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Dca\' Aggie. 

The Chalet. 
14th July. 1930. 

Would you believe it? 1 am at the Chalet. 
I shared a sleeper with a Miss de Vere who 
is up here. too. Very comfortable night. 

It is considered bnd for one's heart to do 
much the first day in these altitudes, so we 
just messed about at the Hotel yesterday 
and danced a bit last night. Miss de VerI' a 
great success. 

This mornIng fifteen of us assembled after 
breakfast u) try and reach the Chalet. Mr. 
G. to lead the party. 

Climbing Dancr's we rcalised that it 
wasn't going to be easy as there was quite 
a strong blizzard blowing. Miss de Vere said 
she really didn't know how she was going 
to do it and kept stopping to gasP. but after 
Dr. P. took her rucksack she stepped along 
pretLy strongly. Alfred S. kept telling us of 
his indigestion and bad attack of influenza 
last week. and POOl' Joan Arden. who had 
never had skis on before yesterday si! IJped 
back six inches every stride. 

At the top we s topped to decide whether 
to go on or nOLo Alfred S. thought it would 
be madness to go on. Miss de VerI' thought 
the whole trip was too awful for words. Joan 
Arden was told she mustn't go on. John, 
he brother. said he had better stay to keep 
her company. 

JUSt as these people were turning back 
j\fiss de Vere said that if Dr. P. really meant 
it about carrying her rucksack she thought 
she could get thel'e and so In tile end only 
poor Joan and John turned back. 

The part to Smiggin's was the worst.1 
soon got a blister on my heel and I was 
wearing that red hat I wore last month 
to the races and it soon s tarted to drip great 
red blobs in the snow, Miss de Vere, by the 
way, wears a lovely pale blue, two-piece suit 
with long trousers. I must get aile like It 
for ncxt season. 

At Smlggin's we stopped for lunch and 
Dr. P. lit a fire and cooked chops and made 
tea. Mr. G. said he would give him £100 if 
he could produce somc beer. Dr. P. had no 
beer. but he pulled a largc Un of apricots 
out of his pocket. 

There Is nothing much to tell a\)out our 
trip. I fell over climbing the Perlsher, but 
luckil~' Mr. G. fell over doing a kick t urn 
and by the time he had untangled himself 
and explained how it had happened and 
picked himself up I was much re.~ted. 

The blizzard got really bad about Sugar 
Loaf and at one time Miss de Vere was 
blown fla t on her face. 

Alfred S. must have been feeling his in· 
digestion or something because he gave her 
quite a hard prod with his ski stick and 
~ald something rather unkind, which was 
fortunately mostly loot In the noise of the 
wind. This place Is a bit crowded. U is really 
only three rooms and the women's bathroom 
has no window or only one that Is covered 
with snow. There is also only one mirror. 
This so far has been used exclusively by 
Miss de Vere. 

Yours. 
E. 

The Chalet. 
10th July, 1937. 

Dear Aggie. 
Have had a marvellous trip alld you will 

be amazed to hear, not one yard of it on 
skis. 

When t he bus pulled up at the Hotel 
there was old Tom to mee~ us as usual and 
he pulled me aside and whispered, "Run! 
Run up to the stables. There is a buggy just 
leaving Cor Smiggln's and you might catch 
it," 

Well. I grabbed my rucker and skis and 
I ran and there sure enough was a buggy 
and twO horses all ready to leave and I 
hopped up beside the driver and we were 
oIT. 

When we got to Smlggin's I got. my big 
surprise. 

There drawn up at the door of Smiggin's. 
stately and dignified. glinllng In the sun· 
light, stood great Aunt Mary's old black 
limousine car. or. anyway. its twin sister. 
The only difference being that it had lost 
Its wheels and had caterpillar treads In· 
stead. It even had remains of that glass par
tition that prevented the chaffeur from 
hearing what Aunt M. said to Uncle H. 

There were several people lined UI) here 
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to go to the Chalet. Mrs. G .. Dr. P .. John 
Arden and a few others. 

Mrs. G. got Into the limousine first. secur
Ing the sent. where there .was most glass In 
the window. Then the rest oC us plied in. 
but It took a bit of shuffling round before 
..... e got se~tJed. 

It was decided. for instance. thn. it would 
be more comfortable for nil concerned If I 
sat on Dr. p, Instead of him sitting on me, 
and John. very politely of course, thought 
he would rather sit on the bag ot onions 
than on Mrs. G. 

H should have been quite a cheerful trip. 
1 sUPllqse, as we were all so thankful not 
to have to skI. but somehow It wasn·t. John 
would keep on harping on the funeral of hi.!; 
late uncle and every time we went over a 
bump I hit my head against the flower vases. 
There was one rather complaining sort of 
girl. She said she would be perfectly happy 
If she could only get her foot Inside the 
window, She seemed to think she would get 
frost bitten or something. It takes all sorts 
to make n world, doesn't it? 

Yours, 
E. 

The Chalet. 
6th July. 1945. 

Dear Aggie. 
You were quite right about cousin James. 

I met him at the railway station as 
arranged. 

He had on the mast superb pair of skJ
Ings socks I have ever seen with eidlewelss 
and pine trees running up them. He was 
having an unsatisfactory chat with the 
sleeping-car conductor when I arrived. 1 said 
it wasn't so much the sitting up all night 
I minded. but It WIlS the cold that got me 
down. H e said that didn't worry him at alL 
He had travelled nearly all over the world 
In t.ralns and nel'cr felt cold In one yet. 

I won't bore YOII with my unspeakable 
nlgh~. At Goulburn 1 got out to warm my in
side with n cup of tea. I saw Cousin J. hav
ing one. too. He was huddled in his great
coat and looked JUSt like 1 felt. SOmehow 
It seemed kinder to pretend not to see him. 

The Rolel seemed anxious to get rid of 
us the moment we arrived and hustled us 
up the back to get into a conveyance. 

There In the middle oC quite a large group 
of people \\·ns n red iron Shed with a door 
aL olle end. On examining closely I found 
it was mounted on a sledge and thllt It 
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was probably pulled by the tractor nearby. 
Cousin J. had a look in and came hurriedly 

to tell me thllt we must get In at onee as 
there was only room to seat abou~ six people. 
1 had n look In and sure enough there was 
a narrow wooden seat on one side and a 
pile of skis on the other. Cousin J . muttered 
something about "WeIL if you like to stand. 
I don't,"' and perched himself on the end 
of the seat. Gradually everyone else piled 
in until there was only Jim from the Chalet 
and me lefL nnd the shed looked full to the 
brim. The driver said, "Get In.'' I felt a 
shove and nex~ minute the doors were ras
timed, with me and Jim Inside. There was 
a long pause while we waited In stunnoo 
silence. Then a terr ific jerk. a loud screech 
and we were orr. 

I had quite a fair trip on the whole. Air 
came In by the crack in the door and I 
could generally see where we were If 1 put 
my eye to It. The great thing was that I 
could hold on by a ledge of wood. 

1 was a bit worried about some of the 
o~hers who seemed to be rather deep under 
neath. but I knew Cous!n James was all 
right because I could see one or his legs 
sticking out from under some ski sUcks and 
every now and then It gave a sort of twitch.. 
Actually, we all arrh'ed in fair order except 
for one poor fellow. but It turned out after
wards that he had somethlng wrong with 
his tummy anyway. It's lovely to be here 
again after four years. 

Yours, 
E. 

The Chalet. 
4th August·, 19t6, 

Dear Aggie, 
I have har(lly the strength to lift my pen 

to-night. There hal'e been enormous falls 
of snow this season and the bus had to drop 
us four miles below the Hotel and leave u.s 
to ccme the fest of the way on skis. I was 
supposed to be showing the Victorian team 
the way, but somehow I took my eye off 
them going up Daners and never saw them 
again. 

I t's funny how some people never seem 
to want to eat or rest. I had Just about had 
It by the time I go~ to Smlggin's and even 
felt llke a bite of one of those sausages. but 
Ethel and 81!1 said they couldn't be bothered 
and what did I want to stop for. However, 
I stopped. SOme of the rnclng crowd were 
In the hut lind I Celt I was making quite a 



hit until one: of them asked me did I still 
like sld·lng after all these years. 

It's funny how some days seem to go all 
wrong, i!n·t. It? 

I staggered In here about 5.30. The Vic· 
torlans had changed and were ""'axlng for 
thc: moming. They were quite worried and 
a.sked If I had broken my skis or me~ with 
some mishap. The}' had been there for houns 
they said. 

Do you know anything about croquet. Ag? 
I bel!eve It can be qui te Interesting when 
you get used to It. I thought I mlgllt take it 
up a bit next. year. 

I don't think I wlU be doing much ski· 
IlIg this seo.son. Just standing about keep· 
Ing times I expect. 

Yours. 
E . 

The Chalet. 
8t.h July. 1941. 

Dear Aggie, 
I find It hard to describe my eXI>erlences 

to-day, but anyway I am here. 
I left the car at Cooma and came on to 

Smlggln's by bus. From there some skied, 
but luckily It seemed to be taken for granted 
that a poor old thing like me shoUld be 
conveyed In the new contraption and the 
new contraption is what 1 find hard to de
moo. It started llfe as a bulldozer, 1 beUe\'C, 
but now on top they ha\'e built a fibro 
cement cablu with a plate glass window In 
front. doors each side and windows In the 
back. Along sides and back there are wooden 
seats and. of course. the drl\'er sits In the 
middle amongst the engine. Across IUldcr 
the roof are parallel bars. 

J sat next to Herbert on the bae:k /lCat 
at first. but. It. wasn·t three minutes before 
I was clutching an Iron bar with both hands 
and praying. We had dived forward Into 
a hole on Piper's Gap, screwed round at 

right. angles, reared liP almost perpendiCU
lar and plunged forward again. It Is better 
to stand with a good grip. Then e\'en It one'. 
feet swing about sometimes it ss\'cs Jamn,. 
O\'er snowdrifts. Into holes. up banks we 
went. Sometimes the banks were too steep 
and we had to slip back and charge again. 
Rerber~ stayed stubbornly on the wooden 

seat. "My God I Oeorge. what. happens to 
your duodenal in thiS thing?" 

"This should not. be carrying passengers 
at all," said the driver shortly. "It·s really 
only meant for luggage." 

If anyone had a complaint after this they 
kept It to themselves. Indeed, we were all 
fairly quiet except for a few muffled squeaks 
of fright every now and then or a yelp of 
pain when someone clutched the exhaust 
pipe by mistake. 

The poor girl next to me had never seen 
SIlO"'" before and I heard her muttering to 
herself that. she hnd never served in the 
tank corps either, 

Lovely snow up here. I must try and get 
the new body swing, feet. together. etc" this 
year. 

Yours. 
E . 

The Chalet. 
4tb JUly. 1949. 

Dear Aggie, 
Splendid trip up. The snowmobile met us 

at SmJgg1n'S and we were here for lunch. 
Who do you think Is here? Nonl de Vere 
with her third husband. She has the most 
beautlfuly cut grey vorlagers. but you should 
see her hair, It'8 bright red. Please would 
YOIl mind sending me that blue wlndjaekei 
we admired the other day but thought too 
expensive. 

Your&. 
E. 

A ~Iore Direet Iloute to "'bite's Iliver 
Dudley \'Vard 

I NTERMITTENTLY the Cl\Illet ski-lift 
hnd been persuaded to drQg Itself Into 

desultory operation. encouraged np\lSrenUy 
by a new scheme of feeding It with little 
II1xpenny tickets. Of course. after so many 
yeara ot climbing under our own s\.earn 
some of WI did nOl even resent thus bribing 
the wretched thing. Rowe\'er, lhe dubious 

reward of being stranded In a variety of 
positions 011 the way UI), and the subsequent 
opportwllt.y at performing the same turns 
In the same positions on the same descents. 
day after day, mnde me restless and I be
came an easy prey to Don's suggestion. 

It was thls-an attempt at White's River 
Hut from Betts' Camp, Via tbe Blue COw, 
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