Hike to Kowmung River


22nd-24th August 1997








Stardate: 17th May 2003�Last weekend, Jeff Clarkeburn (nee Clarke), held a first birthday party for Noah, Jeff and Henrikka’s little one.  Jeff suggested that my collection of Expedition Reports should be made available on the internet.  So I set about collecting them all together.  Unfortunately, I discovered that one of them – this one – was incomplete.  I think Beethoven had an unfinished masterpiece as well.  Anyhow, I have done my best to fill in the gaps from my original notes.  Any similarities to actual events are at best coincidental. OK, let’s head back to 1997, when the grass was greener and the girls were sweeter…





 


The hike was conceived by Roland, and probably seconded by Rob.  This is the right and proper order of things.  Bundy was then invited.  He wanted to ensure that there were plenty of folks to share the slams that he perceived were going to come his way, since Jason moved to Indonesia the previous year.  Accordingly, he rang me at 10.30 one night to ensure I would be there.  Finally, OBEs and Grog were brought out of hibernation to join in the fun.





Being a Roland-sponsored hike, the full distance over the two days would, of course, be 17 km.  The hike would start some kilometres from Oberon (I don’t recall where exactly), down Lannigan’s Ck, to the Kowmung River.





The day before the hike, my Lancer GSR was broken into near Meadowbank Station, leaving a rear window smashed, and thus preventing me from taking it.  So Rob took his Kombi, and Bundy his Commodore.





An aside about naming conventions…  Mrs Power (Laura) has an unnatural aversion to “Bundy” and therefore so does Mr Power.  I think it was OBEs who laid down the ground rules early: “If you’re not Bundy, then he’s not Grog, and he’s not Shortbread, and I’m not OBE’s.”  Bundy took the hint.





Anyhow, we set out on the Friday night for Oberon. Myself, Grog, OBEs accompanied Bundy; and Roland accompanied Rob.  Grog decided to call Roland from his mobile (this is a legacy from the good ole days when each car would be equipped with a CB radio), and burst unhesitatingly into a complaint about being sick of Shortbread, and then OBEs chimed in with a comment about the stench coming from Grog’s bowels.  Grog paused, “Yeah, I’m looking for Roland.  Oh…so who are you?  G’day, nice to meet you.  So what’s the number I called?  Yeah, that’s the number.  Sorry mate, I was given a dud number.  Well anyway, do you mind if we keep calling you this weekend?  Good on ya, buddy!  Bye.”  We all fell about the place.





Now there was a time, about seven years earlier, when Bundy was a reckless driver.  But he’s grown up now.  He doesn’t thrash a Hyundai Excel around any more.  He had been married for almost three years.  But as for Rob, well, some things never change.  At some stage during the evening we swapped cars and I ended up accompanying him.  Rob had a Kiss CD in the van.  Earlier that year, Rob, Rol and I saw Kiss play live at the Ent Cent.  Now Rob doesn’t like to be outdone by Roland – and he remembered that Roland knew all the lyrics to all the obscure Kiss songs, making us two look like tourists.  But we did know how to perform the classic stage kick, high in the air and aimed at no one in particular, best emulated in inappropriate situations like the office kitchen.  So, whilst driving, to prove that he was authentic, he lifted his left leg, kicked the passenger-side dashboard and knocked the alarm sensor out of alignment to the tune of Love Gun.





Additionally, Rob demonstrated his faith in the Kombi by deciding not to bring spare brake fluid, after recently having his brakes fail on him when the brake fluid leaked out.  Ominously, the brake fluid light flashed all the way from Oberon to the campsite.  “Don’t worry, Shortbread, it’s only flashing because the fluid is sloshing about in the container.  The water pump leak fixed itself after a year, so why won’t the brakes?”





Arriving at the campsite about midnight, the temperature was in the low single figures (Rob had the right technology to prove this, used extensively on the “In Search of Alby” trip).  In my oh-so-expensive sleeping bag, my temperature was not too different, and I suffered quietly for half an hour or so before getting up and dressing in jeans.  It was the first time I ever had to use the hood on the sleeping bag as well as the hood on my tracksuit top.  Next morning, Rob was greatly relieved to find out that he was not the only freezing one, because this was his first outing in his brand new bag, and he was formulating his response to the chap at Eastwood Camping Centre.  OBEs too had to get into his thermals.  





We must have left fairly late on Saturday morning; it being so cold and Tuck being a couple of hundred kilometres away, I imagine no one was early to rise to build a campfire.  Anyhow, it was only 8.5 km down to the Kowmung (that’s half of 17, alright?) and that should have taken about three hours at Standard Roland Pace.  However, it actually took five and a half hours hiking on Saturday to make it to the Kowmung.  We had expected to have plenty of time to goof around at our destination, but the reality is we arrived 10 minutes before the sun set behind the surrounding hills.  There might have been a track down to the Kowmung, but if there was, we didn’t use it - we just rock-hopped down the dry creekbed.





When we arrived, Bundy submerged himself in the icy water.  Me, I couldn’t hack even dipping my feet in.  It’s a body fat issue.





We setup camp in a nice shaded, grassy spot near the creek.  I was keen to make the weekend not just a mateship/physical experience, but spiritual too.  So I had borrowed the little red Gideon’s New Testament from Rob’s van (where it resides, protecting the car from thieves and infidels).  During the weekend, I managed to deliver a couple of lessons, namely the Parable of the Farmer and the Hired Labour, and the account of Jesus and the paralytic being lowered through the roof in Mark 2.  Roland as usual accused me of having an opinion and letting everyone know about it.  If we had brought a Czechuan Chicken and glass-and-a-half of beer, I guess his opinion genie would have emerged as well!  Bundy gave me a slam too, though I suspect mainly in deference to Laura in case she was listening and detected him having an alternate opinion from “what was agreed”.  There were certain clauses attached to the combining of the separate bank accounts, you see.  Rob spurred me on, but it would be wrong of me to assume it was just for the show.  The others were awkwardly quiet.





We were expecting similarly low temperatures on this night, but curiously the temperature was much more comfortable, around 8 degrees perhaps.  This is ironic as we were to later discover the huge dump of snow that had happened that very night, a few hundred metres above us on the mountaintops (we, of course, were in the valley).  It rained overnight, but only a sprinkle.  Nevertheless, we again tasted those freezing temperatures when a cool change swept through with no notice around 8.00am on Sunday morning.


 


That morning, we were convinced that the hike out (all up-hill) would take at least another hour more.  So preparing for a long tiresome haul, we set out at 8.45 am.  We made it to our previous day’s lunch spot one and a half hours later.  It had taken almost three hours to hike the same distance the previous day!  Theories abounded about “match fitness” and psychological factors.  Rob almost certainly daydreamed that perhaps we had lost nine minutes somewhere the previous day.  The real reason was of course that yesterday we were distracted by the stealth disc, which managed to be lost twice, including once by Bundy for about half an hour.  No one saw him throw it.  I was behind him, trying to pull spines out of my socks.  The first thing I knew, Bundy fell over in front of me.  That’s part of his throwing style, you see.  He swore it was a good throw and it went that-a-way.  Needless to say, he was wrong.





We had been fairly sheltered at our river’s edge campsite and during the hike back up the Lannigan’s Ck.  But the final ascent to the cars included a steep spur that we had to climb up, and that’s when we felt the cold.  No complaints, however - all up it was great hiking weather because that slope would’ve been murder if it had been much warmer.  And it was a bright clear day as the photos show.  We arrived back at the cars only four hours after we left.





As we began the drive back out to Oberon, we began to notice that many of the trees had a white moss on one side, up and down their trunks and branches.  Hang on, that’s not moss, that’s snow!  Sure enough, as we continued the covering of snow became thicker.  Now it had settled on the ferns and the road.  Oh for the Turbo 4WD beast in these slippery conditions!  Imagine the four-wheel-drifting action one could have been getting.  Well, 4WD monster or tippy delivery van, it makes no difference to Rob, who attempted donuts and burnouts in the Kombi anyway.  Finally, we found an open area covered in a few inches of snow.  So we slid the cars to a stop and pelted handfuls of the fluffy powder at each other and the cars.





It was a fairy-tale ending to a pleasant weekend’s hiking.





Shortbread





