
The Victorian Highlands by Foot

Day 1
And the Christmas Cheer was all over,
The presents safely unwrapped

The Boxing Day flight with our Qantas
To Albury went smoothly and clear

Mick was at Albury to meet me
With Lysia – prophetically - already up front

The van, with see-through back window
Collected the others in town

A loo stop was needed at Mount Beauty
Well named but sedated at this time of year

And so to Altezza we wended our way
Through burnt ash and snow gums and little to say

Pre dinner champas was taken at seven
To welcome our daily adventures - in heaven

Our meal was delicious, tasty and local
Influenced by French flavours, style and convention

The wines were selected so carefully too
They loosened the tongues: we became quite vocal

We got to know each other just a little
And looked forward to the morrow’s walk and climb

Day 2 (16 kms)
The day started with sunshine
We set out in the van to begin

At the entrance to Cope’s hut and outhouse
Undulations and beautiful bush were on hand

And so we set about walking; some with no effort at all
My poles were such a Godsend I could not afford to fall

The first rise found me wanting and panting; for breath I could only despair
Mick I am sure was just wondering what great problem he had in his hair



The crest saw us visit a hut; with an interesting past it contained
Stories of men wild and brave for their times within have been so well maintained

And onward to lunch with our Jackie
If all are like this; to get trim we’ll be lucky

When lunch was over and done with we trudged on to the end of the day
Our Jackie with van at the ready was a beautiful sight can I say

Dinner that night was themed Italian
Another beautiful feast

Day 3 (10kms)
Up early this morning bags ready to walk for the longest long day
I was dreading the thought of going just even a very small part of the way

When the van it did leave us; in sight of a very long hill
The fear of God was within me and I prayed I wouldn’t be ill

Mick’s advice to take wee steps kept ringing in
my ears which were heavy with sweat
Those poles were a wonderful purchase and
what can I say re fly net and hat

Not long over the hill and our Lysia fell down
with a very small blister;
New boots she hadn’t worn in and she needed
Mick to assist her

He then unravelled his backpack so very heavy and full like a bin
Out came the contents so many until at the last, the medical tin

Lysia, after blister was cared for took off like a leopard at midnight
To the junction where those who continued left David and Susan and me

Jackie so kindly encouraged me to keep walking
up hill, up hill and up hill
Until finally came sight of the van, for its air-
conditioning I could very well kill

We travelled in comfort to Omeo, for groceries
were Jackie’s intent
A long iced coffee for others at Twinkles, the
local event

Onward we travelled in comfort to Dinner Plains village at four
Rundells hotel was so lovely with paintings and comfortable chairs

My room soon resembled a washhouse
It all dried without very much air



Dinner was taken at Rundells our first degustation affair
And so to the end of the second day of walking with only small blisters to show
.
Day 4 (14kms)
Today Jackie led us a walking
It was to be a leisurely day

Out through the village we plundered
Into very pleasant and beautiful trees

At Suicide Gap Jackie told us of the Rundells who settled the plains
They were famous for good food and kindness to those who travelled those ways

Jackie also regaled us with the story of Flour Bag Plain
It must have been such an adventure to live in those days without cars and disdain

Maybe I was starting to get used to; the boots sweat and dirty old gear
But I really liked trekking through this part of Australia so dear

It reminds me of Kundabung where I spent my formative years
I became quite nostalgic for those days of childhood with no cares

The hardwood up there was quite a bit different
But it, too was straight and quite tall

It provided shade and some comfort to those who passed under its branches
And with paper it meant a first smoko to young children walking to school

At lunch Mick had greatly exceeded; in providing a table and chairs
Such beautiful salads and cheeses all made with great skill and care

Never would I’ve ever thought of putting peach and tomato together in salad
It was both tasty and healthy to boot

The bush provided a loo stop for several who needed the chance
Before onward we travelled to the end at a beautiful lake

Two drivers of comfortable chariots had already arrived at the lake
They were waiting to return us to Rundells and care and concern for the take

On the way we called in at the airport
To see the great brumbies; they to me seemed quite fine

I thought they’d be wild and quite woolly; but the only difference it seems to my eyes
Is they roam the wild plains with abandon and hooves that have never seen shoes

A beautiful massage and foot care helped my body
Come to terms with age, wear and tear



Dinner tonight was at Generals
No, not at David and Sue’s

It started with pizza and laughter, sunglasses so strange and bizarre
Were provided to savour the sunset; over mountains in winter so bare

Day 5 (19.4kms)
Up early again to be ready for the longest and hardest of treks
My feet I had noticed had gathered great blisters on both my big toes

Expert Mick; again to the rescue with magic
Break the blister and apply special bandaids - only available from o’seas

And off I began with quite some trepidation and much fear
To tramp the great Feathertop escarpment; and Harrisville so many hours from here

I thought this experience a marvel
I felt on top of the world

How could I be so dirty, sweaty and heated
Yet be so very certain, life is good and secure

The terrain it was so very special
Wildflowers abundant and dear

Mrs Woods has a birthday; 90 years ago today she was
born
Just another beautiful wild flower to spread goodness
to all in her wake

In this land of abundance and beauty,
We’re so lucky compared to all other folk

Until we arrived at Federation, a hut built in honour of
that very year
Dropped all backpacks and extras, the heat was
beginning to sear

Lunched again with those gourmet ingredients
Brought in on Mick’s back - and again with the wine

That Parsons garden; it must be a wonder
Full of nature’s treats to fine dine

Only minutes into next walking Mick gave us
a talk
On the surroundings and how gold was found
in the hills



He warned the PM would be stressful, the descent quite fast and entwined
But never in months of many Sundays could he have told me I’d feel so unfine

It seemed to go on forever; my muscles were not working well
I felt at times that I’d quiver, fall over the edge to maybe hell

Will the hereafter be welcoming, warm and considerate
Or will I go on and continue - see fate at a much later date

The end was just too much to consider
My legs preceded my body and I sat on the
ground with a thud

So sorry I don’t have a photo to witness this
inglorious sight
I struggled to get to the people who had been
so patient and bright

Only one sip of beer could I cope with my battered body needed comfort and cheer
The beautiful Karen at Villa Gusto could not have been more welcoming and dear

She showed me my room and then left me
To collapse on the bed without care

A shower was so very special; never has my hair
seen such washing
I don’t really care what I look like as long as my
legs feel like jelly no more

Simone’s of Bright was delightful; fine dining at
its best was consumed
It’s easy to reason that two hats are deserved;
maybe more

Day 6 (10 kms)

Breakfast again was delightful; hollow legs
must come with the walking
Papers were on the table with news of who
knows what and who cares

This was a day to recover a little of honour and
pride
I could therefore not look forward to going
ahead with a purposeful stride

My ankle was not working proper; it hurt when I took a step forward
And so I begged Mick to strap it so I could still take part in the run


