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TRIP REPORT
Where: Mount Fairy
When: Saturday 18 May 195
Party: I can't remember except Bergére was there (four-footed canine)

Mount Fairy, for those of you who haven't been there, is a nice
little dry caving area, just over one hour's drive from Canberra. But,
don't follow G.B.'s instructions that it's the first turn right after the
bitumen or you'll be through Tarago and into Goulburn before you realise
it (they've sealed the road since). We're thinking of lighting a candle
for the lone caver (on motor bike) who set off with the rest of us and was
never seen again (so much for following instructions to the letter; good
thing he didn't have any of the caving gear).

Well, the rest of us got there safely (we'd been there before and
knew where the turn-off was). We actually met the owner this time (it's
on private property and special care with gates and livestock is required)
and gave him a copy of the map and got his address for future contact
(G.B. has since lost it).

The prominent feature of Mt Fairy is the thistles and they get
thicker as you get closer to the cave entrances. The place is full of
little holes and dead ends, a couple of interesting mine shafts, and one
main cave which is best entered through the creek entrance (about 30
metres to the right of the mine shaft entrance which is shored up with
suspect timbers).

It is a great little cave with clean, dry, maze-like passages
everywhere (but not big enough to get lost in). If you find the right
series of twists and turns, you can get down to a dry river passage which
ends in a sump.

This time, however, G.B. held a surprise in store for us. By pulling
aside some loose rocks, he revealed the tightest of squeezes (you'll
probably have to take your helmet off to get through this one - it's
tight! And about ten or twelve feet long. Definitely not for the
claustrophobic!) which eventually opened into a passage, a very large
chamber (by Mt Fairy's standards).

If you look hard enough, you finally find a smaller chamber from
which a contortionary squeeze reveals a gem of a little room all
glittering in white. In fact, it's the only chamber in Mt Fairy with any
stalactite features at all. It's well worth the effort but be very
careful as there's hardly room to move and this little wonderland is very
susceptible to damage.

All in all, it was a great day (for those of us who made it!) and the
beauty with Mt Fairy is that you finish early enough to get back to
civilisation before all the shops close. Bungendore serves a great
Devonshire tea (even though dogs have to wait in the car), and the wooden
birds are cute.

Marc Fauvet
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THOUGHTS OF A LATE NIGHT CAVER(*) - ON WAKING

-~ -~ . . .-

That thing that leans against the wall -
it has to be my overall,

That lump's a helmet, I surmise.

By George, my shirt has fossilized.

I see enough through reddened rims

to force my weak and feebled limbs

to stagger to the bedroom chair

while finding muscles that weren't there.

My knees are done in sundry . hues

of reds and browns and blacks and blues.
Most mud came off in the bath last night
and blocked the drain up nice and tight.

But lived 1 did. This room's not hell,
(Today 18 (. Monday. WOrk ... Oh, well ...)
I have survived. (I think I do)

and had a great time trying to.

-

(*) CAVER : spielogist nuccus

APPEARANCE : Uniform dull brown colour. .Large green, blue,
black, or white head.

LOCALITIES : Can be found in small, wet, dark habitats
(eg. a mini in a carwash, ‘
inside a can of soup,
in the 7 dwarve's submarine )
- usually under SE Australia.

HABITS : Weird.




TRIP REPORT
Where: Wyanbene

When: 7-8 December 1985

Party: Cavers: Garry Brims Kathy Henderson
Allan Caldwell Kathy Hitchings
Rob Capon Richard Hitchings
Marc Fauvet Bill Stead
Paul Hardiman Andrew Wall

Camp Followers: Margaret Alexander
Simon Brown
Megan Fauvet
Debby Howse
Sheridan White

Spider Fighter Extraordinaire: Rob Horne

This report is vague because (a) it was dark when we set out; (b) the
trip was three months ago, and (c) I've just written a mammoth trip report
on Cooleman and Ive got to wind this up quickly so that I can get to bed.

As far as Wyanbene trips go, it was typical - wet, and very wet = but
we did make it to Lake Frustration (photos to prove it). The road is now
in excellent condition but the Shoalhaven was very high and the approaches
to the ford are now very steep (4-wheel drive only, even in good weather).

Really quite uneventful, except G.B. (we have to blame someone and
from past experience, you're a likely candidate!) left the ladders in the
car. If you've been to Wyanbene, you'll realise it takes about five
minutes to discover you're missing ladders. So we all crowded into the
"blow hole" to wait while a few people rushed back for ladders.

This in itself was quite interesting as we watched a group of
experienced nurds squeeze past us (they remembered their ladders but
forgot their helmets, boots, lamps and commonsense). More about these
intrepid explorers later.

Approximately an hour later, we were on our way again, having safely
descended the ladder, some less experienced people and some very
experienced people requesting belays. (P.S. Never be too shy to ask for
a belay and trip leaders should always offer one to everybody on any
ladder pitch). However, this was not to slow us down nearly as much as
our intrepid nurds who somehow managed to get in the middle of our group.
There they were, walking along with their instamatics, puffing on
cigarettes. Well, if you've only got a hand-held torch, every extra
source of light helps! Or maybe the hot air was to offset the cold water
seeping in through their sandshoes -~ who can tell with nurds.

After the nurds, it was the usual wet crawls (cold wet crawls, that
is) to Lake Frustration and back. Some of us, however, really didn't mind
the wet and cold; we had done Wyanbene before and came prepared with
wetsuits (in fact, it was a pleasure to get wet so we could cool off).



Summing up, this trip had about four people too many. Wyanbene has
heaps of ladder pitches which are always slow to rig, get everyone up and
down, and then derig. And, all jokes aside, for the unfortunate few (I
think that should read many) who don't have wetsuits, ten plus hours
underground in a cold, very wet cave is too long. Keep the party small so
that you can maintain rapid movement.

P.S. I have some excellent (by caving standards!) slides of this trip and

any of you who wish to have proof of yourselves underground, please
contact me. 1I'll organise to get prints made if anyone is interested.

Marc Fauvet



TRIP REPORT
Where: Cooleman

When: Australia Day long weekend |%7 . 1986

Party: Allan Caldwell John Kennedy
Rob Capon Liz McNee
Marc Fauvet Anne Robinson
Debby Howse Andrew Wall

This was to be another of those nebulous trips where, supposedly,
there are quite a few caves in the area (reinforced by people's vague
memories) but nobody is quite sure where. Cave maps are another of those
mysterious things which never seem to be available when planning a trip.

So with an NRMA map of the "South Coast and Snowy Mountains" we set
out for Cooleman late on the Friday night (actually, I'm lying - Rob had a
detailed map of the area). Twenty-seven rabbits, four kangaroos (Debbie
saw six but tree stumps look like roos. don't they?), nine large birds
(how am I supposed to know what sort?) and two wombats later, we arrived
at Cooleman. Mind you, so had the rest of Canberra and finding a camping
spot was no easy task. But where was the rest of NUCC? They had said
they'd get there on the Friday night. Not to worry. We'd set up camp and
worry about them in the morning. Humble apologies for waking anyone up,
but I only dropped my steel tent poles three times!!

Bright sunny morning (what do you expect at 9 a.m.?). Well, I
suppose I'd better get some water for the billy. But what was Andrew's
truck doing down there? Surely he didn't drive through the gate. No, in
fact, Andrew and John (two separate Toyota four-wheel drives and three
passengers) had found another fairly new track that got you to Blue Water
Holes campsite and bypassed the gate. They (A.W., A.C., A.R., L.M. and
J.K.) obviously got there in daylight and hence could find faint tracks
and campsites.

Anyway, by about 10 a.m. we all set off in search of Barber's. We
crossed a creek, followed a track, headed uphill, turned 180°, climbed
more hill and finally got to the top of the ridge (funny place for a cave
entrance). No, it's not quite there, so down the hill (other side), into
a gully, avoiding some thistles (this must be near a cave entrance as they
are always well guarded by thistles. Don't believe me? Then try Mt
Fairy!), and lo and behold, a couple of holes in the ground (dry, too).

Well, lights on and in we went. Easy access with walking most of the
way. Whoever was leading seemed to know the way so we (M.F., R.C. and
A.W.) decided to check out an obvious passage (ten feet wide and as many
high). Ah! This ended in a tiny squeeze (hang on, isn't that what we're
here for?), well, a few more squeezes and we finally ended up in a chamber
with a daylight hole and a sump. What sump? There was at least two feet
of air above it (and the water was only an inch deep, anyway). By this
stage, the rest of the party had started to filter through to us (did they
really know the way through?), so we sent the big people through first
(that's to soak up that inch of water; the earlier sentence should have
read puddle, not sump). Shouts of daylight, creek, etc announced that
this was in fact an exit (0.K., entrance, but only if ybu come from the
other side). We had a quick snack, found the daylight hole from above
then headed downriver to the waterfall for lunch.
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Hello, hello, hello. A large overhang on the other side of the
creek, an obvious cave entrance., Actually, I heard some nurd with a torch
from some pedestrian (bushwalker — do I have to explain everything?) group
shout out: "0i, there's a dark 'ole 'ere." So we (R.C. and M.F.)
splashed across the creek (you can't stay dry forever) and investigated.
Sure enough, there was a definite hole in the ground (no tag, however,
that would have been too obvious). This was, in fact, a very clean hole,
all the rocks were shiny and wet (what do you expect from a cave entrance
two feet below creek level?) and before long we arrived at beautifully
round bath-sized depressions (yes, full of water and no, we didn't check
out how deep). The hole continued down a fault (still dry), only to
arrive at lots of water (and two fish).

Yes, it was cold. No, it was very cold. Oh s.....! It was neck
deep. In fact, there was twenty to twenty-five feet of at least neck deep
water to be crossed (swum). This ended in a sump but a 180° turn left
gave access to a horrible and depressing (you'd be depressed too, if you'd
been immersed to your neck in freezing water) muddy little chamber. A
quick crawl up a muddy wall and ... Oh, no! A gate! Fortunately, it
wasn't locked (it wasn't comfortable either as vou wriggled over it. Of
course, they put it in a squeeze). Onwards to a broken chamber, across a
mud ledge and into a dead end. Dead end?! Rubbish! You don't put a gate
to close off a dead end. A quick search revealed a hole in the ground (a
mudslide actually, ending in water), and an exit hole five feet up the
wall with a knotted rope coming out of it. It was all too muddy and
slippery to progress safely so we promised to come back the next day with
ropes and ladders. We exited (we were cold), checked out a few more
possible holes (nothing), had a late lunch and all headed back to the
campsite.

The rest of the day was dull and uninteresting, except for the nude
bathers (forgot to tell you, they were there on the way in).

Day Two

We went back to Creek Cave (you think of a better name) with ropes
and ladders, and one person less (A.R. chickened out). Everyone got
through the wet bit (except A.H. who chickened out), into the chamber,
past the gate and across the mud ledge (except A.C. and D.H. who chickenec

out), past the knotted rope, and then........

Well, I'm not telling what was beyond there if you're all too chicken
to go in (four of us know). But keep this in mind: if someone's going to
go to a lot of trouble to put a steel gate in a difficult cave, just think
of the marvels it must be protecting. Ask us (M.F., R.C., J.K. or L.M.)
or come on the next Cooleman trip if you want to know!

Marc Fauvet
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