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From the Editor:  Alan Levy sent me these photos of our lost 

FOUR MILE HUT taken in winter 2016. They are pure and pristine 
magic. Not only did we lose a much loved hut, we also lost a 
wonderful mature snow gum, Alan laments its loss. 

I hope you enjoy them as much as I have. Skiing was never one of 
my skills, usually spending more time on the snow than on my skis. 

Four of the members of Camden Bushwalking Club (who were the 

original caretakers of Daveys Hut) decided to learn to ski ‘proper like’. Being a long way from 
the snowfields we were lucky to be able to get down to the snow country but once a winter 
and then you took your chances as to what condition the snow may be in.   

Powder is not a given and my first venture with members of the club who could ski was met 
with frozen snow the texture of concrete.  Two laconically skilled Nordic/alpine skiers 
coming in off the snow, warned us not to go out ... the snow was too icy.  But we did and I 
spent that afternoon carrying my skis for miles following the others  as I feared a fall on the 
ice. 

With that in mind we four took a weekend ski school where two of the highlights were 
learning to play soccer on skis without the aid of ski poles and meeting Ted Winter who 
skied onto our playing field to say Gooday and skied off like he had been born in 
Scandinavia. To see the magic that those who ski into our huts and over the back country of 
the Australian Alps, even through the lens of their cameras, is a special delight. 

Thank you again Alan for sharing… and he shares with us his other photos at https://

members.pcug.org.au/~alanlevy/KosciHuts.htm             Pauline Downing 



•  



Peter Ariens… Davis Base ANTARCTICA   
 
 

My name is Bruce Alden and I wintered in 
Antarctica with Pieter at Davis Base Antarctica in 
1976. I am sure that you would know that he has 
recently passed away. 
 I am representing the other 10 surviving 
Expeditioners plus another who was at Mawson 
Base in 1976 and went South with Pieter and Davis 
Lewis in Solo. 
  We have attended reunions with Pieter at the 
Uni in Canberra plus others at Harrietville. At these 
reunions and at other times Pieter often mentioned 
his association with Kosciuzko Huts. He had a deep 
love of the cold and survival techniques which he 
taught us in 1976. He was our Station  Leader and 
mentor in all things Antarctic and very much 
admired and revered by us expeditioners. 
 We have been in touch with Pieter’s brother 
in the UK, re Pieter’s funeral and us Expeditioners 
were going to send flowers or a wreath. However 
Pieter’s niece said that the family would prefer for 
us to make a donation to the Kosciusko Huts 
Association which he loved. One of our group will 
be able to attend Pieter’s funeral, Mr Darryl Kath, 
our Dieso. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 I have looked on your website and it states 
you prefer donations to be made by Bank 
Transfer. I will do this but I would also like to send 
some sort of card from us guys to accompany our 
donation.  It is very sad that Pieter has passed 
away. He will be greatly missed  by us fellows who 
spent a fantastic year in Antarctica with him 
enjoying the ‘Great White Hell’ under his 
leadership. 

 We wish the Associa-
tion all the best in the future 
and especially for the restor-
ation work required after the 
‘Black Summer’ you experi-
enced. 

     VALE Pieter Arriens 

With deep regret we 
inform members that 
Pieter Arriens passed 
away on the 7th July. 
Pieter was a founding 
member of KHA, Life 
Member and President 
from the years 1978-
1980. Prior to this time 
he was a Huts 
Maintenance Officer, 
working on a strategy to 
restore some of the 
historic slab huts in KNP. 





WELCOME NEW MEMBERS  

 

 

 

 

Donations received  

 

We appreciate your 
generosity  

 
 
Graham North 

Geoff Giles 

Jayden Thornton 

Future Generations 

Joint Venture(Craig 

Nicholls) 

Paul Delaney 

Shirley Neal 

Peter Harlow 

Mike MacNamara 

David Roxburgh 

 
 
Donations in memory 
of KHA Founding  
and Life member 
Pieter Arriens: 
 
Suzette Alden-  
Pieter's DAVIS boys 
 

         Stephen Brown 
 



VALE Peiter Arriens  

 Pieter Arriens died yesterday afternoon. I think he 

was 82 or 83, a very solid innings. Damian said he 

became quite listless recently and didn't want to live 

anymore. He was probably glad to call it a day. So would 

I if I was suffering from dementia and in poor health. 

        He played a big (possibly huge) part in the 

formation of the KHA, helped create the constitution 

(modelled in part on the ANU Rowing Club, I think), was 

a KHA Life Member, went on many hut repair trips, took 

hundreds of landscape and hut photos with a heavy plate 

camera (see p339 in my book People of the Aust High 

Country), led many ski tours and bushwalks, was a pillar 

of support when in 1981 I was KHA president and 

NP&WS wanted to pull half the huts down, and wrote 

great wordy epistles about hut management. 

They are probably in KHA records. 

        Building igloos and snow caves was another 

passion, one in which he developed a lot of expertise. It 

probably started in Antarctica and was soon 

the way to go in our high country. I joined him on 

several trips, took photos and put them in most of my 

books. See the igloos he helped build on Mt Carruthers 

on p xx and the snow cave he built on Round Mt, p143, 

both in Huts of the High Country. The journey to make 

the latter is written up on p130 of my book One Step at 

a Time. Snow shelters need good block cutting tools so 

he invented a snow saw made of thick inflexible 

aluminium sheeting. It looked like the head of a sword 

fish and had very sharp teeth (ouch). There are still one 

or two around. 

        More writings about him are on p183 of The Life of 

a Mountain Hut (2020) where I take the reader to Four 

Mile Hut and get Pieter to teach others how to build an 

igloo. It's in Chapter 17, A Passing Parade. 

        Pieter used to be very fit and muscular with  

snowgum-like arms and legs (see photos p80 and 139 in 

my Huts of the High Country). His technical knowledge of 

all sorts of things, many of which I must be honest, 

fogged up my brain, was second to none. His great love, 

and devotion was Antarctica where he went at least four 

times, once as base leader. He even rigged up a huge 

Hills Hoist-like antennae on his roof in Duffy so he could 

be in touch with his buddies down south. When Graham 

Scully and I, on Damian's suggestion, took him out to 

lunch last year he made sure he had his folder of photos 

from that time. We all have our sacred treasures, that 

was his. 

        There are more photos of him in my collections but 

just when you want them they vaporise! He did ask me 

once what to do with his many boxes but I fear he may 

not have got around to archiving them and many will be 

thrown out. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, as they say 

somewhere, perhaps in the bible. 

        My last trip with him and some other elders was in 

winter 1996 to Johnsons Hut in the Victorian Alps. I wrote 

that up with photos in my book Huts in the Victorian Alps, 

p182-185. He was living at Harrietville at the time. 

        Writing this has reminded me of how often we saw 

each other in the 1970s, 80s and 90s, and how much he 

contributed to my general and high country knowledge, 

snow skills, trip reports, book and article writings and 

photo collection. 

        Thank you Pieter. Thank you also to a couple of 

young guns, Damian De Marco and Dean Turner, for 

helping him in recent times. 

        Let me know if I'm up the creek or have missed 

things.  Klaus 

 

             (Photos by Klaus - courtesy curator@nama.org.au) 

 
 

Keith Story, Pieter Arriens, Betty Pearson and Lin Chaffer at 
Kellys Hut in 1996. 

  

Pieter taking a photo of the Main Range from Olsens 

Lookout with his plate camera  



 

 Brighten up your days in 

lockdown  - if you love bush poetry   

Geoff Brodie prescribes any of Bill Kearns YouTube 

performances; these are but a few... 



 

Place names like Dead Horse Gap, 
Horse Camp and Horse Gully 

reflect the importance of horses in 
the mountains before motor 

vehicle access.   Matthew Higgins             
    Picture: Barbara Wentworth  

The names we use every day to refer to places in the high 
country have many stories to tell. Whether they are 
Indigenous or inherited from European settlers, place 
names add to the richness that is the heritage of the 
mountains. 

Namadgi is, of course, an Indigenous name. It was first 
written down by Polish scientist and explorer John 
Lhotsky in 1834 when he was staying at Duntroon and 
local Aboriginal people responded to his question about 
the high mountains to the south-west by saying 
'Namadgi'. Like many Aboriginal names, the emphasis 
should be on the first syllable, though most people still 
mispronounce the name of the ACT's national park by 
emphasising the second one. Many other Indigenous 
names of the ACT-NSW high country reflect that first 
syllable emphasis - think of Jindabyne and Eucumbene 
for example. The early European settlers picked up the 
Indigenous names by ear and reflected the true 
pronunciation themselves. What we today call the 
Goodradigbee River they called the Gooradigbee, and 
today's Boboyan was always Bobeyan, both with first 
syllable stress. Similarly Currango and Yarrangobilly in 
Kosciuszko National Park had that same stress, and bush 
people today retain that form of speech. 

When settlers arrived from England, Scotland, Ireland 
and elsewhere, they named things after what they were 
used to at home. So, lyrebirds were called pheasants and 
places were named after them. Today's maps retain 
Pheasant Creek at Gudgenby, and Pheasant Hill near 
Bobeyan. Banksia was called honeysuckle and so we have 
Honeysuckle Creek. Names reflect early rural practices. 
Sheep had to be folded or fenced at night to protect them 
from dingo attack and so portable timber hurdles were 
made. Hurdle Creek at Tidbinbilla recalls this sort of 
work. In the upper Cotter valley on the way down from 
Yaouk Gap is Drag Creek, no doubt named for the 'drags' 
or logs that were attached to drays to slow their descent 
on steep slopes. 

Calves were weaned from cows by the fitting of 'muzzles', 
hand-whittled pieces of timber fitted onto their faces to 
prevent access to the mother's teats. The eucalypt called 
Black Sallee was always used for this practice and so the 
timber was known by the stockmen as Muzzlewood, and 
places where it grew were similarly named. Muzzlewood 
Flat upriver of the SkiTube terminal is so named, as is 
another place of the same name near The Barry Way 

south of Jindabyne.  Again in the upper Cotter there 
is Licking Hole Creek, recalling places where stock 
licked natural salts from the ground. Scottish 
shepherds called these places 'smiggin' holes, and so 
explained is the name of the ski resort of Smiggin 
Holes - or simply Smiggins - in Kosciuszko. 
Observant bushwalkers might have noticed that 
kangaroos and wallabies also lick these salts, leaving 
small excavations. Hospital Creek at Gudgenby 
reflects early forms of animal husbandry and the use 
of this area for ailing, lambing or calving stock. 
Nursery Swamp near Orroral was named for the same 
reason. Creamy Flats and the larger Big Creamy Flats 

just inside the Cotter watershed were named after the 
colour of brumbies there in the early 20th century or 
before. 

Particular events resulted in names still in use today. 
Breakfast Creek in Namadgi is named for the place where 
Scottish settler Elizabeth McKeahnie and her kids had 
breakfast after fleeing Gudgenby Homestead in fear of 
Aborigines one night in the 1840s. Twenty years later 
when would-be gold seekers were moving through the 
mountains to the new strike at Kiandra, they were warned 
not to take the 'left hand creek' as they went up the Naas 
River valley. So Left Hand Creek it became and it is still 
found on modern bushwalkers' maps. 

In the 1890s Mary Ann Green lost her flock of turkeys for 
several days but the birds were later found at a small hill 
a little way from her home and so it became Turkey Hill. 

Many names, both Indigenous and European, have been 
lost. Not shown on maps today is Greens Peak just behind 
Tidbinbilla. It lived for many years though in the oral 
record, commemorating how around 1900 George and 
younger brother William Green rode roughshod across 
the steep, timbered rocky slopes to round up cattle which 
had strayed and become half wild.  

Individuals whose place names have survived include ex-
convict Thomas Shanahan, Michelago's first publican, 
who has Shanahans Mountain named after him in 
southern Namadgi. The wealthy De Salis grazing family, 
who prior to the 1890s depression owned 
Cuppacumbalong and the extensive lease at Cooleman 
Plain in modern-day Kosciuszko, are remembered in De 
Salis Creek in the upper Cotter owing to the lease they 
obtained there in 1896. Elsies Falls at Tidbinbilla is 
named after Elsie Blewitt of Nil Desperandum. 

The Webbs who were associated with grazing over 
extensive parts of the high country in the 19th century are 
recalled in more than one place today. Similarly the 
Franklins of Brindabella Station are remembered in Mt 
Franklin on the Brindabella Range, and nearby Stockyard 
Gap and Creek recall their grazing activities. McAlister 
Saddle near Mt Jagungal in Kosciuszko memorialises an 
intrepid early gold miner and bold skier. Mt Tennant 
(officially Tennent) recalls bushranger John Tennant of 
the 1820s who had his hideout on the peak and raided 
local properties now submerged beneath Canberra 
suburbia. Meanwhile the Indigenous name for that 
eminent mountain was Tharwa, a name which lives on in 
the village at its foot. Other high-country names, like 
Broken Cart and Tin Pot, evoke bush images in the 
imagination. Ones like Pugilistic Hut and Pretty Plain 
make odd juxtapositions. While others, like Pigeon 
Square, defy any sort of easy explanation! 



Hi Pauline, 
  
I thought you might like these attached 
photos for possible inclusion in the KHA 
newsletter. 
  
There is currently a great snow cover in 
the northern end of Kosciuszko National 
Park so last week I was able to ski into 
Gooandra Homestead on Mon. 19 July, 
and a few days later I did a ski tour at 
Long Plain on Thur.  22 July and was 
able to visit Millers Hut and Long Plain 
Hut. This is the first time I have skied 
Long Plain so 
it was great 
to see these 
huts in the 
snow. All 
three of these 
huts are in 
great 
condition. On 
the way there 
I also passed 
the burnt 
Kiandra 
Courthouse 
with it’s new 
roof. 
  
Also hoping 
to ski in the 
Jagungal 
area in 
August, 
subject to the 
lockdowns not coming 
to Canberra! 
  
Cheers,  Alan Levy 
 

 



 

 

Ski in - Ski out at  

 

• not so Disappointing Hut in Mid July  

 

Images:                                 CHRIS SMART 



David Poland has sent along these 
photos from the Australian and New 

Zealand SKI YEAR BOOK  

 

 

 

 

My son Noah recently found a copy of 
the 1946 Australian Ski Year Book in 
an oppe shoppe - David Poland   



From Klaus Hueneke -    
Kiandra to Kosciusko in 1977 

 
Herewith some sunny winter photos 

from 1977 taken by Bill Crawshaw and sent 
with his permission. My how the fashions have 
changed. 

The two Bills (Crawshaw and Hughes) 
were in the 1927 party that first successfully 
skied 65 kms from Kiandra to Kosciusko. I was 
dressed as a 1927 Kiandra old timer in a 
second hand Salvos suit, tie, trousers tucked 
into socks, miners cap, old ski boots, etc., and 
they were in après gear of the day. Such a 
reversal, such a contrast. Sunglasses seemed 

inappropriate for a dressed up old timer 
so I almost got snow blind. The 150 
people who did the crossing that winter 
are listed at the back of my K to K book. 
The book features many pages about life 
in Kiandra, some written by Bill Hughes. 
            I am holding a pair of skis made in 
Orange by a man who lived near the 
Pinnacle and Mt Canobolas. At 4300 feet, 
the latter gets quite a bit of snow, 
sometimes lasting 2 or 3 weeks. The 

bindings were home made from fencing 
wire and bits and pieces found in his 
shed. John Paynter, a previous huts 
maintenance officer of the KHA, tried 
the skis on the day. He is featured in the 
16mm film I made for the KHA. My 
siblings and I learnt on the short pair 
stuck in the snow. On the left are my 
Dad’s pair of hickory skis which he used 
in the Austrian Alps and at Thredbo. His 
and the long ones from Orange are at the 
National Museum along with other gear 

I’ve collected. Many photos and 
the film are at NAMA, the 
National Alpine Museum at Mt 
Buller. 
            Note fashions and cars of 
the day. Some like the VW 
beetles, Valiants, Holden Station 
Wagons and Toyotas would be 
worth a bit now. If only… 

                                      Klaus 

 

(The hut is 4 Mile Hut) 



Kiandra to Thredbo via Mt Kosciusko (K to K) Ski Trip – August 2021 

 

                                                       Figure 1. View from Mount Curruthers looking South 

Four of us skied continuously from Kiandra to Thredbo via Mt Kosciusko from 4 to 8 August.  The lowest point is at 
Kiandra at 1380 metres and Happy Jacks Plain at 1420 metres and the highest point is Mt Kosciusko at 2228 metres.  
We skied approximately 100km and 2,000 metres of climbing.  With climate change and the reduced snow line, it is 
increasingly difficult to find the right time to complete the crossing.  In 1981, I completed my first crossing from 
Kiandra to Guthega in 3 days, with continuous snow, where most of the huts were buried.  This year there was only a 
short window of a week to complete the crossing. 

Day 1: After leaving a car at Thredbo and parking the other car at the Kiandra Courthouse ruin, we commenced 

skiing at 12 noon with a 200 metre climb along the Australian Alps Walking Track.  We were originally going to 

commence from Thredbo, but due to a strong cold front and blizzard conditions, we decided to start from Kiandra.  

The dry powder conditions and light snow flakes made skiing delightful.  This was however marred from the impacts 

of the 2019 fires with the significant snow gum death – there was fortunately signs of regrowth sticking out of the 

snow.  We saw the signs of significant property damage including the powerline damage close to Mt Selwyn and  

Four Mile Hut ruins. After checking on the GPS and the Avenza map (see below), we were able to navigate to Broken 

Dam Hut.  The hut was rebuilt after it was accidentally burnt by a party in 1989, and has a verandah and open 

fireplace, which heated us up well .   

Day 2: Overnight there was a significant change in the snow, it rained/sleeted and then froze to a hard-packed icy 

snow.  We skied with skins to the edge of Tabletop Mountain on hard-packed snow with limited visibility.  We then 

skied to Happy Jacks Plain via Arsenic Ridge and Brooks Hut ruin on soft spring snow – and enjoyed lunch in the open 

fireplace that escaped being burnt in the 2019 fires.  We then came to our first challenge of the trip, crossing Happy 

Jacks Creek.  The original foot bridge was burnt in the 2019 fires and washed away in the subsequent flood in 2020.  

After stripping off, we crossed a fast flowing creek. We then skied along Happy Jacks Road on near continuous snow 

and had to walk only around 100 metres.  The group separated into two to ski separate routes to Mackeys Hut, via 

the headwaters of MacGregors Creek and via Diggers Creek junction. Both routes had sufficient snow.  Mackeys Hut 

was built in 1944-5 by Norm and Sam Mackey for grazing and survived 3 large bushfires in the mountains.  It has 2 

rooms, an open fireplace and verandah (similar to Broken Dam Hut). 

Day 3: The weather partly cleared and we skied along Diggers Creek with a 140m ascent to the west side of Spencers 

Peak which was covered in mist.  The descent to Doubtful Creek was along an open creek, and we skied through a 

series of small waterfalls along Doubtful Creek, below Cesjacks Hut.  After a 4 kilometre ski and 200 metre ascent we 

arrived at McAlister Saddle, the edge of the Jagungal Wilderness Area.  We enjoyed a number of glimpses of Mt 

Jagungal but we decided not to climb the mountain due to the icy conditions.  At 2061 metres, Mount Jagungal 

stands alone in an extensive plain and is visible for many kilometres. We skied one of the most beautiful parts of the 

trip along the Geehi River, Valentines River (at the Big Bend) and Mawsons Hut.  Mawsons Hut was built by Herb 

Mawson (the manager of "Bobundra" Station), Lindsay Willis, Con Bolton and Jack Bolton in 1930.  It has 2 rooms 

and an enclosed wood store .                                                                          
         > 



Day 4: This proved to be the longest at 25 kilometres and hardest day of the trip.  We skied up a 150 metre climb 
using skins from Mawsons to Kerries Range, then a fast descent to Schlinks Hut and Pass. We farewelled one of our 
party members at Schlink Pass who suffered severe blisters, and who skied out to the Guthega Power Station.  After a 
lightning fast ski to Whites River Hut, we skied the Rolling Grounds.  We had to change the route due to low visibility 
and near-icy snow conditions, and skied the eastern edge of the Rolling Grounds to Guthega Trig and descended to 
Guthega River, near the dam, and crossed Guthega River at the foot bridge. Guthega Trig was the iciest I had ever 
seen it in 40 years, and we had to edge our skis into the slope. We then ascended the edge of Gills Knob and 
descended to Pounds Creek to camp on a wind protected area of Twynam Creek.   

Day 5: I skinned on hard packed snow to Mt Twynam, the third highest mountain in Australia, and onto Mt 
Curruthers for wonderful views of the Craggs and Jagungal. The other party went via Blue Lake and were able to ski 
on the lake. Reuniting, we then skied to Lake Albina over large icy sastrugi (parallel wave-like ridges on snow caused 
by strong winds) to a wonderful lunch site below the former Albina Hut.  We then moved on to Mt Kosciusko via 
Muellers Pass and Rawsons Pass.  We made a quick descent to Thredbo (55 minutes) on hard packed snow to the 
Crackenback chairlift and completed a final downhill run to Thredbo. 

We were fortunate that all our gear held up well on the trip – especially our skis.  Other than one of our party having 
severe blisters, we all fared well, considering the icy conditions. The hard-packed snow was slow going while 
traversing, especially on the steep slopes, while very fast skiing on the downhill runs.  Skins were a necessity to climb 
the hard packed snow!  

Researching the Aboriginal history of the region, I noted that most of the geographic names are Anglo-Saxon or Polish 

(‘Kosciusko’).  Some place names in the Alps have been derived from local Aboriginal languages and these names 

continue to be culturally significant to this day. These names include Cabramurra, Jagungal (“The Big Bogong”), Dicky 

Cooper Bogong and Grey Mare Bogong. The term ‘Bogong’ was widely used to indicate the places where Bogong 

Moths could be found during the summer months, the high country places with granite boulders that were 

destinations for seasonal migration and feasting.   

Figure 2: Last descent to Crackenback 
Chairlift, Thredbo 

Maps:  Avenza: 1:25,000   Geehi Dam, 
Perisher Valley, Jagungal, Toolong Range, 
Old Adaminaby, Denison, Cabramurra 
 
 
 
 
 

                                           

Figure 3: Map Overview 

 
 
 
 

Ski Party:    

Sandy Lolicato, 

Lyndon O’Grady, 

Nicholas Hall, 

Graham Shaw 

 



SPENCERS HUT - https://khuts.org/ 

Located at the side of the track leading 
out of Blue Waterholes Creek, heading 
south to Pockets Hut. 

History  The hut was built by Spencer 

to support the mining of lead in the 
nearby hill. There was a second hut just 
to the west of this location. 

The hut was later used by graziers 
including Tom and Molly Taylor, who 
lived there for some years, including 
those with incredible snowfalls - 1942 
and 1943. 

It was still standing strongly in 1975, but 
heavy winds and snow collapsed one of the main poles, and the roof fell to the ground, complete. The photo above 
shows the hut as it is today. 

Proposals to make the local Karst area a "Special Management Unit" to protect the caves, may see the end of this 
shelter. Construction  Bush poles with an iron roof and malthoid (panel board) walls, plus iron fireplace. Dirt floor. 

BACK THEN  >  Photo taken at Spencers Hut near the Blue Water Holes in about 1950.  
David Butler's Willys truck in the shed.  
Photo from the late David Butler. Peter Butler (Son) Collection. 

 



Winter has always been a drawcard 
for the high country around 

Canberra, even in the early days                                     
                                            Matthew Higgins 
  
 Readers of this history page might recall 
an earlier article I had here about two Canberra 
women who loved bushwalking and cross-
country skiing in the Brindabellas and the 
Snowies. This time I'm paying tribute to a 
Canberra man who was equally entranced by 
our wonderful high country. 
 Tim Ingram was born in Dundee, Scotland, 
in 1912. He arrived in Canberra late in 1926 and 
worked as a tiler. The family lived in suburban 
Forrest, and Tim recalled, "You could walk in a 
straight line from Moresby Street to Manuka 
without hitting anything. There were only two 
shops in Manuka and about the same in Civic." 
 Tim's skiing and bushwalking started 
during the 1930s and Canberra outdoors stores 
barely existed. If you wanted to go on a 
bushwalk you had to buy your rucksack by mail 
order from Sydney. 
 If you were intent on skiing, you most 
probably made the skis yourself. Bushwalking 
emerged in the early 1930s with an informal 
hiking club consisting of mostly young 
Canberrans who had recently arrived in the 
emerging capital. Prominent among them were 
Rover Scouts, like Tim. 
 The walking group formed around Cla 
Allen, a scientist at Mt Stromlo Observatory. 
"Cla was a great outdoor type, with lots of 
energy," said Tim. 
 In 1977, Cla recorded the achievements of 
the group in a very readable little book 
called, Hiking from Early Canberra, which, in 
Cla's words, commemorates ‘the discovery by 
ordinary Canberra people that they had their 
own mountains and valleys in which to roam’. 
 Roam they did. With little experience and 
basic maps, the walkers, who numbered as high 
as 50, were soon exploring over Tidbinbilla to 
the Cotter, down Tumbledown and Flea Creeks 
to the Goodradigbee River, climbing Mt. Coree 
and pursuing their major objectives along the 
Brindabellas - Ginini Falls, Mt. Gingera, Mt. 
Bimberi and other peaks. 
 The first trip to Ginini Falls, in March 
1931, saw Cla, Harold Hill and Tim climb from 
the Brindabella valley up over Mt. Franklin and 
descend to the Falls. "We were probably the first 
ones to see the Falls since John Gale in 1875," 
said Tim.  
 At this time there was no road along the 
Brindabellas, and while Aborigines had known 
the peaks for thousands of years and stockmen 
had been in the ranges for decades, the 

mountains seemed almost primeval. "It was a 
wilderness," Tim reflected. 
 Sometimes the hardier walkers ventured 
very far afield, to Tumut, Wee Jasper and 
Cooma. The distances covered were impressive. 
As is reflected in the names of some of the 
journeys, the walks became almost legendary.  
 In June 1932, the group mounted The 
Great Bimberi Trip, when 29 young people 
walked up Mt. Bimberi - the ACT's highest 
mountain. 
At the top snow was flying in a strong westerly 
wind. Several of the group's ascents of 
Brindabellas peaks saw the bushwalkers 
pushing their way through snow. 
 In spring, 1932, there was The Great Ginini 
Falls Trip. Nina Webber injured her foot and 
had to be carried out from the Falls and down to 
Brindabella Homestead on a makeshift stretcher 
carried by the young men. 
 Tim recalled humorous incidents in the 
bush such as when Geoff Littlewood (or was it 
Harry Wilson?) left his trousers drying by the 
camp fire overnight and next morning only the 
fly buttons were left - the rest of the pants had 
gone up in smoke. Geoff had to walk back with a 
rug wrapped around himself. 
 Tim was often the walkers' truck driver. 
Pushbikes were also frequently used. The 
mainly gravel roads out of the capital made for 
some rough riding. 
 On one trip the early hikers breakfasted on 
fresh trout, mushrooms and porridge, and on 
another walk Tim managed to cook porridge, 
bacon and eggs without even getting out of his 
sleeping bag. 
 Socially, the 1930s walkers were different 
to today's. There was exuberance in the group, 
seen in their singing on the truck on the way 
home. Tim recalls with amusement how the 
initially all-male group's decision to embark on 
"mixed walking" was such an earnest one. 
 Out of the bushwalks grew the beginnings 
of Canberra's skiing history. Walkers made trips 
to the Snowy Mountains and learned to ski. At 
Kiandra in July 1934 they met to form a club. 
The first motion raised at the meeting was 
proposed by Tim Ingram. The Canberra Alpine 
Club was born. 
 In 1938 the club built its Mt. Franklin 
Chalet in the Brindabellas and Tim was 
prominent there - it was all about “cheap skiing 
and lots of fun at the weekend". 
 The club entered its first interstate skiing 
contest at the Australian Championships at 
Victoria's Mt. Buller in 1939. Tim, Doug Hyles 
(owner of Uriarra Station), Fred Piggin and 
Charlotte Lane-Poole were the club's main 
representatives.                                        >>> 



 As contemporary reports of the event 
testify, Tim skied gamely in the downhill, and 
came second in the langlauf - were it not for a 
broken ski on the last leg he may have won. 
 Albina Lodge near Mt. Kosciuszko, 
demolished in 1983, had happy memories for 
Tim. Perched above Lake Albina it was "a lovely 
spot to stay, just beautiful. You were right on 
the tops, handy to all the peaks." 
 The walking and skiing exploits of Tim 
Ingram and his friends in the 1930s have left a 
legacy greater than just 
the popularity of these 
outdoor activities 
among Canberrans 
today. 
Mt Franklin Chalet - 
By the time of our 
interview in the 1990s, 
this structure was the 
oldest club-built ski 
lodge in the mainland 
Australian Alps (very 
sadly it was destroyed 
in the 2003 Alps 
bushfires). 
 
The CAC in the 1950s 
was the premier 
bushwalking group in 
Canberra, and helped 
provide advice which 
ultimately assisted the 
establishment of 
Namadgi National 
Park. 
Tim Ingram's legacy lives on. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

    Below:  Mt. Franklin Chalet in its glory days. 

           Photo: Matthew Higgins/ KHuts.org    

    And bottom:  Its replacement!      

 

 

 

 

The Mt. Franklin Visitors Shelter, with its 

environment-engaging exploded form, is 

anything but a typical bush hut. 

                                           Steel.com.au/showcase projects 



Letter from an early Millers Hut area 
leaseholder to Garry Malzard  & Kath 

Horsfield, (Millers Hut caretakers in the 1990s)     

  Sheep stealing, fishing and bushwalking 
The snow lease.  Millers Hut was on our lease 

though I did not have anything to do with it but we 
worked in with the Millers on the fencing problems.  In 
those days rabbits were a very big problem. We used to 
take up a professional trapper in the spring time and first 
trap for the skins then we would gas the burrows and fill 
them in.  Gas would then be used again in the autumn 
before we left the lease.  We would leave the sheep on 
the lease unattended but would supervise them each six 
weeks.  This would be to drench them for stomach 
worms, clean them up and count them. 
 
About 4 weeks prior to mustering them and walking 
them out we would drench them again and count them.  
Our stock counts were always within two or three sheep 
of the correct number. Just prior to the expected first 
snow fall of the coming winter we would send up a 
drover, meet him there and give him delivery of the 
sheep to take home.  Almost without exception each 
year when we made our last muster we would be 50-70 
sheep short.   
 
For the first few years we thought it possible the sheep 
had strayed to the neighbours and we hoped to recover 
them on their muster but we never did get any back.  
Then we learned the neighbours also were often 50 or so 
short.  It dawned on us that someone was waiting until 
the end of the summer season, when the sheep had 
plenty of wool on them and then they would take 50 
from here and 70 there,  right through the snowleases.  
We believed they mustered them into one mob and 
moved them down through the mountains south to 
Victoria where they were shorn and sold.  It was a clever 
ploy, take just a few from everyone, no big thieving, not 
enough to bring in the police, each of us thinking our 
neighbours had them. 
 
Now points of interest to the Bushwalkers.  The small 
creeks around there are only 2 feet wide and 1 foot deep 
but in those days you could always get trout in them, 
small fish but quite nice eating.   
 
Going back to 1930.  In those days I lived in Narrandera 
and we used to get in an old Dodge car and drive up to 
Rules Point via Tumut and it always took about 14 hours 
driving with the very poor roads.  We would camp on a 
creek around Rules Point plains and next day move in to 
the Murrumbidgee River where we would fish for trout 
for a few days.   
 
We would cross the river at Currangorambula Station 
and go past the homestead and out through what was 

called The Pockets.  This area was leased to a grazier, Mr. 
Clapperton, who had a station between Wagga and 
Narrandera and allowed us to go through the lease.   
 
We would go across country more or less for about 10 -
11 miles to the headwaters of the Goodradigbee River.  If 
bushwalkers have never been there it is certainly time 
they did go.  It is very remote, it was so in those days, 
and very interesting. 
 
Fish lined up facing upstream with the biggest fish 
heading the shoal.  We used to catch on an average day 
around 50 fish each but we kept what we wanted and 
put the others back again so it was not slaughter.  Above 
the headwaters of the Goodradigbee River the valley 
floor is dry but there are some caves opening on to the 
valley floor.  We thought that these caves were once the 
outlet of the river.  They are quite deep -  you can walk in 
to the mountain, and we used to smoke and salt some of 
our trout here. Then we would store them deep in the 
cave until the day we left for home. 
 
For all I know Kellys Plain at Currangorambula 
Homestead could be under water these days what with 
the big dam, and there may even be a road into the 
Goodradigbee River where we went across country.  But 
from a bushwalker’s point of view we used to think that 
country was paradise with its most unusual streams and 
unbelievable fishing - also its caves. I just thought you 
might be interested in some early travels in that area.  It 
was virgin area, quite unspoiled as it was very difficult to 
get into, also in those days not many people thought 
about trout fishing.  We used to go there each year in 
January when the temperature in the Narrandera  area 
was in the 100’s. The temperature in the mountains was 
much cooler with an occasional frost at night. 
 
The old snow lease maps should show the area I have 
just described and also all the old tracks we used to use.  
They would be available in Cooma.  Should the 
Bushwalkers club send a team to the Goodradigbee River 
I really would like to know what it is like these days. 
 
               From the history files of Graham Scully… 
 
 
 

The hut on a misty morning soon after the restoration works 

had been completed. Photo: Judy Chappelle - January 2011 



EDWARD ROGERS - PAUPONG 

Written by Gwen Hubert nee Wellsmore 

Ted Rogers came to the district from Victoria, from 
whence he came on the railway to Nimmitabel with 
sheep. 

He stayed in the district doing various labouring jobs 
such as fencing. At some time he was working on 
Snowy Plain and Nimmo, and got to know the 
McPhies at Nimmo. 

Ted Rogers and Jack McLaughlan outside Ted’s Hut  

(G. Scully comment: The hut is thought to have been built 
by Henry Hedger at Snowy Plain, only a few hundred 
yards on the treeline from Daveys hut. Our records have a 
photo of Harold Hedger at the site in 1988) 

 Ted selected  land at Paupong , right down onto the 
Snowy River, by Paupong Creek, which meant we 
were his nearest neighbours. Ted lived in a  two 
roomed hut which came from Snowy plain or 
Nimmo and was transported to Paupong. It was a 
simple vertical slab hut with a corrugated iron roof. 

During the 1920’s and 30’s, the rabbits were bad 
around Paupong. Ted had a team of workmen and 
was given jobs of digging out rabbits. The Elliots had 
a lot of rabbits on their 1200 acres, so they paid Ted 
3/6 an acre to dig them out. He and his team got 
them  out at Elliotts until there were only two left. 
John Elliott paid Ted £1 each for them.  

Ted also got the job of digging out rabbits for some 
of the Boloco farmers, such as Roses and Cogans. 

There was one of Ted’s workers he didn’t get along 
with and he had a fist fight with him. He was Billy 
Shiels. 

In 1922 Ted got lost in the bush at the Gullies. He 
wrote a poem about his experience. 

When Ted first came about the Dalgety area, he was 
in the bar of the Harry Quill’s Dalgety Hotel when he 
challenged a man to a fight, (having a few drinks on 
board), by announcing that he was the “Binalong 
Bully and the Wyalong Pug”. Unfortunately Ted was 
not as good as he imagined himself to be, and two 
hits, one to the face and Ted hit the ground. He 

always wanted to fight when he was 
drinking. 

Ted lived alone in his hut further along 
Paupong Creek and often walked the 
two miles or so to our place. He had 
yarns of robbing bees nests in the 
bush, of his efforts at gardening etc. 

He had quaint ways of expressing 
himself. If it was snowing he said 
“They are plucking the goose up there 
today.” 

Ted appeared to be  part aboriginal 
with red curly hair and fair, freckly 
complexion. About  when this photo 
was taken I was Ted’s barber 
whenever he needed a haircut. He 

liked my haircutting efforts and also admired my 
hedge cutting skills, which I suppose are not far 
removed from one another—if you can cut hair , you 
can cut hedges.  

He never owned a car but had a horse and some 
sheep. He kept in touch with the outside world by 
means of a very good battery operated radio, 
because of course he had no electricity, nor did he 
have water laid on—none of those mod cons  for 
Ted . Most of us didn’t have those conveniences 
anyway. 

When Ted needed his susplies (supplies) as he called 
it, he would appear on the horizon, tramping along 
in his hobnail boots, to our place. There was a time 
when he had an aged and poor  horse and rode on  a 
broken down saddle to order his susplies. Ted’s 
supplies were a source of amusement to us kids and 
to Uncle Cliss who was an excellent mimic. The order 
was made on our telephone to the shop in Dalgety, 
and  mostly consisted of tins of jam, flour, powdered 
milk , matches, kerosene for his lamp, a few 
vegetables and bit of fruit, tomato sauce, tins of this 
and that, a loaf of bread and some dried yeast. And 
not forgetting batteries for his radio. 



He would ask that the goods be sent on the mail 
from the shop in Dalgety. If we didn’t bring the box 
of goods to our place then he had to walk to the 
mailbox to get them, a distance of five miles at 
least. Sometimes he would get a local carrier to 
bring his order to his hut, and this would bring on a 
rash of jokes about the carrier  bringing a tin of jam 
and a sack of potatoes tied on to the back of the 
truck for Ted . 

The sheep belonging to Ted had to be shorn and as 
he didn’t have a woolshed , nor could he shear,  
they were shorn at the Top Wellsmore place in the 
early days . These sheep weren’t very popular, 
because they were usually  lousy and black with 
ticks. I can still see Ted with his little mob of sheep , 
bringing them to be shorn at our place , once we 
got a woolshed that is , and riding on his old horse. 
He had dogs too. 

It was a very lonely life ,away down in the bush, 
with no one to talk to, so Ted developed the habit 
of talking to himself. One time he hurt his ankle, 
maybe a sprain , but he was heard to talk to his 
ankle saying, “What are you gonna do, bend over, 
break off or stick in the bloody ground?” 

  

Photo of Ted and his friends the Ewarts 

There were friends who visited from time to time, 
such as the Ewarts from Melbourne, who roughed it 
with Ted in the old slab hut. Ted would entertain 
them to a spot of kangaroo shooting or a tramp to 
the River for fishing. Jack McLaughlan, was another 
visitor, an Irishman from Tipperary who worked for 
the Wellsmore family and who sometimes walked 
to Ted’s place for a day off from his milking and 
gardening duties. 

They played cards and enjoyed each others 
company. 

The loneliness of the solitary life in the bush got to 

Ted at times. 

Visiting the hut one day Dad discovered a suicide 
note. He was obviously very depressed about his 
situation, having no food and very little money at 
the time. Dad rode home and returned with some 
food for him, to help him. Mostly Ted was rather 
ungrateful for help given. He would say things like 
“If you happen to be riding past here and you see 
the flies going in and out of the cracks (in the walls 
of the slab hut) then you know I’m dead.”  

He had a gun and it was an ideal place to help 
yourself to kangaroos for food and/or the tanning of 
hides for rugs etc. 

Kangaroo tail soup was on the menu, as well as fish. 

He did some tanning in a cask with wattle bark.  

The table in his hut had a piece of hairy leather 
wound around each leg to prevent the ants from 
getting to his jam. Ted would also have wild honey 
from native bee’s nests. He made his own bread, 
and it was good too. 

 Another skill of Ted’s was growing his own 
vegetables. He had a garden fenced in to keep out 
the rabbits and wombats, but it must have been 
hard work keeping it going with no water laid on. He 
had to carry water from the creek, as he had no 
tank. 

If you asked him what he had in his garden, he 
would say, “I’ve got bloody beans, bloody potatoes, 
bloody carrots and bloody beet- bloody - root.” 

As mentioned earlier Ted got lost for two days and 
two nights in the bush , and about this turn of 
events he wrote a poem, quite a good one too. It 
was an ability unexpected in a man such as Ted. 

Still, there were times when Ted’s ingratitude 
showed.  

We were bringing Ted home after a day at the 
Dalgety pub, where Ted had been imbibing freely. 
We had a Dodge ute, we were in  the front and Ted 
rode in the back, under the cover, with a few of his 
groceries. 

When we got to the creek where the house 
paddock gate had to be opened, Dad got out to 
open the gate, drove through, and just at that 
juncture, Ted decided it was time for him to walk 
home in the dark. He clambered out , Dad said , 
“Get back in Ted , because you are staying with us.                     

             > 



Ted blundered away into the darkness, Dad grabbed 
him and heaved him into the back of the ute, then 
hopped in to drive off when Ted jumped out again, 
ran away and hid.  Dad gave up and we arrived 
home to see a fire across the creek on the side of the 
hill, where Ted had made his camp for the night. His 
only reference to that episode was a complaint that 
Dad had broken his watch chain when he had 
heaped him into the back of the ute , where it had 
caught on the cover attachment studs! 

Another episode of ingratitude was a situation which 
occurred when Rex Cameron and Cecil Caldwell 
brought Ted home from the pub. They had to drive 
down a rough road over creeks for two miles past 
our place to get him home. When they thought they 
were leaving , Ted demanded they have a drink with 
him, and when they declined  Ted got out his gun, 
loaded it and was intending to do them in if they 
didn’t accept his drink. I don’t know if they disarmed 
him or had the drink , but it was an awkward 
situation for a while. 

My mother was always kind to Ted, giving him cups 
of tea and a meal. When he was leaving to go home 
Mum would load his leather bag that he carried over 
his shoulder with goodies such as pickles and jams 
she had made, a few chops , whatever she had 
there. One time she asked him if he would like a 
piece of cabbage to add to the collection, and he 
said “I’m not going to hump that home, I’ve got 
enough to carry as it is.” Mum was rather taken 
aback. 

Ted called Mum by her name Lila but when he was 
being lofty and offended he called her Mrs. 
Wellsmore. 

It was a struggle to make ends meet for Ted, and 
when it came time to get the pension to sustain him, 
Ted wouldn’t do it until he was desperate for cash. 
His reason for not applying for the pension was 
because he didn’t know his mother’s maiden name. 
Thankfully someone got him out of that dilemma. 

There seemed to be no family associated with Ted, 
no relatives at all. 

Ill health finally took it’s toll on him and he passed 
away in 1964, leaving his all to Don, and he was laid 
to rest in the Boloco Cemetery. 

The old hut still stands, even escaping the fires of 2003.  

From Graham Scully’s files ... 

                    AND Wait! There’s more! from Graham 
Scully’s files  ... 

 

Dear Graham,   Glad that you liked the Rowe Family History. 

The photo of Eddie Rowe (my father) was one that I took while 
he was working as a station hand for Jeff Carpenter at his 
property known as "Big Badja", about 15 miles from Numeralla 

He was a great rabbit trapper, he always had feed for his sheep 
dogs and he sold the skins. He later trapped rabbits for meat 
and sold them in the skins. He would have rabbits for about a 

week in the winter and 
a semi trailer would call 
for them , pay cash, 
and take his rabbits and 
other trappers rabbits 
to Melbourne 
overnight, no 
refrigeration in the 
truck and plenty of 
dust. 

I took the photo of him 
and his rabbits about 
1965 when he was 
aged 64. 

~ 

The history of his hut 
is very brief 
however. When he 
owned a small 
property at Rocky 
Plain near Eucum-
bene Dam , I remem-
ber that he seemed 
to be always 
applying for Snow 
Leases,  at Snowy 
Plain. I remember the red maps and he took his own sheep up 
there every year to graze and to allow his own property to 
recover its grass. While at Snowy Plain he also worked as a 
shepherd looking after other people’s sheep. Hence the need 
for a hut. 

While at a school reunion at Berridale an elderly lady 
approached me with 2 very small 3" x 2" photos ( I can't recall 
her name) and I had them copied. 

I believe that they were taken around 1945 because some 
people in the photo were wearing WW2 army coats. I 
remember being in the hut around 1949. It was about 10’ X 12’ 
and had a dirt floor a rough fireplace  an old iron double bed, a 
timber table and a hole cut in the tin side for a window, I 
remember him cutting out the window with his axe. 

When he travelled to Snowy Plain in the late 1940s I remember 
that he would always have a pack horse to carry his bread, 
tinned jam, tea ,sugar, some fresh meat and a few cans of 
tinned meat. When I went with him it was in his sulky. Four 
wheel drives did not exist, however, after WW2 some people 
bought ex-army jeeps and blitz wagon trucks. 

Apparently "Rowes Hut" was destroyed by a very heavy snow 
fall in 1964. The outline of the site is near the rabbit warren 
just below Katingal Hut. I went up there about 13 years ago and 
again 2 years ago. I also remember that Ted made his own skis 
by cutting and splitting mountain ash and nailing a strip of 
leather to them as boot holders, no safety bindings in those 
days. Apparently he did not own stocks but used an old broom 
to slow himself down when skiing downhill 

Unfortunately I do not know who took the photos and I can't 
recognise any faces. Perhaps the photo could be published in 
the ’Snowy Times’ to see if anybody can help put some names 
to those faces. If there is anything else that you want to know, 
please contact me.                                       Regards, Max Rowe 



 

These need to be controlled Australia Wide 

Indian Myna recognised  
as a pest in the ACT 

The ACT Government has recently published 

its Pest Plants and Animals(Pest Animals) 

Declaration 2021(No 1) - a list of recognised 

plant and animal pests in the ACT. Of note is 

the presence of bird species on the list. 

Specifically, the Common or Indian Myna, and 

Red-Whiskered Bulbul. The Myna bird is 

environmentally destructive, pushing native 

animals out of nesting hollows for their own 

benefit. Furthermore, they damage crops and 

pose a serious health risk to the public by 

spreading diseases such as avian malaria. 

We will be supporting calls from the Indian 

Myna Action Group for the ACT Government 

to develop and implement an action plan  to 

support implementation.  

CONSERVATION COUNCIL NEWS 
Cat Containment 

 
A Canberra research project estimated that free 
roaming but owned Canberra cats predated on 
61,000 native birds, 2000 native mammals, 30,000 
native reptiles and 6000 native frogs each year. So 
it was great news that the ACT Government has 
finally announced their plan to move towards 
Canberra-wide cat containment. The ACT Cat Plan 
2021-2031 was released last Friday, and outlined 
how cat containment will be implemented using a 
"grandfathering" approach whereby "new cats" will 
be required to be contained on or in a pet owner's 
property, or restrained if outside the property. There 
are a number of other measures that are designed 
to increase responsible pet ownership, and reduce 
the number of semi-owned and feral cats. These 
measures will need resourcing by the Government 
to ensure their implementation. 

The campaign to contain cats was started around 
15 years ago by the Conservation Council and 
member group representatives. Amongst others, 
credit is due to Jenny Bounds, Michael Mulvaney, 
Kathy Eyles, and Conservation Council Directors 
Nicky Davies and Clare Henderson for their work 
on this issue. The policy that has been announced 
is a first in Australia, where night time curfews have 
been put in place, but not full containment.  

We will be closely monitoring implementation. It 
was disappointing to see that the "new cat" starting 
date is July 22, 2022, giving another whole year of 
new cats the same rights as "old cats". We will 
shortly write to the ACT Government urging them to 
bring forward this timeline.  

Volunteer News - August 2021 
 
 

Frogs are dying - we need to know why 
 
Frogs - the barometer of our ecosystem - are dying. There 

has been an increase in sick, dying and dead frogs across 

NSW. While the first cold snap of each year can result in a 

few localised frog mortalities, this outbreak has impacted 

more animals over a greater range than previously 

encountered. Key agencies are working together to 

coordinate a response and further investigate to try to 

determine the cause. What signs can you look out for? 

• · Lethargic (slow to move) 

• · Skin discolouration (lighter or darker than normal) 

• · Thin (emaciated) 
· Red bellies, red feet and excessive sloughed skin 

 

 

What should you do? 

If you come across sick or dying frogs, please contact 

Karrie Rose from the Australian Registry of Wildlife Health 

(via call or text on 0402 553 537) immediately. They are 

gathering samples from sick frogs or frogs that have died 

within 24 hours for diagnostic testing. 

If you come across dead frogs, please report and email 
photos to the Australian Museum. Their FrogID project is 
managing reports of dead frogs. 

 

Best practice biosecurity measures are 
recommended if you come into contact 
with frogs.   

 

https://conservationcouncil.org.au/civicrm/mailing/url/?u=15257&qid=839273
https://conservationcouncil.org.au/civicrm/mailing/url/?u=15257&qid=839273
https://conservationcouncil.org.au/civicrm/mailing/url/?u=15150&qid=825874
https://conservationcouncil.org.au/civicrm/mailing/url/?u=15150&qid=825874
mailto:calls@frogid.net.a
mailto:calls@frogid.net.a
https://www.frogid.net.au/

