs, street directories etc, all stolen, is not exactly a joy to behold.  At least three other cars had been smashed up too.  Wilma was the most distraught, as she had lost amongst other things a new day-pack, Country Road jeans, undies and a Target-brand bra (thankfully not her Elle MacPherson model).
But Keith said it best: "You can laugh or you can cry.  If you cry, you lose."
And strangely enough, Jeff wasn't missing a thing.
Shortbread
Post Script
We made our way back down to Hampton Pub, where we stopped for a famous "Willy Burger" and discussed the case evidence.  Then it was back down to Katoomba Police Station to file our report, and let them know we had returned safely from the hike.  The copper had never heard of break-ins occurring at Kanangra Walls, though Jeff said later that it was common knowledge (due to articles in publications such as Wild magazine).  Yeah, right.
Figure 1: The first campsite

Saturday morning campsite: on anybody else except Keith they would look uncool.
Figure 2: Shorty discing down the slope

Shortbread takes a pot-shot at Jason down Hughes' Ridge.
Figure 3: Jason on the rapids

The Sax makes his way across the raging torrent of the infamous Kowmung. "It was scary," Jase said later.
Figure 4: Campsite no 2

Tent city.
Figure 5: Around the fire

Jason, Shortbread and Keith sort out life.
Figure 6: The Kowmung at dawn

Sunday dawn: the magnificent view of the Kowmung from Jeff's tent.
Figure 7: Tough guys 

Tough guys don't need sleeves.
Figure 8: Close-up at Kanangra

Which proves that 2 out of 6 hikers prefer Nikes.
Figure 9: Chisels

Don Walker, James Barnes, Steve Prestwich, Phil Small, and Ian Moss.
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