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DURBAN _RAMBLERS' CLUB.

Chairman: Mickie McoConnell Tres: Jack Tankard
Fhone: 77267 (home) Bus: 29191
Home: 44629
Secretary: Clare Tankard
Phone: 44629 P.0, Box 1063
ITXIXIIXIXIIXXILXXX
"\) MAY 19£2 = Fixture List.

TUESDAY: 1/5

SUNDAY:  6/5

-
WEDNESDAY: 16/5
) SUNDAY: 20/5
x X

Executive Committee Meeting at
Margaret Moore's home, 37 Venice Hd.
Commences at 8.00 sharp.

Hike to EIFPO FOOL with Robin Fhilp
leading. Lorry leaves Market Place
at B.00 sharp, and goes via Pinetown
Bring costumes and bring all your
friends., See Page 8 for further
details. MEMBERS: 50c
VISITORS: 75c.

Photographic mesting a2t Elizabeth
Downie's home, 18 Bowes-Lyon Avenue,
near the University. Subject: Open.
Commences at 8,00.

Hike to Shongweni Dam. Garry Rabie
leading. Lorry goes via Pinetowmn.
Meet st Market Place at 8.30 sharp.
: MEMBERS: 45¢

VISITORS: 50c.

XIXXXIXIXEIXIIXIXXIXX

Remember Baster Camp 20-23 April,
Lorry leaves Market Place at 8.00
sharp, Thursday evening, 19th April,
but everyone travelling by lorry
must be there at T7.00.
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‘tie way, The trip was interrupted by guffaws from

-

-~
CROCODILE vVALLEY or THE STORY OF
A MAD DOG AND ENCGLISHMEN.

I opened a b(L)sery eye and squinted out of the
window. Well, what do you know? The sun was actually
shining. The next time I looked out, all I could ses
was water — but I'm not that easily fooled, it was
probably the chep next door squirting on my window.

I was s5till going on that hike. I wanted to catch
a crocedile or something, but not bilharzia,

I arrived at the Market Square early for a ’ )
change - 8.30 a.m. end there were six visitors and two -
members. By 8.45 a.m. there were about sizteen visitors
and three members, but ten of the visitors turmed out
to be members of the Scuth Coast Camera Club. Anyway
the gang pitched up at about 8.50 a.m. ineluding a
certain Snakebite who had been unceremoniously hauled
out of bed.

We got our breakfast and lunch at a tea-room on

Nargaret Moore who was reading a little articie that
LIiz produced,

The lorry ditched us and we proceeded on & some—
what hazardous journey with clowns splashing all and
sundry as we passed puddles in the road. Garry and
Rob treated us to a mime of a couple of Civil War
Veterans marching along the road. Never a dull
moment! i3

After descending a gloomy, slippery gorge we
encountered a rather fluid obstacle — the Umgeni
River. It appeared miles wide and yards deep and
nobody wanted to put their feet in it. Garry and
Harry led the way and the sheep followed; or was it
the other way around. That cad, Hairy Stripe, took
the opportunity to bomb some popsies just as they
thought they had reached the safety of the bank.

At the lunch epot the call of the trees was too
much for the elemental urge of our Bditress who
sming into the brenches with a practiced ess® and
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pelted the onlockers with nuts. 4 couple of cavemen, I

Glen and Garry, intent on prey, grabbed a low branch and

pulled Wee Lee's tree down and she fell right on top of

Rob's lunch, which was fortunately not yet in his tum. !;
|

Most of us sottled down to a guiet lunch except for
the aforementioned cawvemen who tock to the water, where
Glen launched Garry's boats, sorry shoes, while Garry
wadhedl! Glen's shirt with the latest gravel process.
After which Garry planted Glen's lunch, namely sausages,
around the fire. Fersonally I think sandy sausages is
an acquired taste — so did Glen, they are still there.

|
Later in the afternoon, a couple of prehensile

Casanovas crawled out of the sublimel ocoze of the

Umgeni River to queer Garry's pitch with a couple of !

very shapely visitors. People who inquire after the

health of one's wife and children at a time like that

should be made to carry the bhilly cans.

We had a glorious trip bome, it RAINED, and the

lorry wouldn't start sc we bed to push the darned i
thing. L
=

We were treated to rare vocal exercises from Rob i
and party who tried to teke our minds off the rain - J,

Come to Sunny South Africa. l

Anyway, it was a jolly fine hike and everybody
thoroughly enjoyed themselwves.

Glen
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WHAT IS A LEADER (Continued)

Aqua Cumulus Vessels is an apparatus used in de-
termining the annual rainfall in underground caves. It
derives its name freom the man who has spent years study-
ing this proklem. He will also gladly help you to start
o fire with a lighted cigarettie. For further information
on ¥r. Voseol's thesis do read the book "Forever Ambler'.

Every leader at some time or other has encounterad
venemous reptiles on thy t¥ail. Snakebite Rabies is no
exceptiony he ie the expgrt. Read his "Chief Leciurios
on the Rise and Fall of the Third Wave." T found his
lecture on the carrying capacity of the Long Toed Stork
most interesting.

On a clear day this song will be hoard ringing
through the stately pincs, sung by the happy band of
Leaders headed by its chief sangstors

R is for run

Followed by berg tum,

0 is for over

Te'll roll in the clover,
B is for boots

Bo follow me Toots,

P is for pack

Blow you Jackl

Diddlec De¢ Diddle DiMesscsesesse

H is for hike
That's something we like,
I is for ice
Let's toss those dice,
L ie for larger
But I prefor ale,
is for permit
“ho? waits like a hermit
Diddle Dee Diddle DuMeecssncvsasns
And so fellow Ramblers, with this solid grounding
given to our hardy leaders, you must have faith, complete
faith in them. It's not their fault, they were just born
that way! ONE WHO XKWOWS.
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" HOUSEY-HOUSEY! ™

Why was peaceful Winston Park peaceful no mere?
Why did strange cries rend the still evening air? Why
did the Ambler'e house shake to its very foundatioms
alresdy even? You've guessed it, bud - Ramblers!

They arrived at Claude and Terry's lovely home
in their droves — the long and the short and the tall.
ind soon a rip-rosring game of Housey- Housey was in
full swing. The Entertainments Committee had things .
well organised, and although the iwe number—callers, \'}J
Rob and Claude, had numerous derisive voleces fo compete
with, the numbers rang through the room loud and clear.
Yedho, for them! Excitement mounted steadily as more
end more beans covered more and more numbers on cach
porsen's card. Then a ory of"Housey-Heusoy!l" and
Harold Gordon was the first lucky prize-winner. Sylvia
Roffec followed suit in the next game,to her husband's
Jor. But Sylvia kept her prize well out of Peter's ¥
reach.

Liz and Lindy, who dscided that mutual co~opera—
tien was the only way to win, caused quite a stir when
they dropped all their beans.  Oarry patiently gave
them a re-cap of the numbers, and a little while later
" Whoops! Thers they go againl " Some meanie must
have substituted Mexican jumping-beans. Wrs. Gordon
was the next winner; (Have you a lucky horseshoe bless—
od by whoever blesses horseshoes in your home, Gordons? .
and our desr chairmen, determined to uphold the heroic l?l
name of Pathfinder McMuddle even unto death, won the last
game. No, Hairy Stripe didn't win one game - housey-—
housey is one game you can't.cheat, fortunately.

Whilst other people were walking away with all the
honeurs, a bean-slingihg match between the losers had
been rapidly growing in intensity until the air was
thick with flying beans. Music, sweet musicl, brought
the bean-fight to a close, and the guys sll grabbed
their dojls before some other cad grabbed her. Terry
meanwhile was astounded to find half the grub miseing.
The bloated culprits were not far away, however, and I
wonder why the two Ambler hounds, Kim and Patsy, could
not quite finish their bones and putu?




There was -=till plenty for everyone, and boy! what
a delicious spread, "I could have denced 211 night,
Tra 1a la-la, la-la,dum-dum, dum-dum, dee dal™; but all
good things come to an end, end after watching and listen—
ing tc the Terrible Trad Trie, Rob, Claude, and Garry,
excreising their vecal chords and everyone elses ear—drums,
the Ramblers crept wearily home. Thark you Claude and
Terry, and thank you fntertainments Commdttee for a most i
entertaining evening. ;
BEANO.

YAV EVAVAVANA

BOULDER POOL _HIKE alias SORAS.

"Eut it said Boulder Pool in my magazinel" "Well ‘

you're at Sores now, stupe." Glen, and his supporters
hed decided against another battle with the arch-encmy, )
lintana, which grows most luxurieusly along the path %o '
Boulder Pool, so there we were at Soras. Item number |
cne on the programme was a rock—climbing competition 'i
betwsen Trevor, Glen and Serry. Glen made it to the top ‘g
in spite of Garry's mocking leughter, and won a free hike ;
for his troubles. Ttem number two was lunch, and item ‘
numbsr three a performance by the hairy Water-Babias, {
who proceeded to show us how Soras got its name. For

the uninitisted: there is a natural slippery rock- |
slide leading into the pool, you see, dovn which, |
through the centuries, numerous RambleT behinds have 4
elidden (?), you sce, and.... well, that’s vhy Soras is

called Sorss.})

The Meggnnells and gang went home for lunch = home
being at the top of the gorge - and stopping only long
encugh to bid them a fond farewelly and wipe awey the odd
toar-drop, the sliders slid onl A certain young popsie
discovered that her bag was missingj and... as it had |
been leaning againet Mickie Mac's pack, and... as it had |
disappeared when the above nad disappeared grubwards, that G
great sleuth Phobin Rilp, ceme to the conclusion that...
Mickie Mac was the Head of the International Bag-Snatchers'
Leaguc. More of this anom. (r.7.0)
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SORSS. (Cont.)

The time of departure was nigh. So regretfully
leaving Soras Slide, and a 1ot of skin, behind, we
sorambled up the precipitous hill to the lorry. Whew!
What a climb, but what a view! ¥loof Gorge lay below
us, with the Umgeni River Valley in the distance. At
inst the lorry. We stopped, en routc, at the McConne
_11's Thirst-Quenching Station for cool, clear Agua.
Here Phobin Rilp retreived the migsing bag, and a
tearful Mickie Mac made a full confession, promising

on bended knees to reform. We forgive you, dear man. \_D

Ais T have come to the end of my pepor, and I cannot
think of anything else to say, 1 shell end right here
and now!  (Bd.: Thank goodnessl) LIBER.

EDITRESSES' CORNER

Welcome, wolcome, welcomo, to new membeorst
Intoinotte Murray, Arthur Roffe, and Weil Ocllermann.
Good by, for the timc, o Don Toung, vhom we have just
acquired, he has been tranaferred to Johanncsburg.

Tt secme that I must once again apologise to GaRRy
Philp, because in the last mag. I apologised for spelli
~ng his name with two HRs as I thought his name was
spelt with two REs, thinking his name was spelt with one
R, but then discovered from GaFBy Rabic thet it was
spelt with two ERs, and not Wwith onc..... let's forget

L]

it shall we! »

I have been told on very good suthority, that Hippo
Pool is the most fantabulous hike. "ian, its the most-
ast!" So . don't miss it end bring ovoryone you know
for a fun-filled Sunday.

R ber, romember,y T mor (Yes I do like repeat—
ing words) EASTER CAMP. Those going by lorry must be
at the Market FPlacc at 7.00 P.M. so that the Camp Captain
ean orgenise sitting space ate.

Sec you all at Easfer Camp, and at Hippo Pool.
Farc thee well, dear Headers. EDITRESS: Lee
Jearey.
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