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Back of Lorne—Sheoak Picnic Area loop walk: Saturday 2 July 
Participants : Christine, Lothar   (leader), Michelle  , Pauline 

We left KFC at 7 am and drove into Lorne shortly after 9. We had thermos 
teas, coffees and bikkies at the Sheoak Picnic Area and managed to ward 
off marauding magpies.  

Because we only had the one vehicle we weren't able to head directly to 
Qdos so instead opted for a 9 km loop walk. We did the classic magic 
circuit and walked past lots of ferns, a giant mountain ash, Henderson 
Falls, The Canyon and Phantom Falls. Sections of the tracks were quite 
muddy but the surrounds were spectacular. We decided not to include 
the Allenvale Dam detour as the water in the creek was a bit high for an 
easy crossing. Instead, we headed to Allenvale and then along the road 
(uphill) back to the picnic area. 

We had a laughter filled lunch at Qdos. Delicious specials and wine! Witty 
repartee! We all had a very enjoyable day and managed to get back 
before dark … AND we had no rain, no leeches, no accidents. A 
few even had a snooze on the way home…. 

Thank you all 
for a great 
day out!  

Lothar  
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GPT—Redmans Bluff: Sat 9 July 
Rob  , Diane, Lothar  , Mike, Rosalie   and Darrel set off along 
the GPT from the Mount William carpark at 9:30. The first few 
kilometres were very stony and required careful foot placement. 
Progress was slow and after two hours we had covered about 3 km.  

After meeting the Mt William Road for the second time (at Middle 
Gap, by the way, a much smarter spot to start the walk) we began 
our ascent of Redmans Bluff. The reduction in the number of stony 
sections was counteracted by the fact that we were going uphill but, 
nonetheless, there was a net gain in walking speed and pleasure.  

We had lunch at noon by a small tarn a few hundred metres before 
the summit, a far cry from the hoped for Sixth Dial. We had good 
views of Mt William and the Serra Range as we continued, although 

Duwal campsite  
The first sign of this 
mixed-platform-types 
campsite was the loo’s 
solar panel for 
charging campers’ 
electronic toys. 

Another addition made 
to the epic publication 
Long drops of the 
Grampians Peak Trail.  
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the cloud level varied all the time and even resulted in a couple of short bursts of misty drizzle. As for the surface, stony ground gave 
way to easier rock slabs but walking still required care because of damp patches.  

In the valley between The Dials and Redmans Bluff is the rough Seven Dials Track. It just begged to be followed to Redman Rd which, in 
turn, goes to Borough Huts, our destination. An executive decision was made to change the route so this happened, thus avoiding 
further slow stony walking up to and along the Dials. The dirt road was picturesque. Surprisingly Redman Rd was too, and car-friendly 
as well meaning the tail end could be collected. After cars were retrieved from Mt William, the group converged on Izzys for sustenance 
before the later than hoped for arrival home. This part of the GPT was much harder under foot that anticipated—sorry about that. 

Rob Redmans Bluff: nearing the summit, its cairn, and descending towards the Dials 
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The Tumuli, Byaduk Caves, Mt Napier and Mt Rouse: Saturday 16 July 
Vulcanologists: Ken, Shirley, Katrina  , Christine, Rob, Rosalie   

When we left Kepler St carpark at 8 am, it was raining as well as windy, but 
Katrina declared the sun would shine when we reached Macarthur at 9 am. 
And so it did. 

First stop was the tumuli (lava blisters, rainbow serpent eggs), where 
restriction in the lava flow caused balls of lava to be extruded—apparently 
volcanic tumuli are rare on the whole planet. We inspected a couple of tumuli 

as well as the stone wall that separates crown 
and private land. 

Next stop was a roadside read of the signs and 
view of Harman's Valley which follows the 
course of the lava stream from Mt Napier.  

Then to Byaduk Caves for a wander along the path to inspect some of the holes where the lava tubes 
had collapsed, forming 'caves'. Katrina and Rosalie descended into Harman's No. 1 Cave and admired 
the ferns, but did not see any bats. Next Harman's No. 2 Cave, and then Bridge Cave where one can just 
see daylight between the two sections of the cave. Rob mentioned having visited several more 'caves' 
to the east. Lots of lambs frolicked in the paddocks beyond the stone fence. 
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Next we drove along a good gravel road and then a 
less-than-good track to the carpark for Mt Napier. 
Rob's and Ken's cars had no problems but Christine 
and Rosalie were glad not to drive their cars. 

Most climbed Mt Napier (indigenous name Tappoc) 
which erupted about 30,000 years ago (rather than 
the previously thought 8,000) giving the formations 
we had just visited. Rob and Katrina moved quickly 
and were able to complete the circuit of the crater 
rim, while the rest of us stopped at the summit. 

Back in the cars, we reached Penshurst just after 
1 pm to enjoy lunch at the Bakery, electing to sit inside out of the weather. The trip culminated with a walk up Mt Rouse (indigenous 
name Collerrer), climbing up the final steps to the lookout, and then back through the picnic ground for a stroll back to the cars, on the 
way enjoying clear views of the Grampians. Cold wind, no rain, enjoyable day with not much exertion, and home by 3.30. 

Rosalie 
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Christmas in July lunch and Wattle Walk: Sunday 24 July 
Gourmets: Lothar   (cook, leader), Ali, Angie, Christine, Coralie  , 
Graeme, Ken, Linda, Mary, Michelle, Neil, Rob  , Rosalie  , Shirley  

A perfect sunny day.  

By 11:45 most walkers had arrived and the BBQ was in full swing. 
Bratwurst, chicken sausages and potatoes took up one hotplate. 
When the 2nd hotplate wouldn't heat up we made use of a gas 
cooker to heat the onion rings and the sauerkraut. Sourdough buns 
and mustard completed the main meal. For dessert there was Di's 
excellent Christmas pudding (with custard), poached pears (with 
yoghurt), and several slices.  

We devoted quite a bit of time to keeping two emus off our feast 
using the "I'm bigger than you" approach to scare them away. 
When that proved ineffective I reverted to the "I'm bigger than you 
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and I'll dong you with this large frypan if you don't bugger off" approach. 
When we eventually cleared up and donned our packs, we headed towards 
the last volcano. We then walked paths seldom trod and took in the scenery, 
wattles, and a hidden lake.  

We eventually ended back at the picnic area. Five of us decided to do a bit 
more walking so Ali, Coralie, Rob, Rosalie and I walked in the direction of the 
peak climb, but didn't do it. Instead we diverged to visit my favourite lookout 
(magic) and, as an unexpected bonus, to chat with David T who was in the 
process of planting leucopogons and sheoaks. We finally returned to the 
picnic area. 

Thanks to all for a great afternoon!  

Lothar  

And of course the ravenous horde gives Lothar a big 
thank you for another delightful meal, the fine weather, 
and the copious wattle blooms. 
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A cultural walk: Saturday 30 July 
Members: Coralie, Rob, Gwenda, Graeme, Janice, Rosalie, Kim, 
Lothar, Mary, Mike, Liz, Dennis, Kathy, Linda, Christine 
Visitors: Bob, Katie, Chris, Pauline, Jomo 

Twenty of us accompanied local Peek Wurrung Elder Rob Lowe as 
he led a walk from the Civic Green to the Memorial for Aboriginal 
Servicemen, down to the breakwater, along the cliff tops and back. 
As we walked, Rob explained the stories associated with some sites 
of significance to the local indigenous people. We thank Rob for 
sharing his knowledge. As the pictures show, we were an attentive 
audience and the weather was perfect for walking—even the gulls 
were enjoying their sojourn on the beach.  
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Our walk started from the old Princetown shop (once the 
leader found her way there!) by descending to the wetland 
boardwalk and continuing gently up and down through the 
bush, back from the cliffs. There were views of the coastline 
and, inland, of green farmlands. Intermittent drizzle 
required much donning and doffing of rain gear, 
accompanied by many comments as to the changeable 
weather. A very short diversion off the track to view Clifton 
Beach was followed by many clifftop views of the Twelve 
Apostles, now bathed in sunshine. We all enjoyed longer 
stops at the once-official end of the GOW, at the Gibson 
Steps and, of course, at the Apostles themselves, with 
cameras working overtime. The group met Kate at the 
Apostles, where 6 walkers headed homewards, and 4 
continued onto further adventures. Thanks to Katrina  , 
Rob  , Coralie, Janice, Rosalie, Pauline, Chris, and visitor 
Mariel for a very enjoyable morning.  
Dina 

Princetown to the Twelve Apostles: Saturday 6 August 
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Mud, Mosquitoes and Monuments or  
Overnight at the Devils Kitchen: Saturday 6–7 August 
Participants: Janice (leader), Coralie, Kate, Rob. 

Dina’s walk from Princetown to Twelve Apostles provided the 
opportunity for an overnighter on the Great Ocean Walk with 
only a couple of hours carrying a full pack to arrive at the 
Devils Kitchen camp. Having enjoyed the views and company 
on the morning walk, our small group was conveniently 
collected by Kate on her way past the Twelve Apostles and 
returned to Princetown for lunch and the afternoon walk. 

The 7.6 km track from the Gellibrand River carpark area is flat at first, but a short steep climb on boardwalk over a dune gives enough 
height to provide views back to Point Ronald, the headland at the west of the Gellibrand River, Princetown Beach and ultimately back 
to the Twelve Apostles The path winds through coastal trees and across cliff tops before reaching Rivernook and then undulates gently 
to camp. We could see short sharp squalls racing across the sea towards us but avoided getting wet. The snakes and leeches stayed 
away, tucked up in the undergrowth. Seats are strategically placed at the best viewing points and Coralie conscientiously followed the 
convention that every seat is to be sat on. 

There were some surprises. Some track sections were so waterlogged that they closely resembled the dreaded Tassie Black Gold mud 
and had to be carefully skirted least boots would be sucked off into their murky depths to be never seen again, and voracious mosquito 
squadrons with the superpower to pierce through fabric appeared out of nowhere as soon as we started our cookers in the shelter.  
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Sunday morning brought additional surprises—there had been no extra rain overnight, 
Coralie discovered she had kindly hosted a local leech overnight, and Rob, on his morning 
nature walk, stumbled upon the enticing sign ”Rescuers Track and the Fiji Monument” 
less than 100 m from the camp. 

We left our tents up to dry and walked down the steep track to the beach. Dodging the 
waves on the rock scrambles around the headlands, our (packless) morning circuit took us 
along Moonlight and Wreck Beaches where conditions were good for contemplating the 
wreckage of the Fiji (1891) and the Marie Gabrielle (1869). We staggered up the 366 steps 
to climb off the beach and took the inland route back diverting via Rob’s discovery.  

The Fiji Monument had been totally hidden by thick regrowth coastal scrub until the new 
Rescuers Track was carved out—thousands of walkers would have hiked past it over the 
years, oblivious to the substantial white memorial just a short distance away close to the cliff edge. The memorial stone is in good 
condition, although the inscription took all four of us to decipher it. Its lonely location adds to the poignancy of the story it tells. 

A heavy shower just as we returned to Devils Kitchen foiled our plans for dry tents, but we packed up and walked out to the cars. We 
reached Port Campbell just as most cafes finished their lunch service. Luckily we found the one exception and after pies and coffee 
headed home in pretty good shape despite it being a long time between pack carries for most of us, and nearly five years for Kate! 

Thank you Dina for letting us piggy back onto your walk. 
Janice 
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Track maintenance near Buandik: Sat 13 August 
Rob ♠, Diane ✂, Coralie ♠,Rosalie ✂ and Ali ♠, under the 

watchful eye of Graham from the Grampians Walking Tracks 

Support Group had a worthwhile, enjoyable, and surprising dry 

day digging drains and snipping vegetation on two tracks to 

aboriginal art shelters on the west side of the Grampians. 
Thank you all for coming. 

A superb sunrise as we set off soon turned to intermittent 
rain all the way to Cavendish (good coffee stop at cafe) and 
Buandik campground, our meeting spot. Kyle and Kristina 
from Parks Vic were there to give the usual safety spiel and, 
given the significance of the area, a more substantial talk 
than usual on indigenous artifacts. They marked out a couple 
of non-dig zones, something welcomed by the diggers. 

The rain stopped more or less as we started working along 
the 1.2 km track to the Billimina Shelter. A 100 m diversion 
to see the Buandik (Jardwadjali) Falls was well worthwhile 
given the heavy rain overnight. Much digging and snipping 
was done. We were back at the cars for lunch at 12:30. 

In the afternoon we cunningly decided to walk up to the 
Manja Shelter to see what work was needed on the track and 
then to dig and snip our way back with down-tools time set 
at 3 pm. Only a few drains missing out on being renewed. 

We added a few more minutes to our return home by continuing along Harrops Track which is now a super 
highway, or at least as close to that as a resurfaced gravel road can be. Our coffee-stop reward in Cavendish 
was thwarted by their 2 pm weekend closing time. We’re sure the RBT police eyed us off suspiciously as we 
turned around at the café just before their testing station. Impressive black and white clouds, rainbows, 
lightning, and a heavy shower provided more than adequate interest for the drive home. 

Rob 
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Deakin Uni to Warrnambool: Sunday 21 August 
Participants: Rosalie  , Theresa, Rob  , Katrina  , 
Lothar  , Pauline, Mary and Elizabeth (visitor) 

What a perfect day for a Sunday walk! We caught the 
bus from Lava St to the Deakin campus on the eastern 
outskirts of Warrnambool. Then down through wet 
grass to the Hopkins River and along the bush-lined 
shore to a new pontoon for fishers and small craft 
before we reached the boat ramp. From there the 
footpath took us below and then between large 
houses to the local streets when the river bank was no 
longer accessible.  

We were pleased to find joggers had made a path 
through a paddock and that it took us to the rail line 
and cut off a boring part of the route. Along the rail line to Simpson St and down through a park back to the Hopkins shore, where we 
bypassed Proudfoots opting instead to visit the whale platform with the promise of a coffee van. The whales obliged us and the crowds 
with a playful showing only a couple of hundred metres offshore. And most of us were able to get our coffee!  
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After re-crossing the Hopkins bridge, we took 
obscure trails through bush to Granny’s Grave 
and then beyond it with views of Lady Bay until 
we reached the road to the Flume. Finally it was 
through the caravan park to town and our own 
transport home—a rewarding walk of 12 km in 
3.5 hours including whale viewing time! 

Rosalie 

Spot the bushwalkers! 
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Borough Huts to the Dials: Saturday 28 August 
On this overcast but pleasant day for walking Rob, Rosalie and 
Pauline reached the Fourth Dial of a bumpy ridge called the Seven 
Dials. Lake Bellfield dominated the day, first as a frequent excuse for 
a viewing stop on the way up the mostly rock-slab track and then in 
view most of the way down. The Serra Range’s peaks were mostly 
cloud-tipped. Lunch on the ridge line had a hazy view to the east 
and north. Sights to remember: golden canola and gambling lambs, 
an ultralight and an eagle, and the flume once used for Stawell’s 
water supply. To avoid Dunkeld’s writers festival we drove home via 
Redman Rd to Moyston whose coffee shop stops making coffee on 
Saturday at 3 pm—we arrived with 3 minutes to spare! 
Rob 

http://www.smoke.com.au/museum/?p=199
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An orchid hunt in the Grampians: Sunday 4 September 
Participants: Christine, Gwenda, Lothar (leader,  ), Pauline, Rob   

We arrived in Dunkeld just before 9:15 am and immediately headed to 
the general store for drinks and snacks. By the time I'd fanged into my 
almond croissant and discovered that it was stale, two more had already 
been purchased by others. And subsequently not eaten. Needless to say, 
stale almond croissants were a topic of conversations and belly laughs for 
most of the day…that is until after the walk when we went to Izzy's for 
refreshments. Here the conversation centred on the cold bowl of "hot" 
chips and the too hot “hot” chocolate drinks. Not that we were picky or 
anything! But we were a noisy, jovial bunch in a crowded Cafe.  

Oh yes, the walks! We did a quick car shuffle then strolled from the Mt 
Sturgeon carpark to the Piccaninny carpark. We knew all the spots where 
we'd seen orchids previously but unfortunately we were a bit early in the 
season for the highly exciting ones. But we saw many greenhoods and a 
few waxlips. Fortunately, as the collage on the next page shows, the bush 
was lush with lots of other flowering plants and just wandering past them 
was delightful.  

We summited the Piccaninny around noon but headed to the comfort 
and convenience of the car and picnic facilities at the carpark for lunch.  

Afterwards we explored the nearby dams and new GPT track before 
heading to the Mt Abrupt carpark. We explored the lower "gentle" part of 
the track for several hundred metres but found none of the Duck Orchids 
that were so abundant on a previous occasion. We paused at the first 
major gully before heading back and on to Dunkeld for afternoon tea.  

Thanks to all for a most enjoyable day!  

Lothar  

Postscript: Gwenda reports that a teaspoon of water on a stale croissant, 
20 seconds in the microwave, and voilà! Ditto Christine. 
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Pattersons Camp to the Glenelg Gorge: Saturday 10 September 

By 9 am Rob, Lothar, Rosalie and Christine had finished their assault on the 
Nelson Kiosk and were on their way to the end of North Rd, the starting point for 
our two there-and-back walks. The first went east along the GSWW to Pattersons 
Camp. Just as Lothar was bemoaning the lack of orchids we looked down and saw 
a Lady Finger—the only one we saw all day I might add. Rosalie found some 
Green Hoods at a couple of locations. Sighted were a koala, some wallabies and 
one kangaroo who had obviously gone to posing school—not to mention many 
glorious views of the river and its cliffs. Weather was overcast but, coupled with 
the perfect track, ideal for walking. Halfway back to the start, we had lunch at a 
convenient spot overlooking the river. 

The second of the walks went to the west along the rim of the Glenelg Gorge, 
going as far as the turnback time of 14:15 would allow. The gorge was as 
gorgeous as ever. There were a few more flowers in bloom compared to the 
morning’s dearth, and also an understory of Xanthorrhoeas had replaced the 
scrub. It was another pleasant stroll. Then it was back to the Kiosk for ice creams 
but, unfortunately, no more sausages rolls—presumably it wasn’t only our two 
vultures who had found them delicious in the morning. 

Rob 


