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Dark storm clouds rolled in
above them as they climbed
into the heart of Australia’s
most spectacular scenery.
Too soon, cascades

would be rushing from
every cleft in the huge rock
faces. And everywhere was
the beautiful, sweet smell

of the Tasmanian mountains.

By Robert Rankin

hand reached over the rock below
me, groping for a hold.

A moment later John’s heavily clad
frame appeared over the ledge with a
heave powerful enough to threaten my
own precarious foothold.

Together we balanced on the square-
foot surface of the highest point in
Tasmania: Mount Ossa, 5,305 feet above
sea level.

In every direction we looked the
mountains seemed to strive towards us.
We set our faces into the incessant west
wind and gazed out over the distant dark
brown dolerite cliffs, the green patches of

alpine moss and the vivid whiteness of
the summer snow.

It was hard to believe in the outside
world, hard to believe that other people
existed or that beyond the horizon there
was anything more than mountains and
damp wilderness.

A line of yellow and orange dots down
on the ridge we had just ascended put an
end to our reveries. We were not alone.
Half a dozen climbers were winding their
way up the spur.

John and | shouted to them across the
chasm and suddenly the valley was filled
with voices, ringing with echoes enough
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for a hundred conversations — a deserted
mountain range apparently bustling with
people.

Soon the climbers were clustered
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for life — even if we never meet again.

The island State of Tasmania provides
the best bushwalking facilities in the
country. It has some of the most spec-

around us near the summit. Someone
pulled a flask of rum from a parka pocket
and passed it round. It was difficult to
speak or hear above the wind. The few
remarks | caught centred on the weather,
the view, the mountain and other high
places.

The cold was blotted out with rum and
fellowship, but soon it was time to go our
separate ways. All of us who huddled
together on that bare peak will be friends

tacular scenery, the highest peaks and the
largest alpine lakes in Australia. Six per
cent, or more than a million acres,.
of Tasmania is National Park, giving
it the nation’s largest proportion of
parkland per head of population.
From a scenic point of view it has few
equals. The thing that first strikes the "
visitor to the island is the lush green of the
countryside. Rainfall is heavy in all parts,
and with some areas receiving up to 140

Main photo: From Cradle Mountain
the Overland Track is a thin
thread. Far left: Two blue

lakes in the Western Arthur

Range. Left: The group
slosh through boggy
tracks in Frenchman's
Cap Park. Below

Left: Barn Bluff,

at the head
of Waterfall
Valley.







