
PILGRIMAGE 
TO WHITE'S RIVER 
F OR years I had wanted to return to 

White's River Hut. My tasle for 
lou ring had its beginnings in the earlier, 
pre ski-lirt duys of skiing. Ever si nce, 
on my many snow holidays I have done 
my best to spread the gospel of sk i lour
ing. A couple of one-day tours each 
year were nil I cou ld usually achieve. 

Even tually I was spurred into action 
by my wife saying " ... for goodness 
sake go on your big tour and get it oul 
of you r system!" 1 found three fellow 
enthusiasts in John Duval. Rex Cox and 
John Morga n. ilnd plans were made for a 
lour on the October long week-end from 
Th rcdbo to Guthcga Power Station via 
A lbi na Hut und White's River Hut. 

After much discussion. the top of the 
chair lift WOIS chosen as our starli ng point. 
Tentative suggestions that true ski tou rers 
wou ld start their trek at the bottom of 
the mountain in the village were hurried ly 
dismissed . I was elected leader of the 
party. My main qualification for this 
position was the fact that I had been to 
White's some nineteen yenrs ea rlier. It 
was assumed by the others thilt I remem
bered the way, and although they no 
doubt had secret qualms as to just how 
good my memory might be they m:maged 
to disguise their misgivings fairly well. 

John Duval, referred to during the 
rest of the trip as John 0 .. was made 
responsible for the food :md equipment 
lists. He was aided in this by no less 
an au thority than Paddy Pall in. Paddy 
was to have been a member of our 
party but was unable to- come .. t the last 
moment. John D's lists were works of 
a rt. everything being worked oul 10 per
fection and shared equally to the last 
ou nce. Thunks to this our packs were 
only about 33 lbs. each, though it took 
the scales to prove this to us. We 
imagined they were 53 lbs. 
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By CHARLES COIll 

John Morgan. referred to durin! 
trip as You ng John. was elected 
a wise decision on subsequent pede 
ances. Rex. who happened to be 
at the time voting took place wou. 
animously elected washer upper. 
the theory that there had to be so 
to take the bla me, John D sugg 
should be made responsible for 
weather during the tour. T he 
claimed I must have received sec~ 
struclion s from some aboriginal 
makers. The fac t remains that the 
rently prev:liling bad weather stoppec. 
Friday night, the week-end was pc'! 
with barely a cloud in the sky. 
started to rain heuvi ly ten minutes 
we arrived at Guthega Power Stati 

From the top of the chair lift .. 
off up Ihe steep slope 10 Crack 
Peak. The expressions on the fa 
the liftbashers who watched our 
ture up the slope, laden with our 
and gear. were an interesting mi 
A few (very few) showed awe ana 
miration. These, no doubt. were 
naive and unsophisticated bcginner~ 
more seasoned sk iers wore looks of 
mixed wit h pity; but mostly it was 
disgu ised derision we saw on thei r 

The two wily Johns C;lrried their 
to the top while Rex and I strugg 
make ou r ski ns grip the loose gr 
l:lIed spring snow. After a bad. 
slide on loose snow followed 
struggle to get on my skis ag'lin 
particularly steep pinch. with my 
sack pulling the other way. and Ix. 
gaining my second wi nd . I W;IS 

ning to think I was too old for th i~ 
of thing. Fortunately, I happen 
overhear a remark made by an i 
sionable young skier nearby, to a 
panion : "Gee. those blokes must be 
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This acted like a shot in the arm and 1 
stea med up the rest of the slope in 
double time. 

From the top of Crackenback we 
climbed the gentle slopes towards Sea~ 

man's Hut and stopped fo r lunch at tbe 
fi rs t rocks from which we had an un· 
interrupted view of the range. After 
lunch , instead of going to Seamans, we 
climbed to Rawson Pass; the saddle be~ 
tween the Summit and Ethridge. On 
our left and below us, Lake Cootupa
tamba was a glitteri ng field of snow 
overhung by heavy cornices th at teetered 
over the south-western ridge of Koscius~ 
ko. The dazzling whiteness around us 
dramatically ended in a drop to the 
misty blue~green that was Victoria . From 
the saddle we enjoyed a delightful run 
down to the shoulder of Muellers, pass~ 

ing on the way the knobbly remains of 
small avalanches thnt had fn llen off the 
cornices above us. After some miles of 
climbing and pushing with a rucksack 
on our backs, downhill running gave us 
the impression of being air borne. 

The traverse across the eastern slope 
of Muellers Peak down 10 the saddle 
above Albina Hut was thrillingly steep. 
We could touch the slope with our left 
hands, while to the right pellets of snow 
loosened by our skis st reamed down the 
slope . Albina Hut, a gem set in the 
majestic chain of the monarchs of the 
Main Range, welcomed us from under a 
heavy mantle of snow. This comfortable 
and extremely well filted out hut is de
signed to accom modate twelve skiers 
with emergency beds for three more i~ 
the living room. This night it bulged 
with twenty enthusiast ic main rangers. A 
strict roster had to be adhered 10 for 
cookin~, eating, washing up, etc., but 
everythmg worked out bea utifully. 

There was much hilarity, singing and 
general. rumpus. Two of the company 
enlerlamed us with their description of 
descents that day down Little Austria 
Sentinel Peak , and other western faces: 
The following day we saw their tracks 
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of linked tu rns down wh;n Hpepar 
be the almost perpendicul ar faCC' 
Sentinel Peak. There should be 
of this sort of skiing! 

At 5 a.m. next morning we picked 
WHy around the sleeping skiers OD 
floor of the ki tchen to prepare 
breakfast. Within the hour we 
cl imbing the icy flank of Northcote. 
we reached the top it was a brand 
sparkling world that greeted us. \\ 
mountains, bri lliant in the early m 
sun, all around us. To the right 
distant Monaro Plains were buried 
a sea of low clouds, to the left the 
mysterious Geehi deep in shadow. 6 
feet below us, seemed only a hop. 
Hnd a jump away. All the way 
the crest of the Di viding Range to T 
nam, via Lee and Carruthers, we f 
our eyes on clear unending views st 
ing in all directions. Excitingly 
slopes, deep in snow, dropped aw~ 
the west in numberless gullies and ~ 
Here was the real heartbeat of sk ii 
Australia. This area, so well desc 
by Elyne Mitchell in her book . ... 
Austral ian Alps" , deserves to feel 
swish of the ski more often than it 
With all that beauty around us, c 
with the tonic effect of the crystal ~ 
morning air, we felt far removed 
the monotony of lift bash ing the 
slope day after day. 

We shed our skins on top of T\'I"~ 
and let ourselves swing down to 
sou rce of Pounds Creek, under a ridtt 
Anderson- I,450 feet of descent -
good, firm surface. Yes, even t 
go downhill sometimes! A short. 
climb, followed by some more doy, 
running, then a long stelldy climb ' 
clump of rocks just under the summJ' 
Tate for lunch. Young John delll 
strated his ability by brewing us 
wonderful billyfuls of tea from the 
On a rock nearby a robin red b 
wa~ged about, waiting hi s turn at 
table. The sun was shining from 
cloudless sky and it was a delightfu l 
we spent amongst those roc ks. 



Our next target was Consett Stephens 
. Prior to our trip there had been 
h talk about this pass: how it was 
important key to the route to White's; 

diffic ult it might be to find; would 
recognise it when we did fi nd it. 

~r drin ks at the Chalet bar, Brian 
\idson had gloomily predicted that 
this poi nt we would probably get lost. 
re had been so much discussion about 
pass that John D. had begun to 

bl its very existence. However, there 
... as, just where I had left it nineteen 

IUlS previously. One and a half mi les 
'lfth of Tate, the pass forms the head 

Windy Creek and gives a superb view 
the north of miles of practically un-

n skiing country towards the Grey 
es and J uganga!. To the south flows 
Guthega River, fo rming a valley of 

Jttp untrodden snow wi thout a tree or 
rock to mar its smooth surface, leading 

:-vo n to the cluster of huts on the other 
of Guthega Dam. We promised 

~Ives the pleasure of a run down this 
.LUey some day. 

The way to White's afte r leaving the 
is to keep in a northerly direction 

th the Rolling Grounds to the right , 
n along the base of the Granite Peaks. 

Thtse are a spectacular series of huge 
~hedrals in granite which merited more 

e spent on the reconnaissance than 
c. in our rather exhausted state, were 

e to afford . About 2t miles after 
Cl\'in~ Consett Stephens the head of 

nite's River Valley opens out to the 
rth-east of the traveller. Twin pc:lks 

':t 6.400 feet were kept to the right then. 
.:n crossi ne. the course of a small head-

3ter of White's River and there . one 
ade to the south of Schlink Pass. was 

nite's River Hut. the Mecca of all 
"'bin Range Rats. We were welcomed 
~ another tourer and his cha rming 
.uughtcr who admi nistered cups of tea. 
The map states we covered only l6t 
"'Jiles that day but to us it felt more like 
:6 miles. plus 3,000 feet of cli mbing. 

Whi te's consists of two small rooms 
.:-ontai ning eight bunks with wi re mat-

tresses, a large fireplace and a table. It 
is a plain and unpretentious hut and at 
night there is the scurrying an? w.hisper
ings of rats on the prowl fo r tIt bIts; .but 
it is dear to the hea rts of tourers, SItu
ated as it is in a bowl of sheltered slopes 
that more often than most other slopes 
in the r<lnge afTer powder slopes to de
light the skier. The valley itself is re
mote and fairly inaccessible, and this 
makes it even more attractive to toure rs. 

Next morning we breakfasted outside 
in the snow; the better to enjoy the 
glorious spectacle of millions of frost 
crystals glitteri ng on the slopes all about 
us, reflecting the sun as it rose o~er Gun
garten. It was an hour of magIc. The 
four people who had been at the hut 
before we arrived set off for Guthega 
station after breakfast and we spent a 
delightful day climbing Gungarten , back 
down agai n to Schlink Pass and then up 
the other side to Dicky Cooper Bogong. 
a spectacular rocky peak with a superb 
view of 360 degrees encompassing most 
of the Main Range from Townsend to 
Gcehi , the Grey Mares, Jagunal, Gun
garten and the Perisher Range. We 
spent the best part of two hours perched 
on the rocks gazi ng at the punoramic 
spectacle before us. Here we felt in the 
very hub of the Australian Alps. 

A quick run down to the hut and then 
the rest of the day was spent in prepar
ina. cooking and consumi ng various 
dishes thought up by Young John. aided 
by suggestions from the rest of us. More 
hours were spent by the fire discussing 
skiing from every angle . As the evening 
drew on the slopes grew steeper. the 
runs down faster and longer and the 
snow more and more powdery. It was 
nice to have nothing more urgent to do 
than cook , eat, relax and spin ya rns; we 
fell we had earned it. Rex, the cleanest 
member of our party, insisted on havi n~ 
a bath sta ndinp.: in a small hand basin of 
water. He followed this by wipi ng him
self with two yards of surgical gauge 

(Continued on page 71) 
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LACK COCKATOOS AND 
SKI LODGE 

P OBABLY one of the requisites for 
a well run fam ily ski lodge is a 
er who likes cooking and does not 

r if she sk ies-not a mother who 
~siomHely addicted to the sport her-

Our fa mily is badly off that way. 
However. on the other side of the 
_ r. if mother is absol utely crazy to 

skii ng. she will put up with a few 
l(pectcd inconveniences if they do not 
t the ski schedule too much. Unex
eel inconveniences can occur even at 

ps-and-sewerage-and-electricity joint . 
Imagine a lovely new lodge (not ours 
a n unalely) with glea ming gas Siove, 

~ crockery, dunlopillow cushions and 
-rs. wood floor and nice mats, Onka
ngil blankets ,innerspring maUresses, 
'ers, gas heaters, and a superb view 

the ski run through plate glass win
:s! Imagine the sun pouring into il 
ugh these windows! Imagine the sigh 

pleasure going up from a family a rriv-
the re in a convalescent state after 

uenza. 
A hasty check ascertained Ihat the 
e rage was not completely frozen. 
Iy two out of three of them fai led to 
k. The hand basins were frozen 

lid. The next inquiry indicated that 
Ie was gas in cylinders . 
Imagine how much we enjoyed a cup 

t coffee while we watched the smooth 
tdel n dance of the skiers down the 

"'PPOsite slope! 
Beds had to be made for three young 

... hi ldren and two adults-sheets, pi llow 
Ips. the difficulty of tucking in top 

hunks with heavy inner spring mattresses. 
.- f'rf' "lOse pale blue Olllmp(lr inKaS and 
IIInf'rspring., going W be CO"'"l1mSllr
.,p/y 1II0re cOllljorwble than (I sleeping 
6ot" 011 fI lIIattress on til e [foor at Pretty 
Ple in ? 

By ELYNE MITCHELl. 

Darkness c rept in before the beds 
,",::ere made. 

" I'm sorry." said Tom 's voice, "but 
something has happened to the electri
city." 

We had torches, of cou rse, and a gas 
light in the living room th rew a lillie 
light by wh ich to eal. 

"With a torch, I may be able to sec 
what is wrong with the hot water sys
tem." said the same lugubrious voice. 

The larch failed to make thi s problem 
clear. 

Eventually I got the small ones of the 
family, somewhat unwashed but we ll fed , 
tucked into bed by lorchlighl. 

I have often read Ihe claim of people 
in the drought-stricken Out Back that 
one can get perfect ly clean in a basi n of 
water. At least in the Out Back they 
probably have not got a white-hard frost 
outside while they have that scru bby 
wash. There was no heating in the 
bathroom. /11 the old (/(Iys (It Wllite's or 
Pretty Pln;n we l/!led to carry ,he basin 
i ll by 'h e roaring {irf' . 

"What ,lbout the fridgidaire?" I asked, 
when the light had come from nat ural 
sources [he next day. I was thi nking 
of the packets of frozen peas I had 
brought, and the sausages. 

.. It needs metho to light it, and some
one's left the cork off the met ho bottle 

" 
" I know." 

evaporated, and 
fridg.! " 

said. "Bi ngo! 
we can't light 

It 's 
the 

"That's right, and there's no metho to 
be bought in the village." 

The day that had dawned and brought 
us light was the Sabbath- not a day of 
rest for the staff at Thredbo. No one had 
a moment to do anything about our elec
trici ty-but the snow was lovely for sk i-
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ing and the sun shone. I could put up 
with most things for that sk iing. 

The night drifted into the lu xurious 
lodge softly and quietly, just as it used 
to drift into the old mountain huts. We 
washed up with kettles of hot water. I 
carried kettles to the bathroom nnd 
washed the children. 

On Monday, by lunch time our elec
tricity was going again . Some thought
less person had seen fit to throw an even 
grander masterswitch than the one in the 
lodge. The Grand Master switch lived in 
a kind of fuse box of whose existence we 
knew nothing. It was outside. and on the 
opposite side of the house to the one to 
which we had been forma lly introduced. 

As regards the hot water service, Bill 
Farrington told us that no one nearer 
than Jindabyne knew anything about 
them. As it was not ours we did not 
like 10 tinker with it. We borrowed 
showers from friends-and di scussed 
wedeln under the steaming water. 

That night we had light-masses of 
light-and lucky it was, too, because the 
smallest was smitten with gastric in
fluenza-not the thing to have away from 
home! 

" Better keep the children in bed n bit 
longer." Silid the lugubrious voice, next 
morning. "We've run ou t of gas, so 
there are no heaters." 

The lodge was very cold. It. WIIS (It. 
the Gre)' Mflrl' hilt tll(lt I slept II cross 
the hClirf/, lind th rew on (!nother 'log 
1(I /t ellCVer the frOM crept ;11 . 

By mid-morni ng two gri nning men had 
ridden the gas cylinders down the steep 
snow to the lodge. That day, in the 
queue for the chair lift, I heard of Steve, 
who was a wizard with hot water services. 
In the afternoon Steve persuaded ours to 
go. We also got some metho with wh ich 
to lighl the frid g. The beautiful lodge 
was beautiful indeed. 

We entertained our niece and nephew 
for drinks. We lay back in comfortable 
chairs in the li ving room that was 
warmed by the gas heaters. We cooked 
ourselves a pleasant meal. We di scussed 
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wedeln, for that day I had had a lesse. 
my first for twenty-one years , and I 
enjoyed myself enormously. 

Next d:1Y, even with school work 
be done, we gO! out earlier--coo ' 
and wash ing up were so much quic 
with hal water! The snow was vi si 
retreating. and the temperature very hi_ 
Soon a wi nd started blowing down 
valley, sometimes swi tching right rou 
someti mes tearing over the tops. In 
afternoon nine black cockatoos flew 0\ 
the trail crying, cryi ng. By four o'el 
the chair tift had to be stopped beea 
of the force of the wind. 

"My aneroid is steady," said T 
when the chi ldren and I got home, ., 
the black coc katoos must be right ." 

The lodge was very snug and co. 
fo rtable, and fe lt even more so as 
wind started to howl and buffet. 
niece, the nephew, and other frie 
came in llnd yarned , their voices droPl' 
ing into the strange quietness that e . 
in an airtight. warm house when 
storm is starting to roar outside. 

The children were snug in bed. \\ 
had had dinner when Jean and Joe ca 
in, and we sat tell ing yarns, evoking 
mountains and old, gay, happy, far 
days. We laughed and laughed , and 
wind roared down the valley, shaking 
warm lodge. 

H ow rJw willd 1I .H1d to IIhnke th e 
chlilet. (It Charloue's Puss. 

"An old-fashioned night," Tom rt
marked, and then we went on to talk 
touring to Lake Albina in the spring 

"Whoooo!" the wind howled. 
"Those black cockatoos really m 

something," Tom muttered. 
We all stopped and li stened to 

wind. Then: 
"CRASH!" 
I saw the plate glass gli stening as 

flew past Jean's head, almost earmarld 
her with II slice off the near car. 

"SANG!" The door blew wide 0,,", 
"Crash! Tinkle! Crash! Tinkle!" M 

of the glass came flying in. 



We grabbed the curtain and held it , 
-llowing in the gale, while the two men 

rushed out on to the verandah and 
pu lled out the remaining glass. If it had 
DOt been for the masonite that Joe ham
mered over the empty window, perhaps 
the lodge would have been blOWn away 
:m the blast! At least one of the child
~n had the same idea, because he kept 
aaking and saying he wished we were 
t the Ski Club Lodge! 

Jean and Joe sat with us drinking 
revivi ng mugs of black coffee , and telling 
.,lder and wilder yarns of things that 

d happened in the mountains in the 
:old days! We were used to wild nights. 
Do you rem ember I,he caml' on I.he 
Pmrltlde 0/ t,he Grey M{lre Ridge. {lnd 
rlmt une on t.he t,op 0/ The Long Spur? 

Soon after midnight the rain started 
~lt ing down. It was still thrashing, 
OoI.Shing, and roaring in the waterfalls 
e"I>'t rywhere, next morning. The lime 
'-ad come for dwellers On the other side 
,.. the Murray to pack up their traps 

PI LGRIMAGE TO WHITE'S RIVER. 

Conti nued from page 67) 

Paddy Pallin's idea of a lightweight 
'el) and the effect was rather like a 
~ce of the seven veils. If the rats put 

a performance that night we slept 
heavily to take much notice, although 

Rex insisted that they held a square 
~ce in the front room. Perhaps our 

gie of mixed dishes, plus his bath, may 
ve had their effect on Rex! 
:"Je xt morning, after three days of clear 
ies and perfect weather, we were 

!:"eeted by drizzling rain. We did man
p: to ski about a mile down the valley 

I the other· four miles or so to Guthega 
Power Station were just plain foot slogg
"'!\! in the mud. 

-And so ended our tour when we left 
dazzling snows behind us and we 

.;::;une bac k to earth again . 

and get going, because there wou ld un
doubtedly be a very big flood. 

Of course we had to leave the lodge 
clean. If you have a-g.IS stove you must 
clean it. If you have shower rooms, 
basins and the rest , all must be washed, 
floors too-not like leaving the Cascades 
hut, or Pinnabar, or Geehi, where one 
simply swept straight out the door. We 
mopped , we swept, washed, packed , 
folded blankets. We switched off every
thing that should be switched off (and 
nothing that should nOl). Tom made 
seventeen perilous journeys down to the 
Land Rover, trying hard not to slip and 
slide down the hillside which was run
ning with water. 

Then we made a bolt for the road 
home before the river beat us. 

The first day when the sun shone and 
after the flood subsided , we were up for 
the day again . Perhaps, in the long rUn, 
it may pay to have a mother who's crazy 
about skiing. 
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