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Macquarie (University) Mountaineering Club trip 1972  
By Barbara Cameron Smith 
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Our anti clockwise route towards and up Federation Peak is depicted in orange above, with the exception of our 
detour off the loop to climb Burgess Bluff. We subsequently camped at Pineapple Flat, scrub bashed our way to 

Mount Picton, and eventually walked out to Blakes Opening along an unexpectedly civilized track. 
Map credit: Bill Filson 

 
7 January 1972 
 
We packed all our gear and then went shopping. We expect to be out for 7-10 days, and after 
packing the necessary food and excess, the food bill tallied 26 dollars for four, quite a lot of 
money. We went to local camping stores and got some extra equipment, then called in to 
chat with a few guys who could tell us something about the walk. 
 
We repacked everything after a counter lunch in a pub and off we went. We walked quite a 
way out of the main street of Hobart. Greg and I started hitching and were lucky, getting a 
lift with a guy who was going camping himself. I guess I was rather forward but I asked him 
if he’d mind picking up our two friends who were on the road already. He didn’t seem to 
mind, so we were all driven down to Geeveston. Had a few refreshments there and left 
details at the police station and gear at the council chambers. It was rather late to get a lift, it 
being 4.30 pm, but a local housewife drove all of us a few miles out of town. From there it 
was around 16 miles to the Huon River, the start of our Eastern Arthurs walk. We started 
walking at ¼ to 5, and eventually came down to Arve River. We kept on going and we’re at 
the Huon River now. Sixteen miles in about five hours or less wasn’t bad going.  
 
However my shoulders were killing me as my pack is over 30 lbs (13.6 kg). The other guys’ 
packs are heavier but they’re bigger and we each have 10 lbs of food on board, as in an even 
split.  
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The country smells good, with tangy leaves and vines of white furry flowers growing out of 
old logs or trailing off the tall trees. There must have been a fire through here. Some tree 
trunks, absolutely immense, are only about half their normal height. They’ve been burnt off, 
very tall and straight with gray and salmon gray bark fingering up the trunk.  
 
We were all pretty exhausted when we got to the Huon River so I cooked up a decent dinner 
of chops, tomatoes, potatoes and pineapple, followed by cups of tea. That pineapple was 
certainly worth the carrying in. 
 
8 January 1972 

It’s another day, the clouds are covering up the last bit of sky, the mosquitos are raging and 
I’d better get breakfast as they’re all getting up now.  It’s lunch break now. We took a long 
time over breakfast this morning. The porridge was just about cooked when I managed to 
tip it up, completely extinguishing the fire, which meant we had to start from scratch again.  

Graeme and Peter took a long time to pack their gear so it was 9.00 before we left. We made 
it to Blakes Hut in 2½ hours, rather slow compared to last night’s pace, and it was rather an 
experience to cross the Picton Bridge which spans the Huon at a height of 20 feet and 
consists of little else apart from a swaying line of wooden planks resting on chicken wire 
with a flimsy handrail. The bridge swings as you walk along and didn’t feel too safe.  Down 
below, the Huon River is tea coloured, probably from the stewed rotting logs.  
 
We saw about nine snakes in three hours along the track, two were only small but the 
others were full grown blacks and a brown as well.  Greg walking out in front came across 
them first.  
 
The little makeshift hut at Blakes Opening didn’t have a great view so we came on a mile or 
so on to a little creek and we’re eating lunch here. Leaving the lunch spot we started out on 
the track called the Yo-Yo by the local Hobart walkers. It goes up and down, up 50 feet, 
down 50 feet, 500 feet, 750 feet for several miles. Either I haven’t had enough sleep or it’s 
the pack which weighs twice as much as I normally carry. 
 
It’s been really hot all day. I could feel myself heating up and stuck my head into every 
passing stream we came across, taking great mouthfuls of the clear clean water. The larger 
rivers, such as the Huon and Craycroft, are tea coloured, apparently because the water has 
flowed through the peat moors. It’s rather dry around here, with the usual peat mud 
paleospheres dried out and flaky. Thankfully no more snakes this afternoon.  
 
It got pretty bad, I must say. I’d get to a bottom of the hill, look up and feel as if I couldn’t go 
a step further. I was quite a way behind the others and almost burst into tears at the sight of 
each new hill. I wasn’t as fit as I have been and that wasn’t helped by the overly heavy pack.  
 
Greg waited and eventually, after a long break, we caught up with the others.  They were 
just as tired, so we rested several minutes, then headed up towards the next ridge, hoping to 
find the Grindstone Creek as it was only about two miles from Craycroft. Then at last, we 
realized that we’d made the top of the last Yo Yo. It was downhill walking all the way, and 
then there it was, the river. We all went swimming. It was cold but incredibly refreshing. We  
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Pete, Greg and Barb on the road into the Federation trailhead. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 

washed ourselves and I did some clothes. Then we sat around and had about three cups of 
tea and dried milk.  
 
A good long rest, then on towards the crossing.  The sign said one hour but we made it in 40 
minutes and were feeling a lot better for the rest. We all kept up and the hill climbs weren’t 
too bad at all. We had to cross another one of those wooden swinging bridges, but this time 
there were foot grips between the wood planks.  
 
We set up camp at Craycroft Crossing and reckon we walked about 19 miles today, which 
covers 2½ days of the trip guide suggested by Rick Jamieson of the Scouts. Not bad going. 
We all need a good night’s sleep. After passing out of rainforest into mainly low scrub we’ve 
come down into a type of rainforest again and the hills above are high. They are mountains 
in fact and one of them is Federation! Tall barren glacial peaks or high hills covered with 
dead cross-like trees that stand out against the green vegetation. 
 

 

 
 

Greg looking up towards the Dial, framed by native heath. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 
 
9 January 1972 
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Had a little rain last night, went to bed about 10 pm, good idea after a meal of eggs and 
bacon and porridge. We left camp at 7.30 am and headed out. We came across the hut 
[Craycroft] at the creek. It was open [bcs comment: from memory it had a back wall and 
roof supported by poles] with rolls of toilet paper hanging up and air drop tins etc. There 
was a logbook so we all signed in. Loved the comments about the button grass plains - too 
thin to plough but too thick to drink – like the Yarra. A little brown faced wallaby came up to 
us and we fed it sultanas before it bit Peter. We saw comments to the effect of “piss off, 
macropod!” in the logbook. 
 
We feel like we’re really in Tasmania now, all green peaty plains and thick mud. The mud 
isn’t too bad, except when you sink right in. It’s OK walking on the track but you can upset 
yourself on the buttons [bcs comment: trying to walk on the button grass mounds]. In the 
foreground are little flowers and furry banksias with red brown leaves. The valleys stretch 
ahead, green then blue in the distance, and above are ragged peaks, including the Dial and 
Federation.  
 
 
. 
 

 
Federation Peak. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 
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We made it to Strike Creek at a quarter past nine. When we’d had a bit of a drink, we set off 
but went past Pass Creek before we realized our mistake. So we came back and headed up 
along Pass Creek and had lunch at the last possible spot where there’d be water.  
 
We all had a swim of sorts in the tea-brown creek and then had the usual Vita Wheat, honey, 
Vegemite, dried peaches, cabanosi and cheese. There was this huge mountain to climb in 
front of us called The Dial [via Luckman’s Lead]. No idea how high it is but on the way up, 
we could see the mountains to the north-east with patches of snow on top. I was rather 
worried about tackling that climb, and I guess it made me quiet all day but I took it slowly at 
my pace and my legs felt great for it. 
 
The view back and to each side was tremendous, with huge jagged peaks shooting up. The 
climb was very steep and muddy in parts. We got to The Dial about 3.30 pm, then headed off 
along the ridge. We ended up coming down into a strange little sheltered place with ferns 
and tropical looking plants. It appears to be Goon Moor. [bcs comment: more likely it was a 
camp past The Dial after the track descends to avoid some high peaks] It’s only 4.00 pm but 
we made camp as it’s been raining and misty since the top of The Dial. 
 
10 January 1972 
 
We’re still at Goon Moor [bcs comment: as before, we were a way off Goon Moor]. It rained 
most of the night and it’s still very misty. A big jagged hill looms out above us every so often. 
There’s not much wind about. The bush is rather wet and it’s muddy underfoot. We had a 
morale building breakfast of porridge and frankfurts and tea, and collected stacks of 
firewood to keep the fire from going out. Everything is rather wet.  
 
I’m in my sleeping bag in the tent. We’ve decided not to go on just yet as we can’t see 
anything at all. Perhaps we’ll go about lunchtime. I’m rather loath to move at the moment as 
I’m warm and dry and the thought of setting up camp at a new site is not too attractive right 
now. I’m still pleased about yesterday’s effort. The scenery was beyond words. My futile 
little sketches would have a hard time doing these mountains justice.  
 

 
Hardy wildflowers pressed in the pages of my diary [snow everlasting Helichrysum milligania and white flag 

iris Diplarrena moraea) 
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Hardy snow everlastings pressed in the pages of my diary 

 
I collected just some of the beautiful wildflowers that grow here and pressed them in this 
diary. The little leaves of prickly scoparia [Richea scoparia] bushes redden towards the top 
of the branch, and here and there are tiny white or pink flowers with five petals. All around, 
strange tangled confusions of rotting branches are carpeted beneath with green mosses and 
lichens. 
 
But it’s oh so still. It seems this mist will never lift. While the hot steamy day makes walking 
unpleasant, the cool wet day makes you want to stay put. Graeme is eager to go. I’d like to in 
a sort of way, but we’ll see what comes of it. 
 
The Tasmanian bush is very different to what I expected. The trees are so tall, covered in 
lichens and mosses. At times, you’ll see the entire hillside covered with dead white trunks of 
trees.  
The waterhole is about 100 yards down the grassy track and it is quite incredible to see 
Greg struggling up from below carrying a bivy bag full of yellow water over his shoulder 
which now sits on the ground under a tree. 
 
11 January 1972 
 
Last time I wrote I was lying in my sleeping bag, nice and warm, the mist and light rain 
coming down. It was eventually decided that we’d have lunch then push on, so at one o’clock 
we left what we thought was Goon Moor and headed down a steep razorback and up the 
other side. It was cold at the top of the ridge, requiring oilskins. We went up several steep 
ridges and down. The mist was in the valley and way up over the hills. We walked and 
walked, but couldn’t see any views.  Then we were on this strange flat place, spongy grasses 
all over, and there, circled by a ring of white stones and rope, was an air drop! 
 
It was terribly exciting. It’s not possible to convey the sensation of coming across extra 
supplies, but we were really thrilled. There was a packet of Tim Tam chocolate biscuits, cans 
of tuna, a can of ham, honey, Vegemite, butter, stacks of instant puddings, peanuts and a 
sealed tin which we decided not to open.   
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The moraine above Hanging Lake in the foreground, with Stegosaurus Ridge in the middle ground and the 

Eastern Arthurs in the distant background. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 

There was no date on the air drop and it looked pretty dilapidated and had already been 
pillaged so we helped ourselves to some of the contents. What was surprising to us was that 
the tin had Goon Moor marked on the side. As we’d been walking for quite a while since our 
last campsite, we thought we were a way off Goon Moor. Certainly there were very few 
campsites on it. [bcs comment: This was indeed the Goon Moor drop site] 
 
We kept on and came to several reasonably bad climbs that skirted the actual razor’s edge. 
It was necessary to take packs off and hand them down to the people below. We traversed 
past the Four Peaks [and up and over Thwaites Plateau] and at one stage we thought we 
heard voices but couldn’t find the source.  
 
We climbed up another long hill and about 7.00 pm found a whole bundle of air drops 
marked ‘Hanging Lake’. We checked around and peered over the edge of the hill to see if we 
could see a lake. Although we could hear frogs and water sounds, it wasn’t until we were 10 
feet away that we could see the little wavelets on the surface of Hanging Lake.  
 

 
Google Earth screenshot of Federation Peak vicinity, with red bubble in wrong location (in Barbara’s opinion) 
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Federation Peak on the skyline. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 

Rick Jamieson suggested Goon Moor to Hanging Lake as one day. We’d come from half an 
hour past The Dial in half a day. Incredible. [bcs comment. This entry confirms that our first 
camp up top was probably not long past The Dial.] 
 
12 January 1972 
 
It was still pretty misty all around, the Hanging Lake coming into view only occasionally, so 
we grabbed the nylon rope that we found in an old air drop can and packed day packs with 
oil skins and lunch and set off, just to wander around the bottom of Federation. It cleared a 
bit and you could see Lake Geeves way down below. Way above Lake Geeves you could see 
Hanging Lake, which looked tiny and so far up the bowl. Farther off, perhaps 20 miles away, 
we could see white sands, the sea and little islands. The path was reasonable, muddy steps 
and prickly bushes.  
 
After traversing a reasonably exposed path, we came across signs. One pointed straight up 
to the summit, the other went to the southern traverse. We decided to go straight up and 
started.  
 
I thought it was a really easy climb. Had a belay at one point, but didn’t think it was really 
necessary. The track was very exposed, with Lake Geeves directly below. Once up, we 
located the logbook and found out that the peak had been named in 1901 for Federation, 
and the present book had been there since 1964. [bcs comment:  for 8 years in 1972]. We all 
signed in, filled in what we’d done, but it was misty all over and we couldn’t see anything.  
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Barb, Pete, Greg and Graeme. Photo: Graeme Edenborough (taken on a self-timer) 

 
 

 
Greg checking out the map, while Barb and Pete check out the view. Precipitous Bluff and the southern seas 

in the background. Photo: Graeme Edenborough 

 
We waited around for about an hour on top, eating biscuits etc, then just as we decided to go 
down because of approaching rain clouds, it started to clear in patches and eventually we 
could see out in all directions.  
 
This truly seemed like the roof of heaven. The sea, rivers, lakes and incredibly rugged 
country, including the path we’d walked up from The Dial. Took a few photos, then decided 
to go off the peak. We were thinking about going down the same way as up but were rather 
worried about the exposure.  
 
We found what was probably the climbing gully and started to go down. Greg went first. He 
just put a double rope behind his back and held it with the other hand [bcs comment. the 
traditional over the shoulder and across the back abseil, familiar to scouts]. The climb 
involved a type of chimney of several abseil pitches in total length of about 200 feet. There 
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were few handholds and lots of exposure. I started to traverse across to the part where Greg 
hand over handed down, but the footholds were scarce and I was worried about falling off.  
 
So they decided I would go down the way Greg did and were going to belay me, just 
standing at the top of the pitch and holding the rope. As the climb was impossible for me, I 
thought this was rather foolhardy. Then it was suggested that they lower me down, like a 
sack of potatoes. I couldn’t take that.  
 
After about an hour and a half, I finally got the courage to walk over the cliff holding the 
double rope together [bcs comment. Was it knotted?] with two hands. I have never been so 
scared before. It was as if I was going to die. That’s how I felt anyway.  
 
I knew I was holding the others up, but if I just went down, I knew I would be taking an 
incredible risk. I hadn’t worried about the climb up but coming down, I must have been as 
white as a sheet. I guess they were impatient with me, but they were pretty good about it.  
 
I was so pleased to get down I felt like crying. I was happy and upset at the same time. We 
came back to camp, had a great meal, braised steak and potatoes, peas and corn, peaches 
and butterscotch pudding.  [bcs comment: Greg has reported that he found time to sketch 
the rare and endemic Tasmanian mountain shrimp Anaspides tasmaniae and a variety of 
plants.]  
 
The only problem was that it rained in the night. 
 
Around 12.00 am, we all woke up to find our sleeping bags sopping wet along the bottom. In 
between short sleeps, we’d wake up to find the bags gradually getting wetter from the feet 
up to the shoulders. Major disaster. Four wet sleeping bags and all our clothing wet. [bcs 
comment. As Greg describes it, a small river came through our tent.] The fire needed about a 
can of kero to take on. We’re all sitting in the tent now, cold, the heat coming off our wet 
clothing. It’s stopped raining for a bit. I think we should go. It’s a mess, mud everywhere. We 
are cold and wet, slipping everywhere.  
 
We are going out now. Incredible, the mist has lifted. We can see down to Lake Geeves in 
front. If this holds, we’ll start out.  
 
We walked out along the Lake Geeves track and down to Bechervaise Plateau where we had 
lunch. Then we started down the hill. Miles and miles of green moss covered rotten logs, all 
over the track and down, down, sliding, slipping, then climbing up almost sheer mud cliffs, 
the hand holds, jungle and very wet. [bcs comment. Greg says he remembers especially the 
ridgeline trail left the rock and circled from branch to branch around giant Huon pines.]  
A very steep climb down, we were all rather tired and a bit bored with the one continuous 
type of scenery. We found a place on the flat of a river, in a mossy undergrowth style and 
made a beautiful camp there. [bcs comment: probably Moss Camp] Plenty of firewood.  
 
13 January 1972 
 
Slept in and didn’t leave camp until about 11.00 am. Met our first people in about six days, a 
party from Catholic Bushwalkers from Sydney. One had been part time at Macquarie and 
they talked for a while. We intended to get to Mount Picton today but never made it. We 
scrub bashed up the wrong ridge above the East and West Craycroft Junction. Took about 



© Barbara Cameron-Smith, January 1972 Macquarie Mountaineering Club Federation Peak trip. 
Transcribed May 2014. 

four hours to go less than two miles. Rotting logs, slippery moss, thin handholds that gave, 
spiky bushes, it was like a bizarre detour into hell. I was close to tears and very homesick at 
this time. I kept thinking how nice it would be to be at home. I missed everything and was so 
frustrated but eventually we came out of it and climbed up a few mountains to a ridge. 
 
We made camp on a little flat bit overlooking a beautiful valley. [bcs comment. Probably 
Pineapple Flat campsite, north of Mount Chapman]. Extremely cold night, frost on the 
ground out here. I had no sleep last night, and am in a really bad mood with them for not 
getting up. 
 
14 January 1972  
 
We’ve just had lunch. There wasn’t much. We’ve finished all the lunch junk and we’re 
starving. We started walking at 7.00 this morning after I got everyone up at 5.30. There was 
frost all over the ground. We had muesli and hot milk, spaghetti and soup and potato.  
 
Then we set off for Mount Picton, a really tall mountain way off in the distance.   
 
[bcs comment. (not sure if this is the right day) Greg recalls traversing a big button grass 
plain and ‘walking between buttons as a relief from stepping on them, his hand landed on 
the coils of a snake. After leaping back onto a button he was surprised to see a big mother 
tiger snake and five small snakes slither out from that button!]  
 
We climbed up the mountain before it and spent several hours scrub bashing down the 
gully. I got lost and really frustrated. Really tough. Then we were approaching Picton.  We 
decided to walk up over the stone cliff face, then another rock scree and down. I got left 
behind again. I was really mad, ready to burst into tears. I got all homesick as I had the day 
before. We bashed down to this little lake [bcs comment: North Lake] and we’re having 
lunch now, after a quick swim.  
 
I could hardly believe it. There’s a track leading out of the lake, really well marked. Cans on 
sticks, yellow tape, blazes on trees, number plates tied around trees, plus boot prints all 
over the track. After following a faint boot print trail on the off chance that it might 
delineate a track for the past week, it’s incredible to find such a good track. We’d seen a sign 
just out of Blake’s Hut which said Picton, 7½ hours (on the way in), and so we had about 
five hours walking to do. But once on the track, which was so good, apart from being really 
muddy, we made it to Blake’s in less than 3 hours.  
 
Feeling great, trotting across the gray plains at really good pace. Then we decided to walk 
the extra seven miles to the Huon that evening.  It had been a long day. Up at 5.50, bed at 10, 
a full 12 hours walking, including too much scrub bashing. Looking back it has been a 
fantastic week.   
 
15 January 1972  
 
Strange to be back here at the Huon, exactly a week since we first sat down to a meal of 
fresh meat and pineapple. We’ll probably have to walk out of here, unfortunately as there 
aren’t many cars around, in fact none.  We’re all packed up ready to grab the first vehicle 
that goes through. Looks like a sterling hot day ahead.  
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We’re just the other side of Geeveston now. We walked for miles and miles it seemed, about 
8-9 miles along a gently graded road. It was really hot and we had no food or water. Peter 
and I were walking about ¾ of an hour behind the others, and a little guy in a truck picked 
us up. Boy, were we pleased to get that lift. He picked up the other two as well and drove us 
into Geeveston about eight miles on.  
 
We managed to catch the policeman and he went round to the keeper of the council 
chambers and got the keys, so we got our money out. Then we dashed up to the local shop 
and bought meat pasties and apple and apricot pies and cans of drink, ice creams, chocolate. 
Of course, it’s never as good as when anticipated from way out in the bush.  We’re hitching 
now. I hope we get a lift. We want to get tidied up and go out for dinner. Perhaps Lake 
Pedder tomorrow.  
 
 
 

 
Federation Peak according to Google Earth, an unheard of invention in 1972. 
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