
 

 

This newsletter is a rather big one with 3 reports and a number of proposed walks. First up Karen’s enter-
taining report on a rather eventful extended walk in far eastern Victoria., in March.   (Ed.) 

Sunday 19th-22nd March 2021. Cowombat Flat. Earlier this year Mary offered to take some walkers 

out to explore the Cowombat Flat Track.  Yvonne, Lyn, Tony, 
Sue, Dean, Wayne and I accepted the challenge.  So on Friday 
March 19, we all headed up towards the East of Victoria.  We 
passed through the beautiful towns of Myrtleford, Bright and 
Harrietville.  We continued up the steep, winding road, with it’s 
encouraging signs like ‘Graveyard Gully’, right up to the top of 
Mt Hotham, (I have to give Lyn a mention here as previously 
she has been brave enough to ride a bike up this road and, 
equally bravely, ride down again. I was nervous enough simply 
doing it in a car).  From Mt Hotham it was scenic drive on to 
Dinner Plain, a descent into Omeo, then finally we turned north 
up to the tiny town of Benambra.  Staying the night at Benam-
bra would enable us to make an early start on Saturday, and 
luckily for us, Mary had found a place for us to stay at the Be-
nambra Hotel. 
The Benambra Hotel is a very important social hub for the community.  However, actually staying overnight is 
something you do to test your level of courage, like running with the bulls in Spain, or bungy jumping in New 
Zealand.  I was prepared to some extent, because I had read some of the reviews online.  I think that Wayne 
might have been prepared too, as he opted to stay on his own at a caravan park in Omeo.  When we arrived 
there was a group of men out the front who must have already been drinking for some time, because they en-
thusiastically greeted the arrival of the females in our group with cries of “sexy women!”.  Once we got past 
this welcoming committee, we were taken to our rooms.  Mary, Yvonne, Lyn and I were given a room that 
seemed to have been previously occupied by some extremely committed chain smokers.  The room was con-
veniently located near the bathroom where the door was open at a welcoming angle, cleverly hiding the hole 
where the inside handle had fallen out.  The toilet functioned quite efficiently, (as long as you were patient 
enough to flush it two or three times), and the shower produced a good stream of hot water over a traditional 
bath, (as long as you were careful not to stand on the brown, slimy bits and the crystalline substance caked 
around the plug hole). 
We settled in, then gathered in the bar to check out a menu written on a blackboard.  We were kindly told that 

most of those things on the menu weren’t on offer to us ‘non-
Benambrans’, however, we could have steak with salad and chips, or 
fish with salad and chips, or even Chicken Parmigiana with salad and 
chips.  After careful thought we all made our selections.  I chose Chick-
en Parmigiana.  My first surprise came when I was charged $30 for 
something listed in the board as costing $24.  My second surprise came 
when the meal was delivered. 
“Chicken”, the owner called from the doorway of the dining room.   
Concluding that it must be me, I tentatively raised my hand and said, “I 
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ordered Chicken Parmigiana”. 
“Chicken Parmigiana!”, he exclaimed. “That must have got lost in the order.”  
He slammed a plate down in front of me with a small, piece of chicken on it. 
“It’s just chicken!”, he finished emphatically. 
 I politely thanked him, hung my head down and averted my 
eyes to make sure that he would leave me unharmed.  Howev-
er to be fair, most people ate all of their chips and Mary said 
that her fish was quite good. 
Because of the challenges that we were to face the following 
day, we retired early. Outside, some young people partied in 
the street, courtesy of a powerful sound system in a large 
4WD,  that was conveniently parked about two metres away 
from the window of our room.  Mary had jammed her eyes 
shut, Lyn and Yvonne were stoically attempting to read while I 
lay there worrying how I was going to do a strenuous walk with 
no sleep.  Then suddenly the music, the slurred singing and the 
emotional arguments about alleged infidelity, all abruptly 
stopped.  With a touching concern for our welfare, there was a slamming of car doors and they drove away, 
leaving us to get at least some rest. 
In the morning, while we struggled out to our cars, Wayne arrived, relaxed and happy after his comfortable 
night in the Omeo caravan park, triumphantly waving a proper coffee in front of our noses. Our group was 
now complete so we headed out towards the Cowombat Track along an increasingly rough road.  Mary, as 
our experienced leader, sped confidently along at the front of the convoy while the rest of us desperately 
tried to pick out brake lights in the thick cloud of dust.  Miraculously, we all made it safely to the start of the 
4WD track.  At this point we left three of the cars and piled into Tony and Wayne’s 4WDs and they skilfully 
got their vehicles over the rough terrain to the start of the walk.   
Some of us would describe the track as being a challenging succession of steep climbs and descents but for 
Mary’s alternative description, you can look back to the invitation in February newsletter.  Regardless, it was 
lovely to be exploring such a peaceful, remote location.  The area is described as having abundant wildlife 
and we were certainly surrounded by lots of birds.  There was also evidence that many brumbies were about.  
The bush was reasonably dense but with the benefit of Mary’s alpine experience and Tony’s new, top of the 
range, multi-band GPS, we knew we were going the right way.  By mid afternoon some of us were just begin-
ning to tire when suddenly the trees opened out and there was Cowombat Flat, a beautiful grassy clearing, 
such an unexpected sight in the middle of so much forest. And dividing Cowombat Flat was a small stream 
very gradually gathering momentum - the fledging Murray River. 

Cowombat Flat is also famous for another reason.  In the 1950s 
an RAAF plane on a routine flight lost starboard engine power. 
Desperately looking for a place to land in a sea of dense forest, 
Cowombat Fall came into view and the pilots attempted an 
emergency landing. The starboard side of the cockpit hit a large 
eucalyptus and the pilot on that side died of his injuries a few 
minutes after impact.  The other three members of the crew 
survived.  Mary gave us an interesting talk about the crash and 
suggested we go out to examine what was left of the wreckage.  
Wayne said he thought that was a very good idea and that he 
would sit and watch us doing it.  The rest of us went to examine 
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the wreckage.  Not much is left.  The RAAF, took some for their crash investigation, the Snowy Mountains Au-
thority used some to build a hut and much has been removed by souvenir hunters.  However it was inter-
esting to look at what remained and reflect on how terrifying it would have been to make an emergency land-
ing in this area. 
According to one article on the internet, in 2004, some historians tracked down the three survivors of the 
crash and some of the people who helped rescue them.  A reunion was held at a place we know very well - 
The Benambra Hotel.  This was because the hotel was where the aircrew were first taken after being rescued.  
So Mary’s choice of accommodation did give us a link to this famous episode in the RAAF history 
After examining the crash site, we all headed over to the Murray River and took the traditional photos of 
standing with one leg in Victoria and one in NSW.  We examined the surrounding area and selected a 
campsite in NSW.  Despite the recent spate of sudden state border closures, we were hopeful that Cowombat 
Felt would not be declared a red zone under Victoria’s new traffic light system.  With signs of rain approach-
ing, we quickly put up our tents then we listened to Mary give an inspirational talk about going out to find the 
source of the Murray, and the first Black and Allan cairn.  Yvonne’s response from the doorway of her tent 
was, “Well frankly Mary, I couldn’t give a rat’s arse.”  Lyn and Wayne also declined, (“a twinge in my knee” 
and “bloody exhausted” respectively).  However, Tony, Sue, Dean and I loyally stuck with our leader and set 
off.  At that stage the rain was just starting to become heavier. 
The trail was obvious for the first section of the trek but after that there was no clear pathway.  Movement 
involved searching for a series of ribbons tied to the branches of trees and shrubs and these became harder 
to find as the rain increased and the mist thickened.  We found the source of the Murray, but the deteriora-
tion in the weather made us question whether we would make it to the Black and Allan Cairn.  According to 
Tony’s high tech GPS device we were just 200 metres away so we fought on.  200 metres along a road is very 
different to 200 metres through thick bush, but about 20 minutes later there it was. And despite our saturat-
ed clothes and sodden hair, it looked even better with us posing in front of it, so a number of photos were 
taken.   
This was the first cairn to mark the Black and Allan line that 
runs from this point all the way to Cape Howe.  It was named 
after Alexander Black and Alexander Allan who mapped their 
way to the coast in 1872.  It is surprising to then find out that 
due to long running legal disputes the border was not formally 
ratified until 134 years later in 2006. 
Heavy rain continued all the way back from the cairn to the 
camp.  Yvonne, Lyn and Wayne were resting in their tents 
looking very dry and content, while we pretended we weren’t 
that wet and shamelessly boasted about our achievements.  
To be fair, Wayne had his own adventure while we were away, 
with a man he referred to as Ivan Milat.  This person had crept 
up behind Wayne when he was getting water out of the Mur-
ray.  Wayne said that he had one hand suspiciously concealed under his jumper but when Wayne’s heartbeat 
returned to normal, ‘Ivan’ turned out to be doing something for Parks Victoria. 
The rain did not let up all evening so we were forced into isolation in our separate tents, with the occasional 
call of, “Is everyone alright?”, from Mary.  Some of the more experienced campers were able to use their 
stoves in close proximity to the tent but I didn’t have that level of confidence so I just worked my way 
through a sad pile of Salada biscuits.  Sleep was punctuated by the sound of neighing brumbies and, to my 
shock, the sounds of wild dogs.  By morning there was no change in the weather so Mary reluctantly made 
the decision that we had to cut the walk short. 
The combination of mud and the wet clothes made the return journey seem much harder.  We plodded up 

(Continued on page 4) 

Looking pretty wet at one of the ‘dots’ on the  Victoria / 
NSW border, east of the start of the Murray River. 



 

 

The Mitchell Walker 

slopes to what appeared to be the top, only to find the the 
track merely turned uphill in a new direction.  At one point, 
when I mistakenly thought we were reaching a peak, Tony 
brightly waved his GPS device at me saying, “We have 
climbed 300 metres but we are now going to descend 193 
metres and so we’ll then have climb 410 metres, but that’s 
only the small peak, the biggest peak is going to come after 
that.”  After brightly delivering this news, Tony strode 
effortlessly ahead, while I almost sank to my knees.  How-
ever with Sue and Dean keeping me company, I kept 
putting one foot methodically in front of the other and 
eventually we all made it back to the cars. 
By this time the weather had improved and we stopped to 
have afternoon tea at the Native Dog Flat camping ground.  
It was a lovely spot and would make a good base for some 
future camping trips.  We drove out, speeding past the Be-
nambra Hotel in favour of a caravan park in Omeo.  In the 
evening, we treated ourselves to a meal at The Golden Age 
Hotel.  Lyn and Yvonne ordered a very nice Chicken Parmi-
giana which I was tempted to photograph and send back to 
the publican at Benambra.  We enjoyed our meals, relaxed 
and congratulated ourselves on our resilience. 
In the morning, I started the long journey back to Mel-
bourne while the others did the Mt Tabletop Track, which 
is a hard 10 km walk.  However, according the Mary the 
views made it all worthwhile.  They had lunch on the es-
carpment overlooking the beautiful Wonnangatta area.  Meanwhile I was enjoying my first full day wearing 
dry clothes since Friday, when I decided to break my drive in Harrietville and fell into the Ovens river, so I was 
quite jealous when I heard how they spent their day. 
Before I left the group I pointed out to Wayne that all the camps I’d been on with him had involved extremely 
bad weather so I’d be looking carefully at the attendance list in the future, however I didn’t really mean it.  
Our trip to Cowombat Flat showed that whatever the challenges, it is always possible to have a good time 
when walking and camping.  Everyone was grateful to Mary for providing us with such an interesting and en-
joyable experience.                                       (Report by Karen) 

Saturday 1st May. 2021. Mt Macedon. Mary led this walk and it was 

held on a Saturday for a bit of a change, and because Mary was off on anoth-
er adventure on the Sunday. 
Tony, Sue, their son Dean, Karen, Mary and Fred set off from Kilmore, (no 
takers from Broadford) at the designated time and we arrived as planned at 
the Camels Hump car park. 

From there we started our walk by head-
ing to the Sanatorium Lake which was 
built to provide a water source to a hospi-
tal specialising in the treatment of tuberculosis, the hospital was never 
built. From there we moved on toward our lunch spot on a hill opposite Mt 
Macedon, just so we could contemplate the next part of our walk while 
enjoying lunch. After lunch we started a gradual decent into town and then 
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started the “up” part of our day. We were stopped by a road traffic controller and 
told that we could not go any further; we would have to climb directly up toward the 
Mt Macedon summit. Little did we know, but this was Mary’s plan all along. The climb 
made us all look forward to our coffee break at the summit café. The café was very 
busy; seems the whole of Melbourne was visiting at the same time as us. 
We managed to order ice cream, drinks etc. and even found a table outside. There 
were no bins to be found, which was a bit remiss of the park organisers. 
What started out as a 10km walk turned into 15km plus. That’s expected when you go walking with Mary. 
Thanks to Mary for leading and Tony for assisting in navigation.                                      (Report by Fred.) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sunday 16th May. 2021. The Tunnel Walk  (Foothills of Mt Macedon) 

Paul led the walk of 8 kms.. We started at Gap road, where there are magnificent 
gums reaching for the skies, and shaded areas with the wintery sunlight peeping 
through. It was chilly on our hands and our noses, but the air had hints of the forest 
floor, which was a delight. We saw a range of fungi  in many stages of development. 
The road became a 4WD track and then into a walking track, later back to traffic 
again. 
The wombats must love this area as there was a lot of evidence of their presence. 
Paul figured this is why it’s called Tunnel Road. We had morning tea along one part 
of the track, but didn’t linger too long as it was chilly. At lunch time we found some 
rays of sunshine, until a mist started to invade out cute little spot. We had horses 
and sheep for company, and some very cute mail boxes. We admired how people 
built their homes into the hillsides and saw evidence of an old boiler that could 
have been used for distilling eucalyptus oil. 
Thanks Paul for your leadership and Kerry for the photos. I enjoyed your company. 
It would be  well worth keeping this walk for another time, especially in the hotter 

months when we are looking 
for some shade. 
 
 
 
(Report by 
Mary  
Adams) 
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Upcoming Walks. 
Saturday 29th May. Join a “Hike4Harmony” walk with Mitchell Multicultural Community Association Inc 

(MMCAI) on the Tallarook Rail Trail. See the flyer attached to the email with this newsletter.  
Sunday 6th  June. Whroo. (near Rushworth.). Easy walking, mostly flattish. 8 Kms , exploring outside 

and around the Balaclava mine. Inc Green’s campground, Whroo cemetery, and general exploring through 
the bush. Mary will contact Rushworth Museum to see if we can visit by appointment, its well worth the visit. 
Some cost may be incurred. Plan to leave Kilmore at 8.45am and Broadford at 9.009am Contact Mary by Text 
0428479469.  Confirmation is required. 

Sunday June 6th: Silver creek- Hazeldene circuit walk: 13kms Easy/medium. Tony  0431 470 655. 

More later. 

Sunday June 20th: Cathedral Ranges, We are going to have 2 walks going on this day. An easy one 

along the creek, hopefully one might come across the lyrebirds. The other walk will be across the top, plenty 
of steepness, then rock hoping across the top. Leaders: Kerry and Mary.  

June 21st—26th. Wilson’s Promontory. An  overnight walk with camping. 

Monday 21st Travelling down and staying overnight outside of the prom in accommodation. I don’t 
know pricing as yet 
Tuesday 22nd  Walk to Little Waterloo camp ground: 13kms 
Wednesday 23rd Walk to Refuse Cove and camp, 7 kms. Then take day pack to Sealers cove 6kms and 
then back 12 kms with day packs. 
Thursday 24th Walk to Little Waterloo. 7 kms and set up camp. 
Friday 25th Walk to Lighthouse and stay the night. 10 kms. 
Saturday 26th Walk back to cars at Mt Oberon 19 kms  and then home 

 To book camp site and accommodation at lighthouse I need to know over the next few days. 
Could you let me know by the Wed 26th May, as I need to do the booking; 
Wilson Prom: Parks 8427 2122 
Contact Mary 0428 479 469 

November 12-13-14-15 Federation walks: Licola area high country. A combination of day walks 

and overnight. More later. 
 

Wish list:  
French Island. If you haven’t been to French Island, or don’t even know where it is, don’t worry.  You are 

not alone. Our group has been there twice, and we have loved it. In the spring you’ll probably see the baby 
koalas too.  Various levels of comfort are available. Contact Kerry by text if you are keen. An early booking will 
avoid disappointment. Her contact number is  0408 126 411 . 

June perhaps?  Car camp in conjunction with Echuca Bushwalking Club. In the  Echuca area. More later. 

 

NEXT PLANNING MEETING:  First Monday in the month makes it June 1st. Meet at the Broadford Living 

and Learning Centre at 7.30 pm. Bring your ideas and perhaps something towards supper afterwards. I hope 
you can join us. 

 

** See Membership application form on the next page.        

 

  John Brissett (Editor)            
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Mitchell Bushwalking Group 
 

MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 

 
 
Acknowledgement of Risk – Please read and sign (all members over 18 years must sign) 

 

  
 The club membership year is 1st April 2017 to 30th March 2018. New members January-March pay half the annual subscription.  
Annual membership, which covers insurance through Bushwalking Victoria, is currently under review. For further information please 
email:   mitchellwalksgroup@gmail.com 
 
* This form could be posted  with a cheque to Secretary. Mitchell Bushwalking Group. c/o PO Box 76 , Broadford 3658  OR Scanned 
and sent electronically to mitchellwalksgroup@gmail.com The membership fee could be paid via bank transfer to Mitchell 
Bushwalking Group at Bendigo Bank. The BSB number is 633-000   Account number: 160294047 Please write your surname in the 
details. 

 Contact details may be made available to leaders for the purpose of organising trips. 

Name:                                                                                          M / F      Year born: 

Email:   

Postal Address:   

Phone: Home:                                    Mobile:                                         Work: 

Emergency Contact: Name:                                                                Mobile: 

Do you hold a Level 2 First Aid Certificate?     Y / N                             Date of qualification: 

Brief description of bushwalking/outdoor experience: 
 
 
 

I am aware that my voluntary participation in any activity of this club may expose me to risks that could lead to injury, illness or 
death, or to loss of, or damage to, my property. These risks include, but are not limited to, slippery and/or uneven rocks, dis-
lodged rocks, cliffs, exposure to weather and whiteout conditions, falling and hypothermia. 
To minimize these risks I will endeavour to: 

• Ensure that any activity I participate in is within my capabilities; 

• Carry appropriate food, water and equipment for the activity; 

• Advise the leader if I am taking any medication, or have any physical or other limitation which might affect my participa-
tion;   
and 

• Make every effort to remain with the group during the activity and accept the instructions of the leader. 

I have read and understood these requirements and have considered the risks before choosing to sign this Acknowledgement of 
Risk. I accept that in signing this form I will take responsibility for my own actions. 

Name: 

  
  

Signature: Date: 

OFFICE USE ONLY Receipt No: 
Database updated 
Date: 

Membership No: 
Receipt issued 
Date: 

Email notification sent 
Date: 

 


