














































Wyanbene- July 1993 

Matthew McCauley, Michael Stuckings, Stave Telfer, Blair Walker, Lyle Williams, Andrew Wall. 

We departed Canberra looking anxiously at the clouds, worried that we would be unable to ford the 
Shoalhaven (as on the previous Wyanbene trip) . However, luck was with us this time and there were 
no problems. 

We entered the cave at about 11.00 am on a general tourist-cum-low level photographic trip. 
Negotiating the wet sections of the cave remained a pleasure. Lyle made short work of Anderson's 
Wall. The group visited the Meanders as well as some other parts of the cave which are usually 
ignored. 

The cave photography met with mixed success: Some slides worked while some didn't. The only 
mishap occurred when a flash was dropped and slid into a puddle near Frustration Lake. 

We left the cave at about 9.00 pm and bought dinner in the Captain's Flat pub on the way 

AndrewWall 

Aragonite Flower, Helictites- Wyanbene 1993. Photos by Andrew Wall. 
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Rosebrook - May 1993 

lmogen Fullagar (leader), Wilfred Fullagar, Lindsay Higgins, Damian van der Wijngaart, Jon Price, 
Chris Bradley, Penny Andrews, Ann-Marie Boden, Brendan Alien, Tony Aplin, Kylie Catchpole, Anthony 
Bettanin, Andrew Wall. 

NUCC made a trip to Rose brook on 8 May. We had a good collection of people of various associations 
with the club numbering 16 in total. The entrance to the main cave is via a fixed ladder. Although a 
small cave it has some interesting formations. Unfortunately, a lot of these have been muddied from 
handling -this really does spoil the effect of formations, so take care all ye cavers. Nevertheless, 
everyone enjoyed squeezing their way about the place, and John even found a f roggy friend down 
there. 

After visiting the main cave, sub-groups wandered off and peered down the various holes and shafts 
nearby. lt was a good opportunity to spend some time practicing chimneying and such delights, and we 
also had the chance of testing Tony's newly designed ascender leg loops and chest harness which were 
duly approved by all who tried them. 

Unfortunately, the pub at Bredbo was catering for some local fund-raising event, so we were starved of 
a well earned countermeal. However, we did stop for the traditional drink before wending our way 
homewards. The various responses coming back from people regarding the trip were positive - it's a 
great introduction to caving. 

lmogen Fullagar 

Cave Coral- Rosebrook. Photo by Chris Bradly. 
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Wee Jasper- March 1992 

7 March 1992 

At 6.30 am my subconscious alarm clock alerted me to the fact that although it was Saturday, it was not 
a good day for sleeping in. Having established that the cause of the alarm was the 8.00 am start to the 
Wee Jasper caving expedition, llept out of bed, donned appropriately shabby raiment (I had yet to 
invest in a pair of overalls), downed breakfast, grabbed lunch, and set off at high speed to the Club's 
designated rendezvous, only to find that I was the only one there. Fortunately, the others eventually 
turned up, and we headed off to Wee Jasper in an assortment of vehicles. 

Ten minutes in Wee Jasper was sufficient to convince most people that Greg is a better billiards player 
than I am, and then it was time to go searching for caves. 

We reached the first set of caves where we equipped ourselves with appropriate caving apparatus, held 
a brief discussion about the virtues of eating lunch underground, located a wombat hole, and abseiled 
50 feet into it. I was the second person in after Lyle, and there were not enough lights when I got there 
to tell anything other than that the cave was big. After what seemed like an eternity we had about 
fifteen people assembled in the cave, and we split up into three groups, each with different objectives in 
mind. 

My own group, led by gung-ho Greg, had the task of finding "Dismal Chamber" which we were assured 
was "just through that wall, over there". After a couple of false starts we found a crack in the floor which 
seemed to go in the right direction, so we squeezed in and made for the wall. Several minutes of 
squirming through narrow holes led to a fantastic ceiling of straw-like stalactites; a bit further on Linda 
looked up and saw some truly bizarre helictites; another five minutes on our stomachs and we found 
ourselves on a ten-foot high ledge, the way down from which had no hand-holds. This didn't worry 
Greg, and we got down anyway. A few steps away we found Dismal Chamber, a moderately sized 
cavern in which most of the ceiling appeared to be beneath our feet. There was plenty of evidence of 
bats, although we didn't see any. A small passage was soon discovered leading away from Dismal 
Chamber, and after a couple of minutes of worming through the mould-infested tunnel we found 
ourselves back in the main cave, where we waited in the dark for the other two groups. 

At this stage it was decided that we had seen enough of these caves for 1992, so Andrew and Greg led 
the way out of the first cave by yet another passage. A few caverns later and we crawled into a small 
tunnel called "The Rat Hole", at the other end of which was a 30-foot abseil into the middle of one of 
three large adjoining rooms. Although daylight could be seen in the cave on the left, the hole in the roof 
was impossibly high, so we took the cave on the right, which eventually led to the bottom of "The 
Rubbish Pile" (a cave entrance evidently once used as the local tip), and a way out. 

lt was by this stage quite late in the afternoon, so we ate lunch (which had unfortunately been through 
the caves with us) and then set off to the local camping ground where some of us did a bit more caving, 
some of us went for a swim and the rest of us enjoyed a barbecue. When darkness finally fell, we 
headed for the local pub, and after a brief but enjoyable stay we returned to Canberra. 

Wilfred Fullagar 
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Blowfly- July 1992 

(Letter from a visiting academic to his son) 

4 July 1992 

1 have had a rather exotic adventure. Mary and I were invited to go caving by a young colleague, who 
had not realised exactly what we would be letting ourselves in for. Of course I agreed , but mary had 
more sense, so off I went next morning, in boots, waterproofs, and a few layers of warm clothing. 

There were thirteen of us, four of whom were experts, and the rest had never tried anything like that 
before. We got to the caves with only one car accident; not the car I was in, and no-one was injured, 
which was taken as a good omen. 

There was a discussion as to whether we should be taught to abseil above ground or below. Fortunately 
the more cautious view prevailed, and I found that I could abseil down a cliff face without screaming or 
blacking out. You weave the rope through holes in a metal bar called a descender, which is attached to 
your harness, and hold the rope below the descender in your right hand, and then slow down by pulling 
on the rope, or by moving your hand behind your back, so that it rubs against you. The top end of the 
rope is tied to a gum tree, and the bottom end is held by someone whose job is to pull on the rope if you 
scream. The last advice you get as you walk to the abyss is that you should not get your left hand 
trapped, or let go with your right hand. Easy enough in broad daylight with a straight cliff to go down. 

We were then divided into two groups, to go down different entrances. The entrance I had to go 
through was about the size of a hobbit hole, and after I had roped myself and gone down a short way, a 
simple vertical drop, the shaft got narrower, with a nasty kink in it, so I had to get the descender clear of 
the obstruction after I had got past it. it was pressed hard against the rock with my weight on the rope 
trapping it, so I had to use my left hand to wrestle with the thing. Of course my hand then got jammed, 
and I had to use my right hand to free it, but then I shot down the rope out of control. Fortunately there 
was someone in the depths of the cave to pull the rope. 

The bottom of the shaft was not very roomy, and the exit was distinctly narrow and awkward the rock 
being hard and slippery. The person in front of me needed a fair bit of help to get going, and then I set 
of after her. Of course I found it hard just as well, but having got into the passage, I found that it was 
just about big enough to crawl in, but too small for a hobbit to stand. 

The girl in front had not waited, so I set off as an unlikely pioneer, but at least the lights on our helmets 
were very bright. Nonetheless I found that I had come to a dead end, and had the nasty feeling of being 
lost. However, we found a small hole, which I had used as a foothold, and which seemed almost big 
enough to squeeze and anorexic body through. We sent a message to the back, playing Chinese 
whispers in earnest, and got confirmation that this was the way. 

The hole was broader than it was high, with a narrowing half way across, so you had to decide which 
half to try. I decided, rath.er late, that I was going through the wrong half, and that my head and helmet 
were not going to fit. As I could not get any purchase with my feet, I cou ld not begin to haul myself out, 
but was pulled out by the man behind, and tried again through the other side. I was too determined to 
get through to worry about what would happen when I did, so I found myself like Alice in Wonderland 
falling down another shaft, this time unroped. The shaft was not quite vertical, so I slowed my fall by 
banging against the side, and landed quite comfortably at the bottom, pursued by the alarmed curses of 
those behind me. 

I had fallen about six feet further than I was meant to descend, so the exit from the shaft was just above 
my head, and it was decided that someone else should go through this before me, on the grounds that it 
was someone else's turn to have all the tun. The exit was very narrow, and you had to twist half way 
through. I helped to lever him through, and then scraped myself in after him. 

The next section was known as a squeeze. That is to say, there would be enough room if you could 
take your arms off. The problem is that you don't get much motive force when you are trapped in a 
tube, so you wriggle very slowly like a worm. The nasty part is feeling that your head is going to get 
trapped, and at one point I had to take off my helmet. 
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After the squeeze, it was quite plain sailing to the bottom of the shaft we were to leave by. You can't 
very well abseil up a rope, as ab is german for down, so a ladder had been set up for us. I was foolish 
enough to observe that a ladder should not be too hard, and was told no - but it is not a common or 
garden ladder. 

it came in two stages, and we were roped. You go up one at a time, with the rope through your 
descender and a competent person above to belay you, and another below holding the rope in case you 
lose control and abseil down. When I got up some ten feet, I was quite certain that I could go no 
further. I felt completely safe, but my arms had lost their strength, I was shaking mildly, and was having 
to climb with my arms as I could not get the ladder under my weight. However, one of the experts told 
me that I could do it, and got me to hold the ladder from behind so that it came closer to my body. This 
did the trick, and up I went, rather slowly. Then the light fell of my helmet, but this did not disconcert 
me. I got to the halfway stage, where there was a little ledge on which two of the others were waiting, 
so there was quite a pause before I had to climb the second and longer section of the ladder. 

This time I found it easier, and went up without my light, in case it fell of again. By the time I got out we 
had been six hours in the cave. I finally got back to the flat at about half past eleven; I was so bruised 
that Mary refused to let me go out in shorts the next day in case people though I was dying of AIDS, but 
the bruises were very superficial, and I have already lost their impressive colour. If I had known what I 
was getting myself in for, I would never have gone, but I am glad I did it; it was really quite and 
adventure. 

C. 

Buchan - September 1992 

24- 27 September 1992 

Lloyd David, lmogen Fullagar, Danny Morgan, Werner Nickel, Cecilia Shlegel, Andrew Wall. 

On the Thursday afternoon we embarked on the trip to Victoria, taking two vehicles. Lloyd, 
accompanied by Danny, drove down via Jindabyne while the rest of us travelled in Andrew's 4WD along 
the Bombala/Cann River route. We arrived at Homeleigh in Buchan at about 11.30 pm that evening. 

On Friday, after a late start, we went to Honeycomb Cave (in the Potholes area). A Victorian caver 
called Greg Leader came with us. it was raining lightly and continued to do so for the whole weekend, 
but this did not deter us. However, the rain made the entrance of the cave wet and slippery so we set 
up a ladder. Water was trickling down the entrance in a small stream, so we all had a shower as we 
went down. Nevertheless, the cave was quite pleasant inside, and it didn't take us long to work our way 
into a good sized chamber with a "wedding cake" formation in it. We then headed off to the. right 
exploring the chamber and passages. When people seemed to have seen enough, we turned· back with 
the intent of looking into other entrances. Unfortunately our enthusiasm drained somewhat when 
greeted by the steady cold drizzle outside, and we headed back to Homeleigh instead. 

That night we went down to the Buchan pub where we played pool against the locals. There they 
entertained us with tales of a blue-ringed octopus possessing 1 0-inch tentacles. 

On the Saturday we arose late again (possibly due the frivolities of the previous night). Greg Leader 
kindly took our group to Wilson's Cave. A creek was running through the cave (it had been dry when 
last seen by NUCC members) so we refrained from entering and returned instead to the Potholes area. 

At about 11.30 am, we went down Razor (by mistake) where we spent about one and a half hours. After 
this we entered Oolite Cave which we found to be a very friendly cave with mazy passages of 
comfortable sizes. We descended until a lack of vertical gear prevented progress, whereupon we 
backtracked and explored the upper areas more extensively. By the time we left the cave we were 
ready to return to Homeleigh for the night. 
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We left Homeleigh on the Sunday after giving it a fairly rigorous clean and returned to Canberra. Our 
esteemed president to be (in 1993 - Cecil ia) narrowly escaped leaving her curling-wand in Homeleigh, 
only to forget her caving footwear. (These were retrieved five months late r when some friends passed 
through Buchan.) 

All in all everyone had a very pleasant trip . The scenery around Buchan is certainly spectacular, and 
was particularly green and beautiful after rain. 

lmogen Fullagar 

NUCC Approaches 30th Anniversary 

And finally, a note of some historical (hysterical?) interest - an extract from ASF Newsletter number 43, 
dated March 1969: 

nucc national university caving club 
The Nat i onal Uni vers i ty Caving Club was formed on 5th March, 1964, and 

became affiliated with the Univers i ty Sports Union . Average membership is 3 0 
and there ' s plenty of act i vity . For example , in 1966 there were 28 tr i ps and 
some 19 a reas were visited f r om 1964-67 . Perhaps the best work was been done 
a t Bunyan (Rose b r ook ) near Cooma , an outcr op largely ignored by the older 
clubs . " Spe l eograffi t i " i s a refreshingly original name for a c l ub 
newsletter and has appeared regul arly for over five years. 

Yes, that's right, NUCC celebrates its 30th Anniversary in 1994. We hope to get a special Anniversary 
issue of Speleograffiti out to mark the occasion. 



Parting Photos 
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