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WITH 2020 now behind us, the 
general feeling of optimism for 
2021 is reflected by the growth in 
our membership and bolstered by 
the number of inspirational stories 
in this edition of TRACKS 
magazine. 

The Board is keen to ensure 
that your involvement in the 
National Trail adds an adventurous 
and interesting dimension to your 
life, even as we learn to 
accommodate the ongoing 
challenges of COVID-19. 

Our 2020 AGM was held via 
zoom in October and confirmed our 
name change, which had been 
discussed and written about in a 
number of forums.  We are now 
called the National Trail. 

The only downside of this year’s 
AGM was that two Board positions 
were left vacant, although following 
the meeting, Lesley Haines kindly 
and enthusiastically agreed to 
remain on the Board for another 
year.  If you are interested in being 
on the Board, please give me a 
call. 

The Board continues to drive an 
ambitious remapping program to 
improve the accuracy of our maps 
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IN 2022 it will be the 50th anniver-
sary from 1972 when R.M. 
Williams, Australia's father of the 
bush, began pushing for a trail 
through the bush.  

He knew the task was urgent as 
expanding development threatened 
access to historic old coach roads 
and stock routes forever. 

The vision and hard work of 
thousands of volunteers dominates 
the history of the National Trail. Re-
flecting the country's pioneering 
spirit, their efforts led to the estab-
lishment of Australia's first national 
trail and the world's longest marked 
route. 

Covid 19 is teaching us the 
value of our natural resources, and 
also giving us some time to plan a 
trek. Whether it be a day trip or an 
'end to end' epic journey in the 50th 
anniversary year ... Adventure 
awaits you. 

MARIANNE KRANENBURG 

Fiftieth 
anniversary 
coming up

Border to border 
in three weeks

Meredith Quinlan took the National Trail to 
travel 1500km from the Queensland border 

to the Victorian border in just 21 days. 
Quinlan is an ultra-marathon and mountain 
biking champion. In 2018, with a friend she 
ran the length of Iceland — a self-supported 

journey of around 580km in eight days. 
Mushgang took this photo on her way 

through Ebor. 

Dan Seymour  
memorial needs  
a new home

THE Stone memorial to Trail pio-
neer Dan Seymour at Ebor has 
fallen into disrepair.  

Mushgang has managed to 
save the brass plaque and is look-
ing for a place to build a new me-
morial on public land. 

The memorial was in the 
carpark of the Ebor pub, but it is 
thought better on public land. Dan Seymour.

and convert them to a new more 
detailed A3 format.  To date 
Sections (Guidebooks) 5, 6, 9 and 
10 have been completed.  
Reviews are underway for 
Sections 8 and 12. 

In November I was lucky 
enough to be able to ride the 
Victorian leg of the National Trail 
(Section 12), which reaffirmed my 
belief that the route of the Trail 
and its maps need a solid review.   

While on the Trail I met and 
was assisted by two of our very 
knowledgeable and dedicated 
Section Coordinators: the great 
John Stubbs from Omeo and the 
legendary Glenn Joiner from 
Stratford.   

In mid-January John and Jo 
Kasch, our Section Coordinators 
at the southern end of the Trail, 
met with John, Glenn, Lesley 
Haines and I to develop a ground-
up process for reviewing the 
Victorian Section of the Trail.   

Since most of the southern Trail 
traverses government land of one 
type or another, we have written to 
the Victorian Minister for the 
Environment seeking her support 

Glen Joiner with Neil and Jane on their recent trip. See centre pages.

in the review and possibly up-
grading facilities along the Trail.  
Each of the Section Coordinators 
are now consulting their local 
networks for suggestions on Trail 
improvements.  

Finally, following on from the 
discussion in the last edition of 
Tracks about digitising our 
Guidebooks, almost 20% of our 
maps have been sponsored so far.  
This is a great way to help us 
modernise the National Trail, so 
please consider sponsoring a map 
yourself or, if you know of a 
business relevant to the future of 
the Trail who might be interested in 
sponsorship, let us know and we 
will follow up. 

Keep safe, keep those dreams 
of trekking along the Trail alive, and 
we hope to see you out there in the 
not too distant future.  

NEIL WARD  
Chairperson 

         National Trail Board  
0419 010 744 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_Vk7bS8VQz4j8mpfn9qls8pe14XCoVVs/view?usp=sharing
http://info@nationaltrail.com.au
http://www.nationaltrail.com.au
http://www.nationaltrail.com.au
https://www.mvpprint.com.au/
http://www.rogfryer.com
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1MIb61uTLCfmgKeuJgWS_aCMzYWtt-4ET/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/13dDyleMmrMF7HPssFk1VwEcgLnT3DCcp/view?usp=sharing
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Snaffle bits

AGED 21, Verne R. Albright 
traveled to Peru and was 
enchanted by the country and its 
people.  

Over the next half-century he 
returned to Peru sixty-four times 
and imported over two hundred of 
its Paso horses—including a pair 
he took overland to California, a 
nine-month trek of over five 
thousand miles in eleven nations.  

He encounters vampire bats and 
bandits, and rides into Nicaragua 
days after a violent revolution. A 
road grader driver tries to run him 
and his horses down.  

Fighting malaria, typhoid, 
cholera, and bubonic plague he 
rides across the Peak of Death, 
where travelers have frozen to 
death standing.  

He becomes a fugitive from the 
law in Mexico and meets a witch 
doctor, bandits, a smuggler, a 
bullying sheriff, and a beautiful 
American girl named Emily.

Horseback Across  
Three Americas 

VERNE R. ALBRIGHT 
Paperback 434pp  

Amazon $19.95 
Kindle $6.99

Book review

Walkers Journal launched
WALKERS Journal is a digital and 
print publication that will produce 
engaging articles for people who 
are passionate about nature, explo-
ration, food and architecture. 

It will feature walks along 
coasts, through mountains and in 
cities. Walkers Journal will show-
case some of the country’s iconic 
walks as well as some of the 
lesser-known. 

You can now pre-order sub-
scriptions and further support Walk-
ers Journal at:  
www.walkersjournal.com.au

On the 
Inca Trail
THESE photos were found in the 
National Trail caravan with Linda 
Meerman’s name and address on 
the back.  

Linda thinks that they only got 
as far as Marysville as the alpacas 
went on strike and kept laying 
down. Linda does not remember 
the women's names. 

“They didn’t get far. The alpacas 
went on strike and refused to walk 
after a while and kept laying down,” 
Linda said.  

“I think it was about 20 years 
ago now. The women might’ve 
already been in their 50s or even 
60s at the time.The trek 
commenced on 24/11/2001.”  

The photo with the woman and 
the fully loaded alpaca has the 
words 'Pat and Billabong – packed 
up and ready to go' on the back. 
Who are you? And how far did you 
get?

New facilities 
at Grasstree 
and gate at 
Marengo 
RECENTLY a Book 7 coordinator 
and two mates rode part of the Trail 
to check out new facilities at 
Grasstree. 

On the 16th of November Paul 
Jones, Helmut Klein and Errol 
Brettschneider camped overnight, 
Helmut and Paul at Boundary Falls 
and Errol at Leaman's Hut. 

We met next morning at the falls 
with our horses to lead along the 
north-west fire trail, then down Dry 
Creek Fire trail to Dry Creek, and 
on to Jack's Hut. Not finding good 
water we travelled on to camp near 
the Rocky River. 

Next day we packed camp and 
rode on to Grasstree, our 
destination, to check out the 
campsite. It is a grassed area, 
fenced on three sides with toilet 
and tap for water. This can be 
turned on across the road at the 
tank beside the shed. 

All campers please remember to 
turn water off before leaving camp. 
Horses are to be kept in yards 
across the road. 

This upgrade will be welcomed 
by BNT travellers for overnight 
stays. The property belongs to 
Duncan Scott-Erwin who has done 
a lot of work to make these 
amenities available. 

Our return trip was uneventful 
but because of dry conditions in the 
Rocky River area, good water was 
hard to find. 

After the fires there were a lot of 
fallen trees over the Trail and very 
long grass. National Parks Glen 
Innes told us that it was to be 
cleared in February 2021. 

PAUL JONES, Cherrie Davies and 
Leonie Box, all worked to reinstall a 
gate on the Travelling Stock 
Reserve situated along Marengo 
Road, between Ebor and 
Dalmorton. 

After the bushfires burnt the 
fences last summer, local 
landowners’ hasty fencing left out a 
gate for access for horse travellers.  

Local landowner Alistair 
McDougall was pleased with the 
result. At the time, the National 
Trail down the Guy Fawkes River 
was still closed but all other signs in 
our area were good to go. 

    
PAUL JONES and  
CHERRIE DAVIES 

Section Coordinators 
Book 7 Grasstree to Ebor 

Grass Tree landowner Allen Sweeneys, left, Paul Jones and Allen Brettschneider,  of Clarence Valley 
Trailriders. BELOW: Paul Jones at Marengo. 
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My walk on the National Trail

By YANNICK JOKMIN 

MY WALK on the Bicentennial 
trail began with the urge to es-

cape the city. I am from Germany, 
but I was living in Shanghai at the 
time spending every day among 
millions of other people in the mid-
dle of surely the biggest hustle on 
the planet.  

The trail team had to send the 
guidebook and maps to my hostel 
in Katoomba where I began my ad-
venture from Jenolan Caves to 
Yaouk.  it caught me by surprise 
that Katoomba was up in the Blue 
Mountains and that it was fiercely 
cold there.  

The morning bus brought me to 
the Jenolan Caves which was clos-
est I could get to the starting point 
of my part of the track. The way to 

the starting point on my map was 
my first adventure and yet another 
example for my poor planning. I got 
off the bus at 11°C and a light driz-
zle. This did not quite live up to the 
picture I had in my head. The road 
to the starting point of the track was 
five kilometers - but I had to climb 
530 meters of elevation.  

That was steep. I had to take a 
long break as I reached the trail, 
and I felt that half my energy had 
already been drained on that climb. 
What a start! Lucky enough the sun 
came out for a moment (but only a 
moment) to cheer me up and I 
could leave the streets and enter 
the track with positive vibes. What 
came after that point was the expe-
rience I had come for and I was so 
excited that the stressful climb was 
soon forgotten. 

On the first kilometer, an old 
pickup truck came by and stopped. 
An even older lady got out and 
asked if I was lost. She said there 
was not much coming in the direc-
tion I was headed, and I said that 
was perfect. She was kind and of-
fered me a lift to the next village, 
but I had to turn her offer down. 
She was one out of five people I 
met on my way. I remember asking 
the Trail-team in the buildup 
whether there were any chances of 
purchasing food on the way and 
they were like ‘Listen, boy. This is 
the Australian Bush. You’ll be lucky 
if you see any people’. I thought it 
was more a figure of speech, 
turned out it was not. 

I walked on mud paths with 
bushes and trees on the side. I en-
joyed the silence– no cars, no peo-
ple – I could hear birds tweet and 

saw the sky again, a welcome 
change compared to the hustle of 
Shanghai. The brushes vanished 
eventually and I came into an area 
that looked like tree nursery but I 
liked it. It started to get dark and I 
paced up to find my campground 
for the night as highlighted on the 
map in the guidebook. I had not ac-
counted for the time it took me to 
get from the Caves to the track’s 
starting point earlier that day. Ulti-
mately, I reached the designated 
camping area or what I took was 
the right place. I built up my tent in 
the light of my torch and filled up 
my water reserves in the nearby 
creek. I was too tired to make my-
self a warm dinner, so I fed off the 
loaf of bread that I brought from 
Sydney – Germans being German 
– and went straight to bed. 

Sleeping in a tent was never a 
problem for me. I usually fell asleep 
before my head hits the pillow. This 
time, two thoughts were going 
through my head for a while a) 
going to sleep and waking up with 
the sun was new to me. It is brilliant 
not to live by a mechanical ticking 
device! And b) I had done many 
hiking trips in the past, but it is a 
different thing when you are in the 
Australian Bush for a week and not 
in your local forest for a quick 
weekend escape. It hit me in that 
moment that I was out there all by 
myself in that vast space. Growing 
up in central Europe, I had a differ-
ent perception of space. Everything 
in Europe is close by, supermar-
kets, relatives, everything, and you 
just get used to it. You would have 
to look very closely to find a spot in 
central Europe that was as far 
away from a town as I was in that 
moment in my tent. 

The Bicentennial trail I will al-
ways remember for the outstanding 
natural beauty and all the things it 
taught me about myself, prepara-
tion, and long-distance hikes. Also, 
the helpful people that maintain the 
trail and provided me with the infor-
mation I needed on short notice I 
will always cherish. Thank you! 

Ultimately, here is my list of im-
provement potentials for my next 
hike: 

Look up your trail profile (dis-•
tance, surfaces, elevation, 
climbs, …) – be aware of your 
workload and bring proper 
clothing and gear 

Pack less – only bring the mini-•
mum of what you need, stan-
dard advice however true 

If you feel like bringing spares, •
better post packages to places 
underway and swap  

make sure you figure out how •
much food you eat in a day (I 
personally had no concept of 
how many calories I took in in a 
day when living in a city – 1st 
world problems…) 

Proper boots prevent injuries •
and preserve your feet and 
back 

an umbrella is a good and •
cheap alternative to an expen-
sive rain jacket  

a small solar panel keeps your •
batteries charged in the wilder-
ness (GPS, camera, …) 

bring a safety device for emer-•
gencies 

Finally, I'd like to share with you 
a list of things that baffled me on 
the hike. Not trying to be smart 
about it just wanting to improve this 
great thing you're running! 

1. Scale of the height in the eleva-
tion profile is irregular between the 
sections. This is confusing and the 
altitude that you have to cover over 

the distance is not clear 

2. I don’t understand where I 
needed to spend the first night. I 
might have found the right spot but 
I’m not sure. That area I felt difficult 
to navigate through with the given 
descriptions 

3. Laminated maps in the guide-
book would be good. I walked 
through straight rain for 3 days. The 
maps getting wet is inevitable 

4. When looking for the Lime-
burner’s Flat, I had no idea what 
heat-shaped trees would look like. 
The gate’s still easy to find but the 
description was a little baffling to 
me 

5. I’d have liked a list of acronyms 
used in the writing. It took me a 
while to figure out that FTR means 
Fire trail. There were some other 
examples as well, but I don’t re-
member them from the top of my 
head. A small list would have 
helped understand that more. Might 
be different for native speakers 
though 

Thank you all very much for the 
splendid support I received from 
you before, on and after the track. 
Only your wholehearted effort 
made it possible for me to experi-
ence the BNT and to create these 
memories that I will always carry 
with me. Take care and stay safe! 

Mit freundlichen Grüßen / Best re-
gards.

Read full transcript here:

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1xEY2j0jzdynqBteEm_47zjvnmS-Tj1mO/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_FDjZerisTMJtQJd_zOAk_2z0QFUpmoX/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_FDjZerisTMJtQJd_zOAk_2z0QFUpmoX/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1_FDjZerisTMJtQJd_zOAk_2z0QFUpmoX/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1HqT-tamSCDK7dYi8ZCD05OCUSPqy6axt/view?usp=sharing
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Another tent beautifully erected (not by Belinda). FRONT PAGE: Mum and daughter cook up a feast on the trail.

Our hike  
along the  
National Trail
By BELINDA TOMLINS 
(hiking/biking with 
Florian and Aimee) 

AFTER completing 2,500km on 
the Pacific Crest Trail in 2015, 

Flo and I had been fantasising 
about getting back on trail as soon 
as we could. 

For anybody who has had the 
fortune to be on a trail (any trail) for 
any length of time, you’ll under-
stand the magic of it all. The free-
dom. The friendships. The food!  

Even the tough parts – the blis-
ters, the aches, the pains, the hills 
take on a mystical quality. 

Life as it tends to do got in the 
way. We had a baby. We bought a 
house. We got married. Yes, in that 

order. With Aimee turning two in 
February 2020, we were deter-
mined to fit in a big hike before she 
got too big to be carried (and too 
whiney to enjoy the trip).  

We had decided on the Te Au-
rora in New Zealand, which 
seemed to be the trail she would 
least likely be eaten by a bear on. 
So, I got about researching the TA 
with a start date in October 2020. 

Of course, everyone had plans 
for 2020. 

When boarders started shutting, 
we became even more focused on 
commencing our big adventure. 
When you make a promise to a 
two-year-old that they are going on 
‘a big adventure’ you kind of have 
to see it through. It’s not like prom-
ising you’ll floss to your dentist. 

In total during lockdown, we re-
searched and planned three sepa-
rate adventures: hiking the 
Bibbulmun Track in Western Aus-
tralia, hiking the Heysen Trail in 
South Australia, and biking from 
Brisbane to Canberra in the hope 
that the Australia-New Zealand 

bubble would be in place by our de-
parture date for the TA.. 

When the second wave hit Mel-
bourne, we became desperate. We 
needed a big adventure and we 
needed one now.  

Flo came home one day and ca-
sually mentioned the BNT. I got on 
the website, ordered all 12 guide-
books and one week later we were 
in our hire car on the way up to 
Cairns (we’d sold our cars a couple 
of weeks prior and handed the real 
estate agent the keys to our town-
house the day before we left). 

A quick read through of Book 1 
to resupply and we were off. Day 1 
took us all around Cooktown. We’d 
planned to reach Lion’s Den on 
Day 1 but needed two days. And 
we ran out of water. And our packs 
were desperately over-sized. At 
Ayton we sent most of our gear 
home, including our rain jackets. 

Of course it rained for the next 
month straight – we were in the 
Daintree after all, but we didn’t care. 
The rain kept us cool, filled the 
creeks and we dried out quickly 

enough. Crossing the Daintree River 
was our first real achievement. We 
lived to tell the tale. 

Over the next four months we 
discovered that the National Trail 
was more than an adventure. It was 
an epic Greek Odyssey. The list of 
finishers was so small that I reckon 
more people named Fred have won 
the lotto.  

We’ve encountered snakes, 
floods, droughts, bushfires and 
semi-dehydration (all in a week). 
The only thing we almost didn’t en-
counter were any other people on 
the trail. When we bumped into Di-
etmar and Thomas, it was like en-
countering a mirage. 

We’ve walked so hard that we 
lost all our covid kilos in a few 
weeks. We’ve walked so dirty that 
Flo ended up in hospital with celluli-
tis. We’ve walked so long that we 
ended up walking into a bike shop 
in Rockhampton to become first 
time ‘bike-packers’. 

The bikes seemed like an easy 
alternative until we met Kroombit 
Tops. 

So what about Aimee? Every-
one asks if she is enjoying it. Two-
year-olds tend to be brutally 
honest, so if you see us out on the 
trail, do feel free to ask her. 

With books 1-4 now complete, 
we are sending this from the com-
fort of my parent’s place in Caloun-
dra as we take a few days off trail 
for Christmas. 

With books 5-12 awaiting us, 
we’ll get back on our bikes, bellies 
full of ham, beer, prawns and pud-
ding, knowing not to plan too far 
ahead. Not to make any predictions 
about how many kilometres we’ll be 
able to ride in a day. Not to worry 
about a thing.  

For the year 2020 and the Na-
tional Trail have taught us that all 
we really have is the moment. And 
we plan to enjoy every second of it. 

P.S. A big thank you to every-
one who has made our odyssey so 
far absolutely legendary!

ABOVE: The elusive 
BNT trail marker. 

 

 

 

 

LEFT: When you run 
into wet black soil, 
halve the number 
of kilometres you 
are planning to do 
for the day! 

 

 

 

BELOW: Our first 
(and possibly only) 
encounter with 
another BNT biker 
Dietmar.

https://drive.google.com/drive/folders/1XKWjtQtVrvhFQZPflM1shIskiFGvKUBu?usp=sharing
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From Mt Garnet on the Gunnawarra Road to Wairuna.

Mareeba to St Lawrence
By DIETMAR REIMANN 

IT WAS 2008 when I learnt about 
the National Trail. I joined four 

friends from Cairns on my first bike 
trip starting from Kilkivan back to 
Cairns with loaded bike trailers. 

Time passes quickly and 12 
years later with much more 
experience and now 70 years of 
age, I decided in October 2020 to 
follow the track that I missed out on 
the previous ride. But this time I’m 
travelling from north to south. 
Starting from Mareeba/Herberton 
heading south to St. Lawrence 
(Connors Range, Killarney Station). 

My friend Terry who completed 

the National Trail in sections years 
before on mountain bike, provided 
me with his logged GPX files.  

I started solo and self-supported 
with a 40 kilo loaded touring bike 
and intended to meet Jenny on day 
8 at Ravenswood. Because of 
limited or no phone reception I 
have used for communication the 
Garmin In-Reach Satellite tracker 
to keep up communication with my 
very supportive wife Jenny and 
friends who were keeping a tab on 
me were able to follow my progress 
on a website link.  

For navigation I used a Garmin 
Edge 520 plus bike computer and 
Android phone application ‘Ride 
with GPS’ and electronic 

Queensland topo maps with 
LOCUS application. I kept the 
devices charged up with a portable 
solar panel and a SP Dynamo hub 
built in to my front wheel. 

Learning from past mistakes, I 
put more time and effort into the 
preparation of the trip and planned 
short distances for the first two 
days. Packing and repacking the 
bike in order to get the distribution 
of weight evenly on the bike.  

Most of the route was rideable 
and surprisingly in good condition. 
Lots of upgraded roads since I had 
ridden 12 years previously. 

 Starting from Herberton and 
heading to Mt Garnet I passed 

through some historic mining 
country via some undulating hills. 
The section through Gunnawarra to 
Wairuna was rolling hills and good 
travelling and ended with a good 
camp on the headwaters of the 
Burdekin River. A major issue was 
to plan for provision of sufficient 
water and carrying a water filter is 
essential. 

I was pleased to meet and talk 
to some of the owners of the cattle 
stations along the way as I was 
passing through. Jenny had 
previously contacted owners to let 
them know I would be on the Trail.  

Water is very precious out there 
and appreciate very much when I 
was given the most purest spring 
water and I learnt a bit about their 
life on the land. 

After five days of riding with the 
heavy pack I was incredibly happy 
to arrive in Ewan with a wonderful 
welcome from Helen Robinson who 
lives there.  

I decided to have a rest day in 
order to treat my saddle sores 
which I had developed in the first 
few days of riding. I carried a 
variety of cortisone creams in order 
to avoid infections. Another issue 
was to overcome very painful foot 
burn which I unfortunately 
experienced on long rides in hot 
weather. 

I was grateful to Helen as she 
showed me around the area and 
explained about the mining 
operations from a previous time.  

I was fascinated hearing about 
her life on a remote station, starting 
up and running a cattle station on 
her own and dealing with the 
extreme weather and stories that 
highlighted the harsh surrounds. 
Helen’s local knowledge of the 
track conditions and other station 
owners along the trail was 
extremely helpful to me. 

The section from Ewan-Mingela 
to Kirk River provided ideal cycling 
conditions. The access road had 
been recently upgraded and on day 
7 I progressed well and stopped 
along the way at the friendly pub at 
Mingela (population 12).  
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Rest break, looking for the right directions.

Visitors at Killarney Station campsite.

Keeping an eye on the navigation instruments; Helen Robinson with Kip at Ewan.
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By JANE ROOTS 

THERE is a saying that the definition of ad
venture is ‘discomfort recollected in tran

quillity’. 
The National Trail Guidebook (12) de-

scribes the Victorian section of the National 
Trail, between Tom Groggin and 
Healesville as “… big, rugged country and 
shouldn’t be underestimated.”     

The guidebook goes on to mention the 
need for fitness, map-reading skills and 
self- sufficiency, as well as the ability to 
withstand extremes in temperature, but that 
one would be “rewarded with splendid 
views across the high ranges…”. It sounds 
like a true adventure, with some discomfort 
thrown in. 

Riding the Victorian section of the Na-
tional Trail had been a dream of ours, a 
‘one day’ idea for many years, until COVID 
hit and suddenly the thought of a month 
away from incessant news about the virus 
and American politics made us ask, “Why 
not NOW?”   

We had the horses, most of the gear, 
the Guidebook and four weeks annual 
leave.  

And so the adventure began. 

   
The planning 

WE started to take the idea seriously in Au-
gust, when it looked as if it would be a wet 
Spring (quite unlike last year) and a good 
season to be in the mountains.   

We pulled out our gear and took stock.  
We hadn’t done a long horse trek for 11 
years.  Some of our camping and riding 
things were still being used, some were 
worn through or had disintegrated with age, 
some were still encrusted in sand and salt 

from the end of our last pack trip (east 
across the Victorian Alps from Chiltern to 
Mallacoota), while others seemed brand 
new!   

We created a long To Do list, and began 
to make, scavenge, or track down new 
gear, ordered new saddle blankets and 
started getting the horses fit.  

We studied the maps carefully and fig-
ured out average daily ride distances, an-
ticipated rest days and possible placement 
and timing for a food drop.  We decided 
that apart from a single food drop, we 
would ride un-supported, without a back-up 
vehicle.   

With limited opportunities to visit towns 
(the Trail passes through Marysville, within 
a few kilometres of Dargo and through 
Omeo), we decided that Omeo (on Day 17) 
would be the best place for our food drop 
and an opportunity to re-shoe the horses 
after 439km.  

We created menus and started de-hy-
drating food. 

We took four horses, two for riding and 
we each led a packhorse.  All were regis-
tered Australian Stockhorses.  

Tuk was the oldest at 17 years.  He had 
been a youngster on our Chiltern to Malla-
coota ride, but was tough, calm and solid, a 
real trooper. Penguin was the princess of 
the team, a six-year-old mare still learning 
the ropes but strong and quick.   

Magnet, an eight-year-old buckskin 
gelding was quiet, willing and friendly, a 
perfect packhorse.  Thompson was the 
baby of the team; at five years he was sim-
ply happy to be following along with his 
friends, mostly doing what he was told as 
long as there was food involved.  He was 
the only one who gained weight during the 
trip!  
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Across the Alps
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fected areas.  Nine months after 
those devastating fires, the bush 
was bouncing back.  Despite the 
cinders and blackened stumps, 
there was hope and beauty in the 
bush.  Birds, bugs, wildlife every-
where. 

Then there is the almost forgot-
ten luxury of watching the sun rise, 
or lying awake looking at the stars 
overhead, hearing mopokes calling 
in the distance, gradually tuning 
into the rhythms of living outdoors 
24 hours a day, for four weeks.  
The cosiness of rain pitter-pattering 
on the fly of the tent, the delicious 
first sip of tea on a cold morning, 
the delight of finding a pair of clean 
jeans in the bottom of the saddle-
bag… 

Steep hills create beautiful 
views and this section of the Trail 
has many excellent vantage points. 
It was hard not to marvel at the 
sheer extent of the Victorian Alps, 
with serrated blue and grey ridges 
disappearing into the distance in 
every direction, mostly untouched, 
barely a sign of habitation. 

These magical moments were 
enhanced by other highlights: the 
first beer at the Dargo Pub on day 
14 followed by a hot shower; swim-
ming and splashing with the horses 
in a cool, sparkling creek after a 
long, hot day; each of our four rest 
days, all in such different places, 
and those camps that had toilets – 
and tables.  A special bonus was 
meeting John Stubbs at Omeo, 
who looked after our horses while 
we spent a couple of days re-pack-
ing and organising our gear at the 
Golden Age Hotel, re-shoed the 
horses and enjoyed a red wine, or 
two, and tasty steaks. 

We met quite a few people 
along the way; no one else actually 
‘on The Trail’ as such, but much of 
the route follows popular 4WD 
tracks.  With Melbourne just open-
ing up after a winter of lockdown, 
there were a lot of people escaping 
the city and out exploring the bush!  
Adventure motorbike groups and 
convoys of 4WDs were common in 
the southern part of the route, 
within a few hundred kilometres of 
Melbourne.  For the most part, peo-

ple were friendly and courteous, 
slowing down or stopping as we 
passed by, or allowing us to pull 
over and give them a wide berth. 
After a few days, the horses were 
unphased by all motorised vehi-
cles, from trail bikes to logging 
trucks, excavators to campervans. 

A few times we stayed in large 
campgrounds, where many of the 
other campers were curious about 
our trip and came over to visit the 
horses, amazed that we were doing 
essentially what they were, but 
without a vehicle.  People were 
helpful and generous too, offering 
beer and food and always willing to 
share information, and kindly 
charging our cameras and phones. 

The challenging bits 

FOLLOWING maps and instruc-
tions and translating this to the Trail 
in front of one’s horse, is generally 
simple, but not always easy.  We 

soon learned to check our paper 
maps frequently and double check 
using electronic maps.  We also 
learned that verbal directions and 
descriptions from locals often miss 
key information! 

We were kept busy managing 
our electronic gadgets. We had 
hoped that a small portable solar 
panel would keep our GPS, 
phones, cameras and head torch 
batteries charged, but once on the 
trail, it was under-whelming and we 
ended up not using it at all.  In-
stead, we carefully rationed our 
usage and kept our devices turned 
off most of the time.  Our new GPS 
was too power hungry to use regu-
larly so we saved it for emergen-
cies.  We took advantage of the 
opportunities to plug in – there 
weren’t many – and we were very 
grateful for offers from infrequent 
fellow campers with chargers.  
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We bought a new GPS – one 
with a big screen, lots of memory 
for maps and recording tracks, and 
an emergency message function 
(similar to an EPIRB).  We prac-
ticed using it, but also loaded other 
maps onto our mobile phones as a 
back-up.  

We registered our intent to do 
the Trail and contacted the Section 
Coordinators.  We settled on a de-
parture date and crossed our fin-
gers that the national parks and 
state forests would be open for visi-
tors and camping, in spite of 
COVID. 

The total distance of the Victo-
rian section of the Trail is 581km 
and works out to 25 days of riding. 
Distances between camps ranges 
from 15-41km, depending on the 
terrain and the potential availability 
of food and water for the horses.  
Horses can maintain a steady, 
comfortable 4-5km per hour in 
steep country, so with an average 
of 25km a day, there would be at 
least six hours a day in the saddle 
most days. 

As the Guidebook states, there 
are many relentlessly steep hills 

(up and down), river crossings, 
smooth and rough tracks, travelling 
through rainforest, snow gums and 
fire-affected bush. We knew there 
would be hot days, cold nights, 
mozzies, snakes, frost, rain and 
wind.  You need to be well-pre-
pared, and your horses must be fit 
if you want them to arrive at the 
end in good order.    

The best bits 

THERE were many, many fantastic 
and memorable moments on our 
trip.  As most trekkers know, the 
feeling when you are actually set-
ting off down the trail on the first 
morning, after so many weeks of 
planning and decision-making, is 
pure bliss.   

For us, the start could not have 
been better, a sunny morning after 
a comfy night spent at Elk’s Camp, 
owned and run by Nikki Falzon and 
her Mum, just down the road from 
the National Trail start/finish in 
Healesville.  It was also terrific to fi-
nally meet the Section Coordina-
tors on various parts of the Trail – 
Glenn Joiner and his mate Gary 
Harding, and John Stubbs, and 
hear their stories of trekking adven-
tures  

There were heavenly moments: 
riding through tall Alpine Ash 
forests as the early morning mist 
was rising, with Crimson Rosellas 
swooping through the trees, the 
track soft underfoot, butterflies flit-
ting between wildflowers, the air 
thick with the scent of flowering 
shrubs, a day of pleasant riding 
ahead of us; seeing huge tree 
ferns, unfurling like giant ballerinas, 
glistening in the rain alongside the 
Trail; spying Lyrebirds sprinting 
across the trail in front of us; hear-
ing Kookaburras laughing as we 
filled our water bottles from a bub-
bling spring by the side of the track, 
or following us as we sweated up 
incessantly steep hills, reminding 
us that this was just a game after 
all…  We watched many sunsets 
and moonrises over the mountains 
as we sat beside campfires, horses 
munching contentedly nearby.  

Travelling at horse-walking 
speed means that you have time to 
see and smell the wildflowers.  And 
what a year for it!  The Alps were in 
full bloom, from top to bottom – 
pink, yellow, white, blue, purple and 
orange wildflowers were every-
where, even amongst the black-
ened logs, dead trees and brilliant 
green regrowth in the bushfire-af-

First rest day at Knockwood. 

Dry River Track on the way into Wonnangatta River. 

PREVIOUS PAGES: Crossing the Goulburn River; ABOVE: Leaving Davies Plain Hut camp. 
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Fallen trees were a serious 
issue on many parts of the Trail, 
especially in those areas affected 
by bushfires, both recent and from 
the Black Saturday fires of 2009.  
Since many of the tracks had not 
been used or open for almost a 
year due to last year’s fires fol-
lowed by COVID restrictions, the 
government had not yet cleared the 
tracks.  Making tracks safe and ac-
cessible for visitors is a major task 
for the forest fire management 
agencies and one of the reasons 
that tracks are not open until after 
Melbourne Cup Day. On some 
roads, industrious 4WD enthusiasts 
and hunters had chain-sawed their 
way through fallen trees, but in 
many instances, we had to cut 
smaller trees with our axe, or find 
ways over, under or around major 
blockages.  It could take three 
hours to travel a kilometre, and you 
never knew if around the next bend 
was another immovable obstacle. 

The health of your horse is para-
mount, and having enough feed 
and water each day is critical.  No-
vember 2020 was a superb Spring 
in the mountains and in most 
camps, the grass was lush and 
high.  However, not all campsites 
actually had grass to graze and 
several didn’t have water close by, 
in spite of the information in the 
guidebook.  We, and the horses, 
learned to be adaptable, graze 
where there was food, drink when 
there was water, and be prepared 
to back track.  

What we learned 

ON big trips like this one, it is often 
the small things that are important 
and make the difference between 
surviving and thriving.  Some of the 
things that made that difference for 
us were: a sharp axe; a good 
bucket; accurate luggage scales; a 
waterproof tent; clean socks every 
third day; good quality tea; a posi-
tive attitude; luck.  We had all of the 
above, and we were thankful. 

Weight matters!  We weighed 
each pack individually and ensured 
that each horse’s pack was bal-

anced and snug.   After some initial 
adjustments and re-jigging of gear 
attachments, we had packing down 
to a fine, if not finnicky, art.  The 
extra time and effort put into pack-
ing and loading meant that none of 
the horses developed saddle sores 
or rub marks, despite the loads 
they carried and our relentless 
schedule.  In fact, they all finished 
fit, healthy and shiny.  So did we. 

You do not need to take as 
much as you think you do.  All 
trekkers know this, and you think 
you are only packing essentials 
anyway, but you soon realise you 
don’t actually need everything you 
have, so being able to off-load what 
we weren’t using was great.  We 
shed seven kilograms (!!) of gear 
on Day 11 when we were visited by 
Section Coordinator Glenn Joiner 
and Gary Harding (Thanks guys!). 

As a couple, the prospect of 
spending 24 hours together for four 
weeks with no other people around 
and limited distractions was daunt-

ing.  But the magic of the wilder-
ness, the busy-ness of the logistics 
and facing the highs and lows of 
being on the Trail together seemed 
to strengthen our friendship and re-
minded us of why we make a great 
team, even after 18 years.  

We also learnt that we definitely 
needed more time than we had al-
lowed to do this section of the Trail.  
Despite their toughness, the horses 
were at their limit with respect to 
the rugged terrain and the hours of 
riding each day – another day or 
two of rest during the ride would 
have benefitted us all.  Just spend-
ing more time soaking up the expe-
rience would have been great. 

We did get lost, but each time 
we figured it out and got back on 
track. A few times the Trail simply 
disappeared – especially through 
heavily burned bush – but eventu-
ally we found our way through.  We 
got very wet, but we dried out.  We 
were sometimes cold, often hot, 
and usually quite tired by the end of 

each day. But we still had energy to 
build yards, make camp, and enjoy 
the moment.  Mostly, we were 
happy to be out there; just the 
horses, the bush and us.  It was 
great fun and we felt lucky that we 
had the opportunity to do it. 

Where next? 

WE were both a little relieved and 
very sad to cross the Murray River 
at Tom Groggin and finish the trip.  
If we had had more time, we would 
have liked to continue northward, 
but instead, we came home. We re-
turned to our computer screens and 
zoom meetings (appreciating the 
comforts and conveniences of 
home), and the horses went back 
to their life of paddock patrol and 
less frequent rides through the 
bush. The hundreds of photos, the 
scent of woodsmoke lingering on 
our hats and Driz-a-bones hanging 
near the backdoor, the last of the 
camping gear waiting to be cleaned 
and stored away (but secretly hop-
ing it will get used again first), all 
remind us of the wonderful days 
and nights on the Trail.  The dis-
comforts have already been forgot-
ten.  It has become a true 
adventure. We have decided not to 
wait so long until the next one. 

 
Jane Roots and Neil Ward have been 

BNT members since 1990  

Lazarini Spur Track. 

Obstacles in the Rubicon State Forest – Ash Forest burnt in 2009; Some of the landscape post January 2020 bushfires;    
First obstacle, about a kilometre from the start at Healesville. 

Departing Dargo on a very wet morning.

Crossing the Murray River near Tom Groggin.

16 17



I DISCOVERED the BNT and 
long-distance trekking after 30 
years of overnight bushwalking 
with my husband and children. 
Weekends and school holidays, 
whatever the weather, our family 
escaped Sydney suburban life to 
camp nights in the rugged beauty 
of Australia’s wilderness.  

The littlest children travelled on 
our backs packed in with sleeping 
bags, tents and dehydrated food. 
This was the early ’70s when bush-
walking shops did not cater for little 
ones so we manufactured our own 
gear for them to carry. Once they 
could shoulder a full pack their 
friends came along too.  

Then around age 60 my body 
began to protest against 20 or more 
kilos on its back. The turning point 
was to realise my donkeys could 
carry my load. Long-distance 
trekking here I come! The BNT 
seemed like a great idea and I 
opted for the Queensland section.  

My plan was to trek the 3,000 
kilometres from Cooktown to the 
NSW border. I reckoned on nine 
months. In the end, the donkeys 
and I walked as far as Mount Perry, 
500 kilometres short of our destina-
tion, but satisfying nevertheless.  

I was not confident of obtaining 
the type of food I needed as a veg-

etarian in rural Queensland. But be-
tween them, two donkeys could 
easily transport a month’s supply of 
dried foods: dehydrated vegeta-
bles, various sorts of grains – rice, 
millet, quinoa, oats – dried fruit, 
nuts and powdered milk. I would 
acquire fresh food whenever and 
wherever available, but powdered 
Spirulina and Vitamin C would be 
essential for enough iron and Vita-
min C intake.  

I worked out a supply system on 
the trek with Mountain Wholefoods 
in Canberra. The owner John and I 
had an arrangement whereby I 
would place my order for a month’s 
supplies – by fax or email – in 
plenty of time for his staff to pack 
and mail it to my nominated post of-
fice. John even stored for me, food-
stuffs he didn’t stock such as the 
dehydrated vegetables from Tin-
derry Mountain Dried Foods, their 
nutritional value apparent by the 
naturally strong colour. 

I created separate order tem-
plates for breakfast, dinner and 
lunch/nibblies/drinks and enough 
hard copies to fill in and fax or post. 
The system worked well.  

My menu was based around 
one week’s meals that varied day-
by-day. Only lunch remained the 
same: four or five Ryvitas with dried 
tomatoes, chilli and Parmesan 

cheese. Good Italian parmesan 
cheese was a great asset: wrapped 
in cloth it kept fresh for weeks with-
out going mouldy, tasted great and 
provided protein and calcium.  

To save fuel and time in the 
mornings, I cooked extra grain the 
night before. The cooked quinoa or 
rice or whatever, was mixed with 
two heaped tablespoons of pow-
dered milk. Dried fruit soaked 
overnight in plenty of water sup-
plied moisture and sweetness. A 
drizzle of honey completed the es-
sential high carbohydrate, high fat 
breakfast for long distance trekking. 

Nutrition and weight were com-
peting priorities. Then there was 
the complication of ordering by 
weight while allocation on the Trail 
was by volume. I prepared for the 
trek by measuring and recording 
the relative volume and weight of 
every consumable item.  

Each item on my spreadsheets 
identified the volume and weight 
per meal, the number of serves per 
week which was translated into 
weight per week. I was grateful for 
every minute of the painstaking ef-
fort filling out my order on the trek.  

The first test of the system was 
at Mossman where the donkeys 
and I camped at the showground. 
My first six weeks’ dried-food sup-
plies had been packed in two sepa-
rate boxes: one for the first three 
weeks on the Trail and the second  
at Mossman post office with an-
other box of bulk-foods like veg-
emite, honey, cooking oil, salt, 
tamari, in larger containers.  

Such bulk-foods were decanted 
before posting the remainder on to 
the next supply point for collection 
along with the new order.  

For two days I was busy sorting, 
packing and trudging the kilometre 
to and from the post office armed 
with large plastic boxes, neverthe-
less thrilled at how well my system 
worked. Re-stocking at Mossman 
was complete once all food-stuffs 
for the coming month had been 
packed into draw-string bags coded 
according to breakfast, dinner, 
lunch or nibblies. 

At Innot Hot Springs I was allo-
cated the most delightful campsite 
in a caravan park catering mainly 
for grey nomads in massive rigs.  

My spot was right by the hot 
springs, well away from everyone 
else, a shelter for storing my gear, 
plenty of space for one donkey to 
be on a nice long tether while the 
other free-ranged and the post of-
fice nearby at the park office. While 
I spent most of my time surrounded 
by an inordinate amount of gear.  

attached the final loose bits and 
pieces – sleeping mat, water bag, 
map and handbag containing wal-
let, notebook, pen, GPS and mobile 
phone. 

As I shouldered my backpack 
with thermos and the day’s food, 
someone exclaimed, “Wow! You’ve 
done it! We’ve all been having bets 
on whether you could fit all that 
stuff on two donkeys.”

Food for thought

Trudging along Burdekin Highway. Donkeys at Herbert River. Donkeys read maps.

LIZ BYRON
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On the morning of departure, 
van people started drifting over well 
before I’d finished packing up. 
Cameras and videos clicked and 
whirred as I saddled the donkeys.  

Next was the hardest job of my 
day: hooking a 20 kilo bag onto 
each side without letting their sad-
dle slip sideways.  

A bald, fit-looking guy turned a 
tough job on my own into a piece of 
cake. More cameras snapped as I 

Camp in hayshed.

Havens of the 
High Country 
photographed
DAVID Oldfield had been 
walking and photographing in 
the Victorian High Country for 
many years before Fitzgeralds 
hut was destroyed by fire.  

It was that loss that made 
him decide that he would 
systematically photograph 
every remaining hut that he 
could find, a work as yet 
unfinished. This led to an 
impressive book and an equally 
important exhibition of the 
same name. 

The book contains 
photographs of the huts he had 
visited before the fires, many of 
which were not featured in 
Havens the original book 
published in 2010, plus 
photographs from the rebuilding 

of huts lost in the 2003 and 
2006/07 fires and other huts 
visited since 2003.  

Cattlemen's huts included in 
the book are Kellys hut at Holmes 
Plain, Wallaces hut, Battys hut, 
Bindaree hut, Chesters hut at 
Tamboritha, Guys hut, Howitt hut, 
Treasures but, Horsehair hut, 
Blairs hut, Ritchies hut, Ropers 

hut, Charlie MacNamara's hut 
at Dinner Plain, DAMM hut, 
Moroka hut, Westons hut, 
Kellys hut at Marum Point and 
others.  

 
Havens Portfolio: Victorian High 

Country Hut Photographs  
1992-2010 David Oldfield  

Royal Historical  
Society of Victoria $31.00

Fry’s hut on the Houqua
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I was happy to find some sup-
plies and also stopped and gorged 
on chips and drinks. Further along 
the track I came to Kirk River Sta-
tion and the friendly owner allowed 
me to stay on their property. All up 
it was a long day with approxi-
mately 174km worth of riding in 10 
hours. 

Next day I arrived at 
Ravenswood, the first town I had 
seen since Mt Garnet 480km away. 
For the weary traveller lots to see 
and two great pubs that offer tasty 
meals.  

A welcome place for a rest day 
staying at the showgrounds. Here I 
was able to stock up on supplies 
and wait for Jenny to arrive.  From 
now on she would be supporting 
me on the trip which meant I could 
continue riding but with a lighter 
load on the bike.  

The landscape between 
Burdekin Dam, Bowen River Hotel 
and Collinsville is interesting, 
always changing landscapes. The 
road conditions were frequently 
changing from smooth roads to 
heavy corrugations as many road 
trains were carrying gravel from 
Collinsville toward the Burdekin. 
The drivers were friendly and would 
give me a wave as they drove by.  

After Burdekin Dam, to my 
surprise I met a young family,  
Belinda and Flo with two-year-old 
daughter Aimee who were hiking 
the National Trail all the way from 
Cooktown. A very impressive effort. 
Mum carried all the gear including 
tent and Dad was carrying Aimee 
for most of the way. I stopped for a 
chat and we munched on bananas 
and talked of life on the Trail. What 
an amazing family! I hope their life 
is full of exciting adventures. 

The section from Collinsville 
passes several coal mining sites 
with interesting views. It ended with 
a very steep climb up Mt Barker 
Road. No chance of riding these 

hills and lots of pushing.  The 
heavy bike seemed much heavier 
on this section.  

I was finally rewarded with a 
very pleasant decent onto the 
shores of Eungella Dam where 
Jenny was waiting a long time for 
me. It was a lovely campsite and 
very inviting, so much so, we 
decided to stay an extra day to 
enjoy the beautiful surrounds. 

Eungella Dam gently descends 
into Nebo on a 91km ride offering 
scenic views to the hills 
surrounding Mount Britton historical 
township. It was a great ride and 
finally I had a tail wind. All the way 
up until now I was hampered with a 
strong head wind which had made 
the cycling days even harder than 
normal. Temperatures were also 
climbing into the high 30s. Great to 
arrive at Nebo and to especially 
find a lovely historical pub – the 
Nebo Hotel with great pub food. 

I continued my journey toward 
Tierawoomba Station then heading 
past Tierawoomba State Forest 
towards a steep climb (almost 20%) 
up the Connors Range. No cycling 
this bit. I finished the day at a nice 

little dam near Killarney Station 
after meeting the friendly owners 
who gave us permission to stay 
there. 

Having done the section down 
to St Lawrence via Ogmore to 
Marlborough 12 years earlier I 
decided to leave the official BNT 
route and venture into new 
territory going via the gravel St 
Lawrence-Croydon Road then 
joining the Marlborough-Sarina 
Road until I found a 100km well-
formed gravel road towards 
Duaringa. After a 185km ideal 
riding day, a fast-brewing 
thunderstorm stopped my journey 
at the Mackenzie River where 
Jenny was waiting at a sheltered 
campsite. 

 As the weather turned into an 
extreme thunderstorm during the 
night and being on the wrong side 
of the river we decided we’d 
better pack up and crossover. It 
was 10.30pm and begrudgingly 
we packed up the bike, put it on 
the vehicle and it then took us 90 
minutes to drive the 35km into the 
township of Duaringa, so bad was 
the storm. 

Mareeba to  
St Lawrence

My first and only flat tyre.

How to 
finance 
your trek
IT’S NOT unusual to hear trekkers 
spending upwards of $20,000 fitting 
themselves out for the National 
Trail. 

This does not include the cost of 
giving up work for 12 months or 
more.  

Add to this personal and horse 
transport, supply drops, backup 
and accommodation, and cost 
becomes a major hurdle facing 
prospective trekkers. 

However the culture of self-
sufficiency encouraged by the 
National Trail should bring out 
innovative solutions to this problem. 

National Trail stalwart 
Mushgang has spent more than 20 
years on the Trail supporting 
himself by working on cattle 
stations and as a builder. 

Australia is currently facing a 
shortage of fruit pickers, as it does 
every growing season, exacerbated 
recently by Covid-19 restrictions.  

To schedule in working on •
farms you should contact Fruit 
Pickers Australia. 

If you’re not squeamish, you •
may be paid to collect cane 
toads by contacting Landcare. 

Then there’s sponsorships. •
Australian Geographic Society 
has sponsored National Trail 
trekkers. Crowdfunding may be 
worth a try.  

GoFundMe may support you if •
you are raising money for a 
worthy cause. 

Funding from private •
companies works if you can 
review their products in a blog. 
Bex Band has some ideas. 

Volunteering 
VOLUNTEERING has always been 
a pathway to employment, 
especially for a field you are 
interested in. 

There are other benefits of vol-
unteering though; some organisa-
tions provide travel and 
accommodation assistance; you 
will learn new skills; you will im-
prove your fitness. 

But most of all you get to hang 
out with new friends with similar in-
terests and the contacts you make 
will be useful on your trek as well 
as in later life. 

Of course with self-sufficiency 
as a motto, you could always just 

head off with what you have in 
your pack and see what 
happens, armed with some 
National Trail maps of course.  

This has not been unknown! 

Mountain Blue blueberry farms is near the National Trail at Tabulam, NSW. They employ pickers by 
application starting June/July. You can apply here:  

You may be paid to collect cane toads.

Online volunteers

https://www.fruitpickingjobs.com.au/
https://www.fruitpickingjobs.com.au/
https://www.fruitpickingjobs.com.au/
http://clarencelandcare.com.au/?page_id=2696
https://www.australiangeographic.com.au/category/society/sponsorship/
https://www.gofundme.com/
https://www.theordinaryadventurer.com/advice/adventure-sponsorship/
https://volunteer.ala.org.au/
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BNT BoardSection coordinators 
Chairperson and Trekker Registrar:  
Neil Ward  
ward.hawklea@bigpond.com 
0419 010 744 

Secretary:  
Simon Tellam 
0408 355 595 

Treasurer and Vice Chair:  
Marianne Kranenburg 
0401 361 133 

Director:  
Lesley Haine  
0488 131 151 

Director and Map Co-ordinator:  
Robert McLaren 
0438 610 115 

Director and Trail Co-ordinator:  
Tanya Bosch 
0419 217 974 

Sales and membership: 
Karen Carter 
PO Box 55 GUNDAGAI NSW 2722 
info@nationaltrail.com.au 
0427 279 049 

 

  

QUEENSLAND 

Guidebook 1  Edition 2 
 
Dave Wallace 
Maps 1-8 Cooktown to end of Bump 
Track  
Mob: 0447 600 127   
bargrall@flexosoft.com 
 
Val Shannon 
Guidebook 1, Maps 9-14  
Bump Track to Walsh River 
Mob: 0408 717 892  
valmel@westnet.com.au 
 
Tim Daniel 
Maps 15-20 Walsh River to 
Gunnawarra (Rudd Creek) 
Tim Daniel Wilderness Expeditions   
info@wildex.com.au or 
tdwildwalk@gmail.com  
Mob: 0476 546 914  
 
Guidebook 2  Edition 2  
 
Tim Daniel 
Maps 1- 6 and 14–22 Gunnawarra 
to Burdekin Falls Dam  
Tim Daniel Wilderness Expeditions   
info@wildex.com.au or 
tdwildwalk@gmail.com 
Mob: 0476 546 914  
 
Mike Teuwsen  
Maps 23-27 Burdekin Falls Dam to 
Collinsville 
Ph: 07 4954 0424  
Mob: 0408 075 019   
MTeuwsen@komatsu.com.au 
 
Guidebook 3  Edition 2 
 
Mike Teuwsen  
Maps 1 -12 Collinsville to R4 
Ph: 07 4954 0424  
Mob: 0408 075 019   
MTeuwsen@komatsu.com.au 
 
Therese and Cedric Creed 
Maps 13-22 R4 to Kabra 
Mob: 0490 109 273  
or 0429 948 198  
beefy@beagle.activ8.net.au 
 
Guidebook 4  Edition 2          
 
Therese and Cedric Creed 
Maps 1-7  Kabra to Calliope River 
Mob: 0490 109 273  
or 0429 948 198   
beefy@beagle.activ8.net.au 
 
Kim McArdle  
Maps 7-15  Calliope River to 
Kalpowar 
Ph: 07 4979 0909  

Mob: 0400 703 920   
tobymac55@hotmail.com 
Ashley Campbell 
Maps 16 - 22 Kalpowar to 
Biggenden 
Mob: 0411 551 948  
sablechief@gmail.com 
 
Guidebook 5  Edition 2                                         
 
Dave McLeod 
Maps1-7 Biggenden to  
Wide Bay Creek 
Ph: 07 4124 3107  
Mob: 0439 532 737 
geriatricyclist@gmail.com 
 
Beril Murray 
Map 12-16 R125 Brisbane River to 
Blackbutt 
Mob: 0408 874 634  
berilmurray@hotmail.com  
 
Guidebook 6  Edition 3 
 
Beril Murray 
Map 1 Blackbutt to Emu Creek 
Mob: 0408 874 634  
berilmurray@hotmail.com  
 

John Dwyer 
Maps 8-18 
Emu Creek to Killarney 

Ph: 07 4615 2247   

Mob: 0419 179 205  

dwyer.john.c@gmail.com 

NEW SOUTH WALES  

Guidebook 7  Edition 3  
 
Michael Combe  
Maps 1-7 Killarney to Demon Creek  
Mob: 0429 907 490  
Maxwell@harbourisp.net.au  
and  
John Raymond  
Ph: 02 6737 6631 
drakejohn288@gmail.com 
 
Paul and Cherrie Jones  
Maps 8-20 Grasstree to Ebor:  
Ph: 02 6649 4377   
Mob: 0437 924 692  
paulandcherrie.jones@yahoo.com  
 
Guidebook 8 Edition 3 
 
Leonie Box 
Maps 1-5 Ebor to Middle Yards  
Mob: 0448 321 017    
leoniebox2@bigpond.com 
or Yaraandoo Eco Lodge 
Ph: 0455 347 600  
or 02 6620 3994  
enquiries@yaraandoo.com.au 

Christopher Hodgson  

Maps 5-12 Middle Yards to 

Thunderbolts Way (Nowendoc)  

Ph: 02 6584 4930  

Mob: 0407 001 968   

timtrek@midcoast.com.au 
 
Barrington tops has southern access 
only. Maps 8-13, -14 and -15 closed. 
 
Lydia Stuart-Hill  
Nundle Route. Thunderbolts Way to 
Crawney  
Ph: 02 6762 1802   
Mob: 0423 243 622    
hamishhill@bigpond.com 
 
Sue and Donald Finlay  
Maps 16-22 Pigna Barnie to 
Aberdeen,  
Nundle Route Crawney to Aberdeen 
and  
Edition 2 Book 9 Barrington Tops-
Polblue to Aberdeen 
Ph: 02 6546 1151   
finlay@skymesh.com.au 
 
Guidebook 9   Edition 4  
 
Rosemary Munn  
Maps 1-2 Aberdeen to  
Sandy Hollow 
Ph: 02 6547 8108   
n.rmunn@activ8.net.au 
 
Michael Carey 
Mob: 0402 283 789  
 
Marlene and Joe Teuma 
Maps 3-6 Sandy Hollow to 
Cudgegong River 
Ph: 02 6547 5143   
joeteuma@hotmail.com  
 
Mal and Denise Keeley  
Maps 7-12 Cudgegong River to 
Hampton  
Mal's Mob: 0428 551 818    
mal.keeley@bigpond.com 
Denise's Mob: 0429 034 942 
denise.keeley@bigpond.com 
 
Martin and Hazel McCort Guidebook 
9, Maps 13-14 Hampton to Jenolan 
Caves 
Martin and Hazel McCort 
Ph: 02 6335 6241  
Mob: 0427 404 989  
zelmarah@activ8.net.au 

 

Guidebook 10 Edition 3 

 

Martin and Hazel McCort 

Maps 1-6 Jenolan Caves to Crookwell 

Ph: 02 6335 6241  

Mob: 0427 404 989  

zelmarah@activ8.net.au 

Leanne Kelly  

Maps 7-10 Crookwell to Gundaroo 

Ph. 02 4835 3120  or 0420 670 743 

kellysrun460@gmail.com 

 

 

Jenny Costin Maps 11-15  

Gundaroo to Mt Clear (Namadgi 

National Park) 

Includes ACT Section 

Jenny Costin  

Mob: 0412 274 810   

jenny.costin@outlook.com 

 

Guidebook 11 Edition 3  

 

Peter Cochran  

Maps 1-3 Yaouk to Providence Portal  

Mob: 0417 370 490    

bushy.97@hotmail.com 

 

Warwick Garner and Mick Casnave 

Maps 4-8 Providence Portal to 

Khancoban. Warwick Garner  

Ph: 02 6946 6217 no email address 

and  

Mick Casnave 

Mob. 0419 972 439   

mjcasnave@bigpond.com 

 

Charlie Findlay 

Maps 9-10 Khancoban to  

Tom Groggin 

Ph: 02 6076 9474  

Mob. 0474 435 955 

ccharliefindlay@gmail.com 

VICTORIA 

Guidebook 12  Edition 3  

 

John Stubbs  

Maps 1-16 Tom Groggin to  

Dargo River 

Mob: 0427 003 157   

john.stubbs3@telstra.com 

 

Glenn Joiner 

Maps 19-29 Dargo River to 

Knockwood  

Ph: 0439 745 071   

joiner_glenn@yahoo.com.au  

 

John and Jo Kasch  

Maps 30-37 Knockwood to 

Healesville  

Mob: 0429 133 416    

jkasch1@bigpond.com 

  

*Updates to Robert McLaren 

0438 610 115

From Page 24 

In the 1820s new settlers arrived 
with the notion of absolute property 
rights which was developing in 
England along with the conquest of 
nature in the early years of the 
industrial revolution.  

This was at variance with the 
convicts who came from the poor 
forced off communal land they 
relied on by enclosures in England 
and Ireland. 

 In the Midlands there were two 
decades of shared land use by the 
feral population without seeking ex-
clusive possession.  

The needs of orderly govern-
ment and expectations of free set-
tlers eventually forced both ferals 
and the Palawa off the plains into 
the wooded hill country. 

The two economies were not 
compatable so a divergence in 
lifestyle occurred which is apparent 
on the Apple Isle still today. 

A unique culture has developed 
with a heritage preserving an anti-
establishment and independent 
outlook. 

There’s a lot of free camping in 
Tasmania and over the summer 
whole extended families often 
camp together with tents, trucks 
and boats, hunting, fishing and 
lobster-potting. 

 To this day, wildlife harvesting 
continues as a tradition in 
Tasmania.  

It is legal to kill Bennets’s 
wallaby, Tassie’s version of the 
mainland’s red-necked wallaby 
which is stringently protected. The 
meat is on sale in major 
supermarkets, labelled “wallaby 
meat”.  

Brushtailed possums can be 
taken under permit for crop 
protection or commercial purposes 

either by spotlight shooting or 
trapping and shooting on site. 
Muttonbirds are still harvested on 
offshore islands. 

Tasmania’s relatively tame 
wildlife, attributed to historically 
lacking a sprinting predator like 
dogs, can still be seen in the fat, 
waddley pademelons which litter 
the countryside as roadkill and with 
a license can be shot too. 

Large Tasmanian oysters 
frequent the shoreline everywhere 
and a meal can be had in minutes, 
although you can’t eat them from 
the Tamar River south of 
Launceston because of pollution. 

    

      ROGER FRYER 

Going feral in  
Van Dieman’s Land

TRACKS welcomes contributions. We 
are looking for photos, news items, 
snippets, poems, stories and particularly 
treks and other activities carried out on 
the Trail. 

Contributions are cursorily edited but 
largely style and correct English is the 
responsibility of the writer – thus retaining 
the original flavour of the text as the 
author intends.  

Phone 0427 559 575 for advertising 
rates. Deadline for next issue July 30. The 
magazine is read  by 1000 online and 
print subscribers.  

To subscribe see: 
www.nationaltrail.com.au. For high quality 
paper copies, send name and address to: 
tracks@nationaltrail.com.au

Contributions

A young Donald 
Blundstone with 
a freshly 
harvested rack of 
muttonbirds on 
Big Dog Island.

http://ward.hawklea@bigpond.com
http://info@nationaltrail.com.au
http://bargrall@flexosoft.com
http://valmel@westnet.com.au
http://info@wildex.com.au
http://tdwildwalk@gmail.com
http://tdwildwalk@gmail.com
http://tdwildwalk@gmail.com
http://MTeuwsen@komatsu.com.au
http://tobymac55@hotmail.com
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1EwdNOhKNLDljerUNctyZqKyE4Tr-i-YM/view?usp=sharing
mailto:tracks@nationaltrail.com.au


GOVERNOR Phillip chose  
Port Jackson for the first 

European colony in Australia 
because it was a fine harbour, and 
Sydney Cove for a village because 
of fresh water from the Tank 
Stream. 

However poor soils made the 
site unproductive for agriculture 
and the brave colonists on the far 
side of the world lacked the 
knowledge and skills to harvest 
native foods from the bush.  

As the supplies they carried 
dwindled the convicts, soldiers and 
administrators began to starve and 
hoped for help from the home 
country, from Cape Colony in Africa 
or Norfolk Island. But it was their 
sister colony in then Van Diemen's 
Land which saved them. 

Unlike the unfortunate 
Sydneysiders, the first 
Vandemonian colonists who landed 
at Risdon Cove near the mouth of 

the Derwent River encountered a 
fertile, well-watered land with a 
climate agreeable to northern 
Europeans. Moreover, there were 
abundant natural foods which were 
easy to procure.  

After a short period of privation 
as their supplies grew low, they 
adapted to the new, relatively 
benign environment and began to 
flourish. The first grain harvests 
were successful and surplus was 
sent north to help out those 
starving at Port Jackson. 

There were no walls to keep the 
several hundred convicts locked up 
so, presuming there was little 
incentive for them to abscond, they 
were just let go.  

Many of them immediately went 
feral, but maintained contact with 
the administration and were 
employed hunting for the 
government store.  

They easily killed kangaroo, 
wallaby, emu, echidna and black 
swan which were relatively tame, 
fished and harvested mussels and 
large oysters which cluttered the 
shorelines. 

They had relatively good 
relations with the Palawa and 
adopted from them kangaroo skin 
cloaks, hats and mocassins, and 
sheltered in low, A-frame thatched 
huts. They were Australia's other 
hunter-gatherers. 

Game in the vicinity of the 
colony was soon exhausted so the 
feral population moved out onto the 
Midlands – open grasslands 
teeming with wildlife which 
extended 200 kilometres north to 
the satellite colony of York Town, 
later Launceston, on the Tamar 
River. 

Greyhound-type hunting dogs 
were imported and were so 
successful catching kangaroos they 
were enthusiastically adopted by all 
classes including the Palawa and 
became valuable items of trade or 
theft.  

Convicts employed as 
shepherds adopted similar lifestyles 
and merged with what were then 
called “bushrangers”. Some 
committed atrocities and were 
pursued, caught and hung. But 
most were tolerated because there 
was little the governor or soldiers 
could do anyway. 

The rest were employed on 
government projects, public works 
and farming. It was a comfortable 
system with the various elements 
cooperating and had little reason to 
change. Visitors often remarked on 
the primitive nature of 
improvements, and the feral 
convicts felt no need to settle, build 
or farm. 

 By 1817, the population of 
bushrangers was so great it 
threatened the power of the 
government, and Governor Sorrel 
negotiated personally in writing with 
self-proclaimed “lieutenant 
governor of the bushrangers”, 
Michael Howe. 

    To Page 23 

Australia’s other 
hunter-gatherers


