The Eastwood Rovers "Mighty Morton" National Park Hike
13th to 15th April, 1995
A Diary
Hike concept:
Roland planned it as a too-easy-Campese hike for all the family



including the women.
Who went:

Three big blokes... Roland "Seventeen Walks" Simpson, Jason



"Ow my eyeball" Saxby, and Shortbread.
Thursday, 13th April
5.30 pm
Keith decides that a Rotary waits for no-one, pulling out of the hike to work on the beast with the name "Mazda".
8.30 pm
Shortbread calls Rob Mitchell to borrow his tent.  Unfortunately it's already been promised to cousin Anthony.  And unfortunately Rob has forgotten that he's lent it to Melissa, who unfortunately wanted to use it on another hike and who in particularly unfortunate circumstances had not bothered to tell Rob.  D’oh.
8.40 pm
Shortbread puts in a call to Jason to secure his tent.
9.30 pm
Roland picks up Shortbread in the Lada, and we set off to pick up Jason at Warilla (a few k's south of Wollongong, for the geographically-impaired).
11.00 pm
An overhead sign on the Princes Highway tells Roland that he's in an 80 zone and that he's doing 93 km/h.  He complains bitterly "but I wasn't doing anything over 90!"  
11.45 pm
We arrive at Jason's, to find him asleep in a comfy chair - just as he told Roland he would be.  Jason doesn't lie about important things like that.  From here we set off down to Nowra, and from there down Albatross Rd past the Navy base towards Sassafras and Nerriga.
12.45 pm
Detour into the Navy base to get directions after taking a minor wrong turn.  The officer on duty looks very suspicious of this party - hey, we could be dangerous subversives on patrol in the Soviet Lada Attack Vehicle (SLAV).  Well, the Lada is code-named "Boris" after all.
Friday, 14th April
2.00 am
After a spine-shaking 60 km on corrugated dirt roads between the Navy base and Nerriga (where Eastwood Rovers won the 1988 Normanhurst Car Rally) we take a lefticle down another dirt track (about 1 km past Nerriga) towards the Morton National Park.  Then using our legendary 1:100,000 road map we take the obvious route to the edge of the National Park, only to find - you guessed it - gates with ugly signs condemning us before they even get to know us: "Foul Trespassers Keep Out, Private Property", they say.  Plus these gates have padlocks on them, which make those signs somewhat redundant.  So we do a U-turn back towards Nerriga, back to a right hand turn off the dirt track about 1 kilometre into it.  On our map this appears to be an alternative track into the Park.
2.30 am
Arrive at another locked gate (the sign does not have unsociable content this time) about 7 km south-west of the original start of the dirt track.  This looks heaps more promising, so we set up tents and kip.
8.00 am
We awake to the sound of a bunch of Venturer-age kiddies arriving in a 4WD.  Jason surrupticiously listens to their conversation, hoping to hear references that confirm that we're not in the Belanglo State Forest after all.  We get a warm feeling that we're in the right place.
9.00 am
Set off along an easy track through the private property.  Roland promises not to say any of the following phrases during this hike, lest they be quoted against him in a diary such as this:

1. "I'm having a good time."

2. "I hate down-hills."

3. "Well, I am a god."
(Editor's Note: Actually, he didn't promise not to say this last one, but it would have been especially inappropriate on this Easter weekend anyway)
9.45 am
After a couple of kilometres we reach a third gate.  This one isn't friendly, but we proceed anyway because we're not afraid of no country hick or his stupid sign or his shotgun.  Gulp.  There's an apparently empty farmhouse to the right (probably the ruins of Michael Dowling's Hut), and a small herd of cattle surrounding the track.  It's quiet - too quiet.  Memories of Gosper's Mountain almost one year ago are haunting me.  Where's Farmer Joe and his hostage child?  Is this his alternative site for an annual Easter sacrifice of a NPWS inspector... or a hiker?
The herd includes the hugest meanest bull you've seen this side of the Royal Easter Show.  
"I'm having a good... d’oh!" says Roland.
We don't want to disturb the local fauna so we responsibly make an alternative route through some scrub.
10.30 am
About 2 km later we reach a fork in the track, apparently not marked on our map (though it is quite clearly on the 1:25,000, I will discover later).  Roland says we should go left - with no good explanation given.  It's his hike so we don't argue.
11.00 am
One km later we come across a stream with fresh-flowing water.  This should help us pinpoint our position, I tell the others.  No, not really.  However, on the other side of the stream is a National Parks sign telling us that there are 7.5 km between us and The Vines, which is where we want to get to, and about 20 km to Monolith Valley, which we don't want to get to - but this fact might become significant later in the hike - so I commit it to memory.
11.30 am
Stop for a lunch break in a natural causeway that is pretty much empty of water except for a few stagnant pools scattered around.  While we're hooking into the rice crackers and cheesep;;;;;;;wq1o9wds (thanks to my cat Gabby for her contribution to the diary) four hikers cruise in from the opposite direction, and they head to the pools and start filling their bottles.  Shortbread doesn't like to see other people suffer so he tells them that there is a flowing stream not half an hour away.  They seem very surprised at this, and ask us where on the map this alleged stream is.  At this point, we get a little embarrassed at the prospect of showing them our map, for our map could be misunderstood as the accompaniment of reckless bushwalkers who care little for where they are.  Anyhow, when we show them our estimated position, the group leader protests that they are currently walking on a completely different track.  So they pull out the big guns: a 1:25,000 topographic and a similar scale sketch map.  It soon becomes apparent that they completely missed a turn-off at The Vines - about 6 km (or an hour and a half) back down the track.  Smug mode.
12.15 pm
The other hikers are "not interested in turning back", so they keep going in the same direction in the hope of finding some overhangs to sleep under because they have no tents.  We laugh about this in the following manner:
Shortbread:
"Air-hair" (said in Nelson's nasally tone).
Jason:

"Ow my eyeball" (as said by Rod or Todd - an inappopriate response really under the circumstances since the two lines just don't follow each other in The Simpsons.  This fact does not stop Jase from using it another 53 times during the weekend).  Around this time we decide to name the area Quiggley's Clearing (after that famous Australian, Thomas Selleck) and anyway the name Quilty just doesn't roll off the tongue.  We make it to The Vines at about
1.45 pm
…where we stop for a rest.  We only guessed it was The Vines because the flora changed quite markedly to dense rain-forest-ish, and there was a track heading off to our right (the elusive one), but another group of hikers came through just at the right time to confirm the matter.
2.30 pm
We go looking for some rocky outcrops close to the track to sleep under and are successful.  It is probably Red Johnny's Cave (but we didn't know that then - we will discover this later when we check out the 1:25,000 map).  Try writing in the present tense after the event, it sucks.  So, settling down for the "night", now there's nothing left to do but to drink Jason's 1.25L Symbol of Free West, eat chocolate, have fun with Roland's new stove-toy, and play "which song does this line come from?".
5.00 pm
Fire-time.  Roland can't get it started (no surprises there).  Then Shortbread and Jason fail (yikes!).  So we borrow some of that wicked fuel from Rol's new stove and nearly burn our fingers off.  Dinner, coffee and Easter eggs followed in due course.
8.30 pm
Kippin' time (I's the foreman etc…)

Saturday, 15th April
6.30 am
Breakfast: Coco-pops, coffee and pancakes.  Shortbread is the renowned pancake expert and won't let anyone else near the frypan.  No-one complains.
9.00 am
On the road again.  We're heading back to the car the same way we came.  We could get back via taking that famous turn at The Vines (and going S-E around Quiggley's Mountain and then turn north, east of Foster's Mountain), but we're still suspicious of our map, and think it might want to lead us astray ("e-vil, e-vil I tell you!").
10.00 am
Stop for some discing and a packet of wine gums in a small clearing.  Some day-hikers stroll by in the opposite direction.  They ask us "where have you come from".  "That way", I reply, and point down the track.  That'll teach them to ask difficult questions.  Roland confuses them even more by adding "from Nerriga" (the opposite of where I pointed to).  If Jason had been quick, he would have added “Warilla!”
10.30 am
Stop at the causeway where we had lunch yesterday for a snack.  Jason discovers a small sea-shell fossil in the sandstone.
11.00 am
Just past the causeway where we stopped for lunch yesterday, three Rover-age blokes go by.  As they pass, one of them blurts out "can you tell us where we are?"  I ask Roland to get the map out of my pack.
"I just want to warn you that you're going to laugh at our map", I say.
"I doubt it, this one's pretty bad - look at this", one of them says sheepishly.  He shows us a sketch map with about 6 times the detail than ours.
"You win!", says Roland excitedly, assuring them that theirs is indeed superior.
Yet even with the clearly superior map, these lads had thought they too were on the ubiquitous track that goes left at The Vines, except they have just discovered the National Park sign a short distance away that doesn't add up... it says that both The Vines and Monolith Valley are in the same direction (not opposite directions as they may have expected).  So in reality they are about 12 km from where they should be.  Fools!  Sucked in by the false security that comes from carrying detailed maps!  Twice in one weekend we save a group of hikers from themselves.  If there was any doubt about our deity it is now dispelled.
11.30 am
We're approaching that herd of cattle again.  They're waiting for us.  Shortbread tells the others that this time he is definitely going to bravely stroll through the middle of them all, regardless of what the others do.  He's the first to bail out.
12.00 pm
Arrive back at the Lada, just as it starts to rain.  I dish out some lunch while Roland drives and Jason crashes in the rear.
2.30 pm
Between Gerringong and Kiama the Lada starts to make some rotten grinding noises and gearbox/transmission failure comes immediately to mind.  Roland pulls over about one km later in a safe spot, only to find that a rear tyre had blown, and then shredded quite nicely, thankyou very much.  Smoking!  So we get the spare out of the bonnet (no, not the boot, you Lada-ignoramus), and what do you know it's pumped to at least a whopping 10 p.s.i.  But it comes down to using the spare or driving on the rim, so we attach it and limp into Kiama to pump up it up a bit more (call us girlies if you want), and the spare obliges by exposing some inner tube as the pressure is applied.  We are obviously onto a winner here.
3.30 pm
Swung into Jax's Tyres at Shellharbour for a new tyre.  It's a little bigger than the other three, and Roland thinks he can feel the difference so a few days later he will take the car to get a wheel balance all round and tell the mechanic he needs a new tyre at which point the man will tell him he's a big girly blouse and to live with it.  The truth is out there and it hurts.
4.00 pm
Drop Jason back home and drink a well-earned coffee.
6.00 pm
Roland and Shortbread arrive back in Sydney.  Roland looks forward to another five hours drive to Forbes, since he had only done about five already today and wouldn't want to be accused of doing it easy.
Verdict:

It was a leisurely hike, a very moderate stroll.  Roland says it was 17



km both ways, but I think he was short-changed by a couple of clicks.



It isn't a particularly scenic route, either.  No problem, we can save



the scenery for next week's installment.
Shortbread
