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Meetings are held the first Monday of each month, however please check for 
changes.   If the first Monday falls on a holiday or long weekend, the meeting is 
held the following Monday.   Meetings are held at 7.30 pm at the Craft Cottage 
behind Buderim War Memorial Hall, corner Main St and Church St Buderim. 

 

Committee Members 
 

President: Malcolm Rodley 5443 1739 
Vice President: Russell Stark                 0404 235 195 
Secretary: Ann Larsen    5493 1606 
Treasurer: Norm Thursby  5476 6921 
Walks Secretary: Alan Winter  5477 1037 
New Members Officer: Linda Gregory  5478 1222 
Trudge Editor: Helen Winter  5477 1037 
Refreshments: Samantha Rowe           0428 747 964 
Hire Equipment: Don Burgher                 0416 014 323 
FMR Representative: Russell Knight 5443 4748 
Webmaster: John Hall   5450 1024 
Librarian: Sally Clem 5446 3078 
 

Postal Address:  PO Box 287 Buderim Qld 4556 
www.sunshinecoastbushwalkingclub.com 

 

 
 
 

The Pilgrimage Committee is making good progress with their plans for the August 
Bushwalking Pilgrimage. 
 

Jenny requires any old walking boots for hall decoration at the Barn Dance - "don't 
wash the mud off them". 
 

Over the next number of weeks all those nominated to lead walks at the 
pilgrimage will be required to do a "recce" and write a couple of paragraphs for our 
visitorsΩ information. If you have any problems, please ask - your committee is Don 
Burgher, Sam Rowe, Jean Teague, Russell Knight, Malcolm and Jenni Rodley. 
 
The Pilgrimage Walks List has been put on our website and will be updated 
periodically with leaving times and grading. 
 
Sam requires a donation of a packet of biscuits from each member for 
the "continuous tea/coffee arrangements" in the kitchen at the Kenilworth Hall.  
The biscuits can be brought to the July or August monthly meeting or drop off at a 
QML Pathology Collection Centre and address to Sam Rowe, Buderim Laboratory. 
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http://www.sunshinecoastbushwalkingclub.com/


2 
 

[hD!bΩ{ wL5D9 
Saturday 28 ς Monday 30 May 2011 

W!/YΩ{ t[!/9 ς BASE CAMP ς MT ERNEST ς MT BARNEY 
 

There are many ways to grade a walk.  In a book I read recently, the walks were scaled on a physical and 
ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭΦ  aŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƭ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƻΦ  [ƻƎŀƴΩǎ wƛŘƎŜ ƛǎ ǊŀǘŜŘ р ѹ ǘƻ с ƻƴ ŀ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ǎŎŀƭŜ 
(Grade 7 being the highest), ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘǿŀƭƪŜǊǎ ōƛōƭŜΣ .ǳǎƘǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ DǳƛŘŜ ǘƻ .ǳǎƘǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ-
9ŀǎǘ vƭŘΦ  CƻǊ ƳŜΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀƭƪΣ ƻƴ ŀ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ [ƻƎŀƴΩǎ wƛŘƎŜ ǿŀǎ 
άǿŜŀǊ ōǊƻǿƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊέΦ  bŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘrength and achieving goals is an 
integral part of (enjoying) new experiences when bushwalking. 
 

Our party consisted of Ross, Bernhard, Richard, Russell, Leanda and me.  Oh! I must not forget to include the 
trusty and beloved climbing tape. 
 

We began our ascent not far from Barney Lodge Camping Ground around 7.15am.  The early part of the walk 
ƛǎ ǳǇ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǿŜƭƭ ŘŜŦƛƴŜŘ ǘǊŀŎƪΣ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ άƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊŜŜέ 
ŀƴŘ άōƛƎ ǘǊŜŜέ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ ōody around/over/past the aforementioned trees.  
There was also reverential discussion of the Czech lady, who Ross and Bernhard had encountered on a 
ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŀǎŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ [ƻƎŀƴΩǎ wƛŘƎŜΦ  !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƻŦ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΣ ŀƎƛƭƛǘȅΣ ŜǘŎ ŜǘŎΣ ōƭŀh 
blah blah.  But more of this later. 

 

 

The climb is a challenge that rewards with breathtaking 
(literally) views, scenery and unexpected vistas that 
make the hard work and concentration absolutely worth 
ǿƘƛƭŜΦ  !ƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ άƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘǊŜŜέΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
assurance that it would assist us to neƎƻǘƛŀǘŜ ŀ άǘǊƛŎƪȅέ 
bit.   
 
I think the photo of this section might speak much 
louder than any words I could write, albeit to say that a 
shove on the behind from Russell and a yank on the 
arms from Ross were what in the end got us past the 
άǘǊƛŎƪȅέ ōƛǘΦ   

  

Once again there was reverential talk of how the 
Czech lady scrambled seemingly without effort 
through this section.   At this stage Leanda and I were 
beginning to get a bit miffed about the Czech lady and 
to even doubt her existence.  
  
¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ άōƛƎ ǘǊŜŜέ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 
I had almost blocked this from memory but no,  I recall 
the slight feeling of terror until this section was 
negotiated, hands firmly wrapped around climbing 
tape and my eyes squinting against the areas of blue 
not just above but below me on the periphery of my 
vision.  

 

Whatever makes you happy !!! 
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After this it was time to find a level spot and rest and fuel up for the next section.  Now we were past the 
άǘǊƛŎƪȅέ ōƛǘǎ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŜŀǎȅΦ   
 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘǊŀƛƭǎ ƻƴ [ƻƎŀƴΩǎ wƛŘƎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ōǳǘ Ŏŀƴ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǊŜ άǘǊƛŎƪȅέ ōƛǘǎ ǘƘŀƴ 
expected.  I think all in our group gave heartfelt thanks when Ross, quite a few times, went ahead 
unassisted to secure the climbing tape for the rest of us.   
 

Somewhere in this fun section, yes the dratted Czech lady got another mention and Leanda and I decided 
we would ask Bernhard for a photo of this woman and then we planned what we would do with it. 

 

 

As our climb continued, 
full concentration was 
required and the climbing 
tape helped assist us past 
what were for me and also 
Leanda, some down-right 
άƘŀƛǊȅέ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ  L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ 
sure if swinging free over 
nothing is character 
building but it sure makes 
your arms strong!!  

 

As the mist began coming 
in, we could see our goal in 
sight.  No matter that our 
view was clouded in when 
we finally stopped and ate 
our lunch on the summit.  It 
was just great to be there. 
Our descent down South-
East ridge seemed like a 
walk in the park after the 
climb and we made good 
time returning to our cars. 

 

We were ready to celebrate when we returned to Jacks Place.  Amazing what a hot shower, a warm fire 
and a few medicinal drinks can do to revive the spirit.  I have been to WŀŎƪΩǎ tƭŀŎŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  ²Ŝ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦŎŜƴǎƻǊŜŘ 
ΧΦΦǘƻ ŎŜƴǎƻǊŜŘ ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦΦ ŎŜƴǎƻǊŜŘ ΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦǘƻ ŎŜƴǎƻǊŜŘΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΧΦ 
 

That night I feel asleep under the brilliant stars listening to the sound of laughter still rattling around that 
little old house and thought how lovely it was to hear and how lucky we are to have such a wonderful 
place to stay and good company and friends to enjoy it with. 

 

Linda G 
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LORD HOWE ISLAND ς 5-12 June 2011 
Chris Vieraitis, Leanda Lane and Nevis King 

 
Day 1 
We arrived to a beautiful, warm, sunny day and at the same time stepped straight into a time warp.  As we 
were being driven to our accommodation at Leanda Lae Apartments (no kidding) through knee-deep water, 
we were informed that the island had had an enormous amount of rain the week before.  After settling in we 
headed for the general store to stock up on supplies and encountered Mrs Personality Plus No. 1 with a smile 
to die for !!#@/!!  We then headed off to orientate ourselves in jeans & t-shirts, finally settling down to a 
coffee when down came the rain.  We got wet getting home and decided that the best practice would be to 
take wet weather gear no matter how sunny when venturing out.  That night was a Fish Fry Smorgasbord 
where we had the privilege of Mrs Personality Plus No. 2 organizing our drinks.  Two in 1 day ς we hoped that 
this was not a sign of things to come.  To our surprise the meal was very good. 
 
Day 2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Day 3 
tƛŎƪ ǳǇ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ тŀƳΣ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ сΦррŀƳΦ  ²Ŝ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜ 
ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎέΦ  {ƻ ƻŦŦ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō aƻǳƴǘ DƻǿŜǊΦ  hǳǊ ƎǳƛŘŜ ǿŀǎ [ŀƛŘ .ŀŎƪ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 
charge of 12 eager beavers ready for the climb and fortunately the sun made its appearance.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A huge storm came through early the next morning 
with lightning, thunder and rain in 70 knot winds.  So 
what do eager, fit, enthusiastic bushwalkers do ς roll 
over and go back to sleep.  By the time we were ready 
to head off, the storm had passed and we headed 
towards Mount Eliza.  Not ½ hour later, very big, very 
black clouds rolled in and down it came again.  We 
found shelter and donned our wet weather gear 
looking like something out of a science fiction movie.  
Off we went and within 15 minutes, the sun was out 
and we were stripping off.  It stayed fine for the rest 
of the day.  There were many, many steps up to 
Mount Eliza but it was all worth it ς the view south to 
Mount Gower was sensational with the lagoon in the 
forefront.   

 

View from Mount Eliza looking towards  
Mount Gower 

¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ YƛƳΩǎ [ƻƻƪƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ aŀƭŀōŀǊ Iƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǾƛŜǿǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΦ  tƛŜ bƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ 
the Bowls Club was the go for dinner with Mad Melissa as our waitress and just to top it off, the bus home 
was driven by Attila the Hun (no relation to Sam Rowe). 

 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƴȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ άǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎέΣ ōǳǘ 
without them, things would have been a lot more 
difficult and a lot more tricky and also a lot more 
scary.  Laid Back Jack even showed us how to climb 
a palm tree ς looked easy enough.  We walked 
across beach rocks, along narrow tracks, through 
palm forests, close to cliff edges, across a creek and 
ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǇΣ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭǇ ƻŦ άǘƘŜ 
ǊƻǇŜǎέΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ aƛǎǘ CƻǊŜǎǘΣ ƻŦǘŜƴ 
shrouded in cloud, with moss, ferns, orchids ς it 
was truly a magical and enchanting place.   

 

Christina, Leanda and Nevis 
Top of Mt Gower 
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Laid Back Jack made a call and heaps of Providence Petrels came out of nowhere and landed at our feet, where 
we were able to pick them up ς so soft and cuddly.  We were all gobsmacked at the spectacle.  A little further 
along we had lunch with a view north towards Mount Eliza ς again a sensational view.  Coming down was slow ς 
ǘƘŀƴƪ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ άǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎέ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ down to the base, light rain fell.  By the time we got back to the bus 
we were treated to a beautiful rainbow.  An absolutely fantastic day. 
 

Day 4 
After yesterday, we  
vowed to do no walking  
today and give our stiff  
legs a break, but we  
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ   
We figured that our legs  
needed the stretch.  The  
morning brought rain  
(again), but by the time  
we were ready to head  
off, the sun had come  
out.  We headed for  
Middle Beach, Valley of 
 the Shadows, Transit  
Hill and Blinky Beach.   
 

Day 5 
Definitely no bushwalking today, so we settled on an extremely good, highly entertaining, historical tour of the 
island with Peter PeǊŦŜŎǘ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘŀǎŜ ΨbΩ ¢ƘȅƳŜ ¢ƻǳǊǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ here and so much interesting 
information about the lives of people on the island ς an absolute must for any visitor.  Then it was off to the 
Museum for lunch and a snoop around.  All accommodation places drive you to your restaurant and we got 
Obliging Andrew.  6.30 pm sharp ς every evening without fail (unless we cancelled).  He was so obliging that he 
even drove us to the start of our walk the next day ς and picked up our friends Kim and Dave along the way. 
 

Day 6 
This was to be our last day of bushwalking as we tackled what was left of the trails on the island.  Mutton Bird 
Point Lookout, Rocky Run, Boat Harbour, Goat House Cave and Intermediate Hill.  Never mind that there was a 
landslide on part of the trail ς no stopping us.  The view from Goat House Cave was, yet again, fantastic.  Dinner 
at a restaurant at the northern end of the island where we again encountered Mad Melissa.  Everybody 
moonlights on this island ς you see the same person in more than 1 job or 1 place.  A couple of the meals here 
were questionable ς in fact if you were on the mainland you would have sent them back to the kitchen, but for 
ŦŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŘŜǎǎŜǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǎŜ όǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ was possible). 
 

Day 7 
! ŎƻƻƭΣ ŎƭƻǳŘȅ Řŀȅ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǳǎ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ bŜŘΩǎ .ŜŀŎƘ ŦƻǊ 
some fish feeding.  Ankle deep in water and hundreds of fish were swimming around us as we threw bread.  And 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ tiny fish either ς rather large fish swimming in such shallow waters ς amazing.  Then it was off to 
see the supply ship docked at the jetty, where Obliging Andrew was forklifting cargo.  Last trip for 5 weeks while 
she is given a grease and oil change so Andrew was going to be busy for a few days yet.  A long lunch over a 
wine or 2, relax until dinner and then off to the Bowls Club to be entertained by Mad Melissa again. 
 

Day 8 
Our last day, cold, cloudy and windy, packed and ready for our pickup, we had 1 ½ hours to kill, so we went for a 
walk around the island.  At the airport our baggage handler was Peter Perfect and as we flew out we looked at 
ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ƛƴǘƻ aǊǎ tŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ tƭǳǎ bƻΦ м 
or No. 2 againέ. 
       Chris V (with absolutely no help from Leanda or Nevis) 
 

After we got back, Kim &  
Dave (from Noosa North  
Shore) who we met yester-
day on the climb, came 
around and showed us their 
photos from the Mount 
Gower climb on our large 
TV over a Cointreau on ice.   
 

Then it was off to watch the 
hysterical movies (ooops I 
mean historical movies) at 
the Town Hall.  And they 
were hysterical too. 
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MORETON BAY ISLAND HOP 

Sunday 19 June 2011 
 

What a magnificent day dawned for the Moreton Bay Island Hop!   After a chilly start at Ettamogah Pub 25 
members and visitors carpooled down to Redland Bay under a cloudless sky.  There we embarked on the ferry 
to take us to the first of our islands - Russell Island. 
 
Once ashore, we headed off towards Canaipa Point, about 4kms from the jetty, and we were quite surprised by 
the amount of habitation on the island as we walked past some very established homes and a small shopping 
centre.  At the Point there were sloping green lawns and picnic tables which looked most inviting for morning 
tea.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The next voyage was to Lamb Island where we walked 2kms to Pioneer Park past tall trees with glimpses of the 
blue waters of the bay between the houses.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Alas, the property 
was owned by the 
Royal Queensland 
Yacht Squadron 
and they weren't 
about to permit 
the peasants to 
enter the hallowed 
ground.   
 

We retraced our 
steps and found a 
sunny vacant block  

of  land beside the 
water where we 
snacked and chatted.   
 

We arrived back with 
half an hour to spare 
before the next ferry 
and the coffee 
addicts found the 
coffee shop where 
we whiled away the 
time. 

 

The park was on the 
water with views to 
Stradbroke Island and 
a lovely place to eat 
lunch.   
 

We could not linger 
long as there was a 
ferry to catch but we 
made good time 
walking back to the 
jetty.   

 

There, we had time to 
read the history of the 
restored Lamb Island 
Shed which had been 
used for the storage of 
fruit and vegetables, 
once grown on the 
island, and the sorting 
of the mail. 

 

Our last island was Macleay Island where there is a Heritage Walk of 24kms, but, because we were 
constrained by the ferry timetable, it was a little late to attempt that one!  We followed a path leading to the 
old Saltworks and read the sign telling us about a past resident who used the area to brew illicit grog.   
 

After a couple of kilometers around the block we arrived back at the jetty where we spent time reading the 
community noticeboard which gave a bit of an insight into the lifestyle of the island dwellers. 
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Malcolm "volunteered" me, a mere visitor, to write the report on the excursion to Moreton Bay. 
 Hope this is suitable as an accurate account!                                             
          Cheers,   Pam T 
 
 

(Great writeup thanks Pam ς it was so good that LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ  
another one in the not too distant future .... Ed) 

                                                        

Back on the ferry to Redland Bay, we were 
told by a crew member that Karragarra 
Island is the best island, so hopefully we 
will do a similar trip in the future and 
include Karragarra and part of the Macleay 
Heritage Trail.   

Thank you to the members who made me so 
welcome as a visitor that they "volunteered" me 
to write this report! 

 

 

 

This was a most enjoyable 13 or 14kms 
walk for those of us who do not tackle 
precipices and was a magical day out, in 
perfect weather.  
 
Congratulations and many thanks to 
Vicki who organised the outing which 
not many of us would have done by 
ourselves. 

 


