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PREFACE 

In the Summer of 2011, my son John and I took the 

Monaro Highway south from Canberra, heading for 

Charlotte’s Pass in Kosciuszko National Park. We were there 

as part of a four-day tour in which John was working up his 

driving hours to reach the target 100 logged hours. Learner 

drivers in Queensland at the time were required to do 100 

logged hours before doing their driving test. 

Full of enthusiasm, our plan on the day was to do the 18-

kilometre round trip in seven or eight hours. We arrived at 

Charlotte’s around 9am, and were greatly disappointed to 

find thick fog, cold wind and icy rain lashing the windows of 

the car and making it rock.  

Nearby an organised group of hikers were getting ready 

to depart. They were fully kitted out with hiking poles and 

hooded wet weather gear over the top of bulky layers of 

warm clothing plus rucksack. I couldn’t imagine camping 

overnight in these conditions.  

With a seven- or eight-hour hike ahead of us and only 

summer clothes to keep us warm, we made the only rational 

decision possible and abandoned the hike. In any case, 

visibility was down to about 30 metres. Even if we had made 

it to the summit before hypothermia claimed us, there would 

have been nothing to see but thick fog. It’s possible the sun 

would have burned through as the day wore on. Even so, the 

hike was “no-go”.  

But we hadn’t come all this way without doing some 

walking. So, we braved the elements and walked a hundred 



 

metres to a nearby look-out. After ten minutes out in that 

weather, the warm car seemed very inviting.  

We promised ourselves to return another day and 

complete the mission. Ten years later in February 2021, we 

again made our way to Charlotte’s Pass after driving down 

from Canberra on the Monaro.  

This time the weather gods smiled upon us benignly. The 

day was cool and mild, little wind and a deep blue sky that 

went all the way to infinity with barely a cloud in sight. We 

had rolled the dice and it came up a winner that day. A week 

earlier a cold front from Antarctica had blown a gale with 

freezing cold rain. Wind chill factor near freezing. 

A hundred and one times I had thought, “we must revisit 

Kosciuszko and do the climb!” It was unfinished business that 

kept nagging me. There is something symbolic about 

climbing mountains. It’s seems to be as much a metaphoric 

struggle to win in life as it is about exercise, enjoyment of the 

outdoors and the company of others.  
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PART I: 

AT THE BEGINNING 

In the summertime, the high plateau that Mount 

Kosciuszko rises from appears as a mass of slab-like granite, 

lightly clad with alpine grasses and wildflowers. But in 

winter it is featureless white.  

Though we did not see any, there are said to be wombats, 

emus, and pygmy possums living here along with rising 

number of feral horses, known as brumbies.  Near the peaks, 

thousands of ravens gather to feast upon the bogong moths 

that take refuge there from the lowland heat.  

 

Mount Kosciuszko (at left) seen from Charlotte’s Pass. 

GENESIS 

Geologists say this land came into existence 500 million 

years ago as great lava flows spilled forth across the land 

from the depths of the earth’s magma. The lava rising 

through conduits and vents, emerging into the light of day. 

Then to flow out across the land, forming a lava field, devoid 



 

of life until the mosses became established. Moss was about 

the only plant that grew on land at that time. It would be 

another 100 million years before sea creatures ventured 

onto dry land and made a home there.  

Over the ages, the rocks moved this way and that, being 

pushed and pulled by the stresses below. Apparently random 

uplifts, fault-lines, folding and erosion all had their effect. Mt 

Kosciuszko (the low peak at left in the picture below) was 

made by geologic uplift, not further volcanic eruption.  

A MOUNTAIN FOR THOMAS TOWNSEND 

Next to it in the center of the picture is Mt Townsend, a 

mere 20 meters lower than Kosciuszko. It is named after 

master surveyor Thomas Scott Townsend who mapped the 

entire Main Range in the 1840’s. An arduous undertaking 

given the difficulty of the terrain.  

The trail does not go to Townsend’s peak. It skips around 

it on the way to Kosciuszko.   



 

PART II: 

SNOW GUMS 

The weather was warm when we set out from Charlotte’s 

Pass. The sun shining benignly from a deep blue sky. The 

wind in this high country often has a sharp edge to it like a 

well-honed knife, but today there was but a gentle breeze. 

We walked in a state of euphoria, the kind you have at the 

start of a grand adventure.  

GNARLY SNOW GUM  

For about a kilometer, the gravel trail proceeds in a 

mostly straight line through a stand of mature snow gums 

(Eucalyptus pauciflora). For anyone familiar with eucalyptus 

trees in general, it is something to see these trees that are on 

the one hand familiar with the leaves, bark and smell of a 

eucalypt, but on the other hand that is so misshapen. 

Weighed down by the burden of snow for around four 

months of the year, the snow gums growing at these higher 

altitudes become distorted from the load.  



 

 

Snow gum along the Main Summit Trail 

DISTANT COUSIN OF THE BRISTLECONE 

These gnarly snow gums remind me of the Bristlecone 

Pines that grow at high altitude in the Sierra Nevada 

mountains of California. The Bristlecones have the same 

twisted limbs and low stature and for the same reasons as 

the snow gum. The bristlecone is a rugged survivor from the 

Ice Ages when the world was much colder and drier than it is 

today.  

The Bristlecone has the distinction of being the oldest 

non-clonal tree species in the world, with lifespans of 5,000 

years in some cases. They live long because it is so cold and 

dry that the molds and funguses that infect trees cannot 

survive. There is little liquid water but plenty of ice.  

The Bristlecones grow at 10,000 feet and higher (3,000 

plus meters) and only in a few isolated patches in those cold 

high desert peaks of California, Nevada and Utah.  

https://www.amazon.com.au/Travelling-Eastern-Sierra-David-Tuffley-ebook/dp/B081WYQSF4
https://www.amazon.com.au/Travelling-Eastern-Sierra-David-Tuffley-ebook/dp/B081WYQSF4


 

 

Bristlecone Pine in the Sierra Nevada of California 

I had fallen in love with the Bristlecone on an earlier solo 

hiking trip to the Sierra in the months before the COVID 

pandemic shut borders and kept everyone at home. I 

wondered if this hardy tree would take to conditions in the 

Australian Alps. Since they only grow at 3,000 meters or 

above, there is nowhere in Australia that is high enough. I 

also think it would be too wet in the summertime for the 

Bristlecone. 

LIVING ON THE EDGE  

According to a trail sign, trees in Australia are not able to 

grow above 2,200 meters because the average temperature 

is too low to sustain the tree. The snow gums here grow right 

up to the altitude limit. Life becomes harsher the higher one 

goes, perhaps that is why they grow small.  

The Bristlecone Pine on the other hand will not grow 

below 3,000 meters or 10,000 feet.  It is adapted to the cold 



 

and the dry in ways that trees in Australia were never 

required to do.  

Walking steadily uphill we emerged from the trees into 

the alpine heathland. So much light and space. Nature in 

abundance, but Nature constrained by high altitude.  

  



 

PART III: 

SNOWY RIVER CROSSING 

This is the pristine wilderness that we emerged into from 

the snow gum forest. It was liberating just being there, 

breathing the air.  

Everything looks much the same when seen at a distance 

but zoom in and you see great variety at the micro-level.  

 

The alpine wilderness on the flanks of Kosciuszko  

FAR-FETCHED PHILOSOPHICAL CONVERSATIONS 

Wide-open spaces like these rugged highlands allow one’s 

imagination free reign. Free to engage in flights of fancy 

unconstrained by the worldly worries of the lowlands.  

We slipped easily into philosophical conversation. 

Alternate realities, parallel universes, virtual worlds. The 

possibility of dimensions of space-time beyond the one’s we 

know. What might lie beyond in a universe not only strange, 

but stranger than we can imagine.  



 

What lies beyond the “known” universe?  There might be 

dimensions that we do not yet have the neural infrastructure 

to recognize. We might evolve this in time, or more likely it 

will be done with technology implants. These could connect 

the brain to the vast resources of cloud-based artificial 

intelligence, delivered at high speed by 5G wireless 

connections. In 2021 this technology already exists in 

prototype form. It could place the sum of all knowledge at 

our disposal, plus the thinking power of a thousand brains, 

all on demand. It is science fiction becoming science fact. 

THE MIND OF A GENIUS 

Video games have come a long way since they started in 

the 1970’s. With the total value of the industry in 2021 at 

around US$140 billion, video games are now a global force 

that rivals movies and TV.  

At the heart of every great game is the Auteur, the 

mastermind whose creative vision is turned into pixels by 

programmers and graphic artists. The figure of the ‘Auteur’ 

comes from movies when a single mastermind wrote and 

directed every aspect of the movie. These were people like 

Alfred Hitchcock, Stanley Kubrick, Francis Ford Coppola, 

Stephen Spielberg, Martin Scorsese, Quentin Tarantino, 

Terrence Mallick. 

In the world of video games one such auteur is Hideo 

Kojima, acknowledged by many gamers as a genius. For 

those in the know, Kojima was the brains behind one of the 

most successful games of all time – the Metal Gear Solid 

series.  



 

DEATH STRANDING 

Emerging from Kojima’s fertile imagination, Death 

Stranding takes full advantage of the powerful computer 

hardware now available. Death Stranding portrays a hyper-

realistic virtual world where the player can lose themselves 

for many hours.   

It was into the virtual world of Death Stranding that we 

now segued as we hiked along in this slightly surreal alpine 

wilderness. Walking many miles, the main character Sam is 

in the business of delivering supplies to settlements 

scattered across a desolate terrain not unlike the one we 

were in.  

Along the way lie many hazards, some natural, some 

supernatural that Sam must negotiate. His ultimate mission 

is to unite the settlements scattered across the wilderness 

into the United Cities of America (UCA). 

 

Sam making his way in the Death Stranding world. 

The ‘death stranding’ is a corrosive rain, something like 

the acid rain that air pollution creates. It degrades everything 



 

it touches, reducing civilization to a bleak wilderness. Kojima 

seems to be making the point that we must do something 

about climate change before it is too late.  

RIVULETS OF PRISTINE WATER 

Beside the trail, rivulets of pristine water ran out of a 

water-logged landscape. Run-off from summer rain and 

soaked-in melt water, seeping silently out of the spongy 

vegetation. And with it an earthy scent that can be breathed 

deeply with a wondrously liberating effect on the mind, 

capable of opening the doors of perception.  

There is alpine Phebalium growing profusely together 

with wildflower bearing plants not yet in bloom. 

 

Phebalium (Nematalolepis ovatifolia) 

PERVASIVE SILENCE 



 

The steady crunch of footsteps on gravel are the only 

sounds beyond our philosophical musings.  A deep silence 

was upon the land and sky.  

I thought of the Rumi quote that silence is the language of 

God. All else is poor translation. Listen closely to the silence 

and in time all might be revealed. But only to those who 

know how to listen and are patient.  

Listening to silence is the deepest reality a person can 

experience. It is the silent awareness of one’s subjective 

consciousness. Can there be anything more real than that? 

And as we walked, I harmonized my breathing with my 

steps and before long entered a state of Flow.  

SNOWY RIVER 

Calling it a river this early in its life is something of an 

overstatement. This close to Kosciuszko, it is barely a creek. 

A chain of water holes but one that swells every spring with 

meltwater.  

Cresting a rise and starting down the other side, we 

entered the Snowy River catchment. We could see the 

headwaters descending from the flanks of Kosciuszko and 

gathered in pools.  

 



 

The Snowy River headwaters on the slopes of Kosciuszko 

By the time we got to the river crossing, we had been 

walking for an hour and a half. Time for a rest. Our feet were 

beginning to feel the pace.  

 

The Snowy River below Kosciuszko. 

So far, we had scarcely seen another person. But now, one 

by one, or in groups of two or three came the day hikers all 

heading for the summit. And there were some on the return 

journey back to Charlotte’s Pass. They must have camped 

overnight.  

Polite smiles and greetings all round. This is the etiquette 

of the trail. Don’t say too much, don’t say too little. A simple 

“hi” with a nod and a smile without breaking stride. That’s all 

you need to do.  



 

At the water’s edge I tested the temperature. It felt to me 

like the water was around 10 degree Celsius. Too cold to 

swim in, but not too cold to bath one’s sore feet if they 

needed rejuvenation.  

The trail now became steeper as we headed up towards 

Seaman’s Hut and Rawson Pass beyond.  

  



 

PART IV: 

SEAMAN’S HUT 

A LONELY DEATH  

Laurie Seaman was an American adventurer who had 

been a pilot in World War I, flying for the US Army Air Force.  

After years of adventuring around the world, he had married 

and settled in Sydney, becoming a businessman.  

Seaman perished tragically in a blizzard on the 15th of 

August 1928 near Rawson Pass on the way to Kosciuszko. He 

34 at the time and in peak physical condition.  

He and a companion Evan Hayes had become separated 

from a group of cross-country skiers making their way to 

Kosciuszko summit. A blizzard caught them ill-prepared, and 

they became disoriented in the white-out. Lacking a compass, 

food, and waterproof clothing the unfortunate men became 

exhausted and died of hypothermia.  



 

 

Laurie Seaman (left) and Evan Hayes. 

A MEMORIAL FOR THE CENTURIES 

The year following their son’s death, Seaman’s parents 

visited the site and decided to finance the construction of a 

lasting memorial. It took the form of a two-room stone hut 

that cross-country skiers and hikers could take refuge in if 

caught by a blizzard.  



 

 

Seaman’s Hut near Rawson Pass 

The hut is located close to where Seaman’s frozen body 

was found weeks later. They found him sitting erect and 

cross legged with his back and head resting against a boulder 

that had offered some shelter from the wind.  

Investigators pieced together the likely sequence of 

events. This was probably the rendezvous arranged with 

Hayes who had decided to ski down from Kosciuszko summit 

via a different route, while Seaman descended more directly 

on foot coming straight down the mountain. Seaman made it 

to the rendezvous, but Hayes, as he zig-zagged down on skis 

had become disoriented in the white-out and went in the 

wrong direction. Seaman died waiting for Hayes. The obvious 

lesson in this tragedy is that they should not have separated.  

FROZEN IN FILM 



 

Seaman’s camera was found strapped across his body. On 

developing the film, the photos showed Seaman and Hayes 

on Kosciuszko, posing beside the cairn that marks the 

summit. They had taken turns to photograph the other in the 

blizzard. 

But on this sunny February morning as we rested 

comfortably, it was difficult to imagine deep snow and 

driving blizzard, much less an exhausted man slowly freezing 

to death.  

Given the direction of the wind at the time, and the 

smooth vertical surface the boulder that Seaman sat down 

against is quite possibly the one circled in the picture below.  

 

Location of Seaman’s death. 

“Here he sat down behind a rock with his legs patiently 

crossed, close to where his skis lay in readiness to put back on. 

It appears that Seaman was at an agreed rendezvous point 

waiting for Hayes to arrive by 2:30pm. As the hours passed 

hypothermia would have set in, the gloom around him would 

have merged into darkness and Seaman would have lain back 

and fallen asleep against the rock, never to wake.” (from David 

Scott’s account. 

A detailed account of this tragic event can be read here.  

 

https://khuts.org/images/stories/history/DeathOnTheSummit_dscott_13aug2013.pdf


 

  



 

PART V: 

RAWSON PASS 

At 2,124m (6,968ft), Rawson Pass is higher than most 

mountains in Australia. Not that you would think so when 

viewed next to Kosciuszko and neighboring mountains.  It is 

at the junction of the two main paths leading to the summit: 

Charlotte’s Pass and Thredbo ski resort. The final staging 

area for people embarked on the Kosciuszko climb. 

There is a National Parks station here, public toilets, 

communications antenna, and advisory plaques. There is a 

general buzz as dozens of people psyching themselves up for 

the final section of the climb. 

CLIMBING TO THE SADDLE 

As we hiked up the trail from Seaman’s Hut, the Pass was 

visible ahead for quite some distance. A saddle between two 

greater mountains.  

Looking from side-to-side, the view of the mountains is 

magnificent. At 2,200 meters, on a clear day like this, it is 

possible to see over eighty kilometers to a horizon made 

more distant by our high vantage point.  



 

 

The eighty-kilometer horizon seen from Rawson’s Pass 

It was not hard to imagine this place covered with a thick 

layer of snow.  It is a landscape reminiscent of the Scottish 

Highlands. Both landscapes have been scoured by snow and 

ice leaving exposed granite outcrops and thin topsoil that can 

support only the toughest of perennial plants. Whatever 

grows here must be resilient enough to tolerate months of 

freezing cold darkness before coming back in the Spring.  

THE MULTITUDE 

The Pass being visible from nearly a kilometer away, I 

could see a multitude of people milling about. Every few 

minutes, a group would sperate from the crowd and set off 

up the final approach.  

But the crowd did not seem to become smaller. There 

must be newcomers arriving from Thredbo, out of sight from 

us.  

THE ROAD LESS TRAVELED 

We had considered coming the easier way from Thredbo, 

but we thought it would be too crowded and we were right. 



 

We like the road less travelled. The short easy way has its 

appeal, but the less travelled way is usually more rewarding 

if only because one does not have to jostle with the folks who 

insist on walking side-by-side on a path wide enough for only 

two people. Acting out of a sense of entitlement to the whole 

path, they seem to expect on comers to step off the path to let 

them through.  

 

Two trails to the summit; Thredbo and Charlotte’s Pass 

What is the appeal of the Thredbo route? We certainly, 

being six kilometers shorter is the main reason. But it is also 

appealing because it begins with a two-kilometer ski-lift ride 

passing over the rough terrain above Thredbo resort.  

From the end of the ski lift, a path made of metal decking 

proceeds to the summit. The decking provides an all-weather 

surface to walk on, but also keep the thousands of feet 

confined to the path where they will do no harm to the fragile 

alpine grasses.  



 

THE PASS 

Rawson’s Pass is the junction of the two trails to 

Kosciuszko summit. Reaching the Pass is an achievement in 

itself, coming as it does after six kilometers of uphill slog 

from Charlotte’s Pass.  

There are facilities there to allow hikers to relieve 

themselves. They have the distinction of being the highest 

public toilets in Australia.  

The trail upwards to the summit starts well enough with a 

hundred meters of so of flagstone path (as seen below). This 

soon peters out to be replaced by a durable plastic webbing 

laid onto the gravel track. With the passing of the seasons 

and many thousands of feet, the gaps in the webbing become 

filled with fine gravel making an all-weather surface.  

 

The trail to the summit from Rawson’s Pass 



 

We had been walking for two and a half hours by this 

time. After a sit-down rest, we set off on this final stretch. A 

1.7-kilometer, 40-minute walk.  

 

  



 

PART VI:  

THE FINAL STRETCH 

The last part of the trail is a nicely graded path that rises 

130 meters in total over a 1.7-kilometer distance. Not only is 

it a gentle grade, but it is wide enough to allow people going 

in opposite directions to easily pass each other.  

There were many people going both ways on the path. 

Most of the time when you encounter someone, the custom is 

to greet them with a cheerful hello before passing on. But 

here, on the final stretch when the crowds coming from 

Thredbo swelled the numbers, the “hello” becomes 

redundant and people just pass by without greeting, much 

like people do on a city street.  

FEELING THE ALTITUDE 

In the thinning air, the lungs that had been working well 

were now complaining that they could not extract enough 

oxygen from the thinning air to keep my aching muscles 

supplied. They conveyed this information in the form of a 

dull burning ache in my chest that only happened once we 

pushed through the 2,100-meter mark.  



 

 

Nearing the summit 

Altitude sickness is said to become a problem at around 

2,500 meters, give or take.  We were below that but not by 

much. Rawson Pass is 2,100 meters, Kosciuszko summit 

2,230 meters. I was halfway at around 2,100 meters.  

A POPULAR FELLOW 

My pace had slowed, but it was still respectable or so I 

thought. John had gone on ahead and had put on a burst of 

speed to the finish.  

I was nearing the summit when I was passed by two guys 

walking briskly side-by-side, seemingly in step. Even more 

unusual, they both had a harness around their waste with a 

taut line stretching back. A few seconds later, I was amazed 

to see a fellow in a wheelchair being pulled along by the two 

men. He was working the wheel rims with the palms of his 

hands in the usual way.  A good-looking guy in his late 20’s, 

he still had an athletic build. The wheelchair is probably a 



 

recent lifestyle change. Looking at him, he would have cut a 

quite a figure in motorcycle leathers, riding fast on his Ducati.  

There were four other people walking in formation 

around him. The whole group were having a great time, 

talking excitedly to each other on this grand adventure, 

jubilant to be nearly at the top.  

A little way on, and there we were finally at the summit. 

There was John, standing on a rock waving. I waved back and 

trudged the final steps before collapsing.  

I was so tired. I kept thinking how am I going to go getting 

back?  

At least it would be downhill. 

  



 

PART VII: 

THE SUMMIT 

Climbing a mountain and attaining the summit has 

meaning beyond the physical achievement. There is a 

psychological challenge that says the hardest distance to 

cross is the space between your ears.  

It is an exercise in self-discipline when the desire to rest 

and take the easy way must be silenced and the more difficult 

choice made to do the hard thing. There is an element of 

delayed gratification also. Comfort comes later, there’s hard 

work to be done now.  

WE CHOOSE TO DO THESE THINGS 

In 1962, US President John F. Kennedy made his “We 

choose to go to the moon” speech. It was an inspiring speech 

that is often cited as one of the finest speeches made in the 

20th Century.  

“We choose to do these things, not because they are easy, 

but because they are hard”.  

America was lagging the Soviets in their ability to put 

weapons into space. The moonshot speech announced a 

program to turn that situation around. But instead saying 

that, Kennedy framed it as a challenge that was worth doing 

for its own sake.  

I first heard this speech on the radio in 1962 as it was 

reported on the news. Even though I was a boy of only 5 

years at the time, I remember being inspired. And at the 



 

same time, I wondered what exactly it was that made some 

speakers inspirational and others not? What did Kenedy 

have that the others didn’t?  

Part of the answer was of course he had a very fine speech 

writer in the person of Theodore Sorensen, a Danish 

American lawyer from Minneapolis. But there was also 

something in the way the speech was delivered that it such 

rhetorical power.  

I ended up doing a PhD on the topic of leadership. I can 

condense a 100,000-word thesis in a simple quote from 

another American President, Dwight Eisenhower:   

“Leadership is the art of getting someone else to do 

something you want done because he wants to do it.” 

REST AND RECUPERATE 

Finding a level spot on the summit that was not already 

occupied was something of a challenge. We had to fan out 

some distance from the summit cairn before finding 

something suitable.  

Laying my aching body down on the stony ground and did 

not mind the discomfort. With every muscle in my body 

relaxed and breathing deeply the crisp mountain air I soon 

felt much better.  

Time to refuel on the lunch we had brought. Protein bars 

washed down with a protein shake. For carbs, a hot cross 

bun, topped off with a deep slug of water to rehydrate with.  

THE ROOF OF AUSTRALIA 



 

Above us a vast blue dome of sky and wispy cloud, 

illuminated by strong sunlight made for some good photo 

opportunities. I appreciated what it was to be standing on 

the highest point in Australia. All around us there were 

mountains, but this one stood tall above them all.  

 

Eating lunch, taking in the view 

Mt Townsend was the exception. This was the adjacent 

peak and from where I was standing it looked to be a little 

higher. But the surveyors must have triple checked their 

figures that confirmed it is 30 meters shorter than 

Kosciuszko.  

UNCONQUERABLE SPIRIT 

Also on the summit was a group singing the happy 

birthday song. It was the group with the wheelchair that 

passed me on the trail close to the summit.  



 

They had hoisted him out of the wheelchair and set him 

down on the cairn. And as they sang “happy birthday Ray” 

there he sat with a huge grin, punching the sky with both 

hands in triumph. It was heartwarming to see this, and 

perhaps inspirational too.  

It so often happens this way when travelling. To witness 

such a loaded moment. They come and go quicky and 

without warning. You must stay present. Let your mind 

wander and you miss it. This is the true joy of traveling.  

COURAGE COMES IN MANY FORMS 

Seeing Ray on top of the Cairn reminded me of another 

wheelchair hero. San Diego is Fleet Base West for the US 

Navy’s Pacific Fleet. You might say it is a Navy town.  

I had been roaming about the downtown district on foot. 

It was a hot day, so I sat down to rest in the shade, on a 

bench. Around the corner came a young man in a wheelchair. 

Both legs up to his torso were gone. But his shoulders and 

arms were very muscular. Moving fast with surprising agility, 

he looked like he could play wheelchair basketball. 

And as he came past, he glanced in my direction. There 

was a message for the world in that glance. He might have 

lost his legs, but he had not lost his determination to live life 

to the fullest.  

  



 

PART VIII:  

THE RAVENS OF KOSCIUSZKO 

ON THE TRACK AGAIN 

The hour spent at the summit sped by, seeming more like 

half an hour. Now it was time to hit he trail. It had taken 

three and a half hours to get to the top. We reckoned it would 

take about the same to get down. The guidebook said six to 

eight hours. We thought we would do it in seven which is 

how it came out in the end.  

Crunch, crunch, crunch was the familiar sound of our 

footsteps in the gravel. My Fitbit told me when we got back 

to Charlotte's pass that I had taken 26,000 steps on this hike. 

AN UNKINDNESS OF RAVENS  

On the way up we noticed hundreds of ravens, technically 

known as an “unkindness” of ravens. We had separated by 

this time, with John pushing on, so we had not discussed it.  

But on the way down, there they were wheeling in the sky 

above the rocky slopes below the summit, cackling and 

chortling. And there more perched on the rocks here and 

there. I had never seen so many ravens.  



 

 

An “Unkindness of Ravens” near Kosciuszko summit. 

Why were they there? We had seen very little animal life 

anywhere on the way up. A few insects, certainly no larger 

animals like possums, wombats, or field mice. It was a 

mystery. 

AESTIVATING BOGONGS  

The mystery would be solved later after a google search. It 

turns out the ravens were there to feed on the Bogong moths 

that migrate to these slopes in great numbers early in the 

summer to escape the heat of the plains. They find a shady 

nook in the rocks and sleep there during the day for up to 

three months, a process known as aestivation. It is like 

hibernation, except it is done during summer to escape the 

heat, rather than in winter to escape the cold.  



 

 

The Bogong Moth 

We did not see a single moth the whole day, but I suppose 

if we were doing the hike at night, we would have seen 

plenty. These moths would make a sizable meal for the 

ravens.  

This reminded me of a time we had been on holidays on 

Queensland’s Gold Coast. It was November and the beginning 

of the hot summer weather.  

We were staying in a beachfront apartment building on a 

high floor, leaving the doors and windows open to allow 

cross-ventilation, we found dozens of bogong moths had 

invaded the cool, dark shower cubicle in the ensuite. There 

was no easy way to get rid of them either.  

TAKING THE LEFT FORK 

By the time we reached Rawson Pass, we were well into 

the rhythm of the downhill walk. Here the trail forks. To the 

right to Thredbo, to the left, Charlotte's Pass.  

Nine out ten hikers took the right fork, leaving us almost 

alone on the trail back to Charlotte's.   



 

PART IX:  

SEAMAN'S HUT & SNOWY RIVER 

By the time we reached Seaman's Hut on the return trip, 

the afternoon was becoming a blur of aching legs and baking 

sun. From time to time, mountain bikes would speed by from 

behind.  

The rider would call out “left” or “right” to let the walker 

know which side they would pass. It made me think of how 

cyclists in Berlin let you know they are coming by giving one 

little ding of the bikes bell. A polite little ding with the same 

tone and volume of an iPhone telling you a text message has 

arrived.  

MOUNTAIN BIKE WARRIORS 

The trail to the summit is a well-graded road that until 

1977 allowed people to drive all the way to Rawson Pass. 

Too much traffic had forced its closure to cars, but it remains 

an excellent walking and cycling track. 

On such a road, the mountain bikes were in their element. 

There were a sizeable number of people riding up to 

Rawson's where they had to leave their bikes. The Park had 

thoughtfully provided bike racks for people to lock up their 

bikes.  



 

 

Bike racks at Rawson Pass 

I thought about the latest generation electric all-wheel 

drive mountain bikes with two motors and enough battery to 

go day. All that on what looks like a regular pedal-powered 

bike.  

I had seen them reviewed on YouTube and they looked 

great. I suppose purists would disapprove, favoring the full 

effort approach to mountain biking.  

 

  



 

PART X: 

CHARLOTTE’S PASS 

THE FINAL FIVE K 

The next hour and a half are a blur in my memory. The 

fatigue that I felt in my entire body had increased to the point 

where I could think of little else.  

John had some serious blisters on his feet that would have 

been excruciating by now, but he kept going without saying 

much about it.  

As much as I was tempted to rest often, John encouraged 

me to keep going. Short rests did little to remedy the fatigue 

and delayed the finish.  

MUSIC TO WALK BY 

I noticed John had his audio earbuds in. He offered to give 

me one. I had never tried hiking with music. It works well, 

particularly the upbeat songs.  

Take on me is a well-known pop-song by Norwegian band 

A-Ha. Its high-energy beat with a super-catchy melody, 

making it an ideal walking song. Apart from being a well-

written pop-song, it is remarkable for the five-octave vocal 

range of the singer, Morten Harket.  

COUNTING THE ORANGE POLES 

Now we were down to the last kilometer – the longest 

kilometer.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=djV11Xbc914


 

We noticed the orange track-side poles that mark the 

track when the snow is deep were positioned 50 meters 

apart. For every 20 poles, a kilometer had passed. So, we 

took to counting off the poles, one by one.  

It worked well until the last few hundred meters when the 

track turned this way and that and the poles needed to be 

closer.  

Then finally to the car, to end as we had begun. Sitting 

comfortably in a rented Toyota heading back to Canberra. On 

the way we stopped at Cooma to buy food for dinner.  

As I had driven down to Kosciuszko that morning, John 

drove back.  

  



 

EPILOGUE 

The experience of shared adversity like this hike can offer 

tremendous possibilities for personal growth. There is 

something supremely satisfying about having enough 

stamina and discipline to do a really hard thing.  
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