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The next newsletter will be produced in early November. Deadline for contributions is               

5 November. Please send any articles or photos to cccsceditor@gmail.com 

Next Newsletter   

Adam Lilley and Caroline Archer near Aires Tarn on the Ramsheads, Friday 28 August.      

Photo:  Alan Levy 



P A G E  2  

Editor’s Note 

O F F  P I S T E  

Welcome to the third newsletter of the 2026 season.  As I write this the snow season is quickly coming to an end. The 
first skiable snow came in early July and only two months later, in early September, the snow has almost disappeared. 
This will go down as one of the worst seasons, and definitely the shortest.  
 

Club members participated in the Perisher XC Week activities in early August but due to the patchy cover on the      
Perisher XC trails some of the events had to be shortened or cancelled. The following week some Club members 
headed to Victoria for the Kangaroo Hoppet events. The snow on the XC trails at Falls Creek was better than at Perisher 
and the Hoppet races were able to be held but were also shortened. The bad snow conditions this year has made it 
difficult to plan and run ski tours, and with the current snow cover more like an October cover there may not be a lot 
of spring skiing either. The road is expected to be open to the Charlotte Pass turning circle from 12 September. 
 

The August social meeting was well attended, where former club member Nic Bendeli gave a great talk about skiing in 
Finland in the Finlandia Worldloppet races and on an 800km ski tour along the Arctic Circle from the Finnish Russian 
border to Sweden. The next meeting on 22 September will be the Club’s Annual General Meeting. All committee     
positions are open if anyone wants to join the committee and be involved in the running of the Club. 
 

There will be another newsletter out in November which will include details of the Club XMAS Party, and walking, 
camping and other activities planned for the summer period. 
 

For anyone who wants to provide photos, articles or any other contributions for the newsletter, feel free to send any 
contributions to cccsceditor@gmail.com. 
 
Alan Levy,  Editor 
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Notice of the Annual General Meeting of Canberra Cross Country Ski Club Inc  
Date:     Tuesday 22 September 2026 

Time:    7.45pm  
Place:    Room 3, Hughes Community Centre, Wisdom Street, Hughes, ACT  
 

This is to advise you of the upcoming annual general meeting of the members of the Canberra 
Cross Country Ski Club Inc.  
The details of this meeting are as follows:  
 

At the meeting, members will have the opportunity to:  

 find out about the club’s activities and finances 

 ask questions about the club’s activities and finances 

 speak about any items on the agenda 

 vote on any resolutions proposed. 
 
At the meeting, members will be asked to vote to: 

 accept the minutes of the last annual general meeting 

 accept the president’s report 

 accept the treasurer’s report and annual financial statements 

 elect the committee  

 
Afterwards there will be a chance to socialise with gluhwein, nibblies and some photos from this 
ski season. 
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Report – Beginner Lessons - July & August 

The Come and Try lessons are run jointly by NSW & ACT Snow Sports and Perisher X-Country. The CCCSC also holds 
Beginner skill building weekends, with experienced CCSCC members leading skill building tours of the trails in the   
afternoon. 
 

There were two Skill-Building weekends held this year. The first Come and Try event took place on 11 July after being 
postponed by one week. Staying at Kalkite was again like a home away from home. We arrived on the Friday to find 
another club member there with warm hellos. Catch ups and updates of the snow conditions.  
 

Despite initial concerns about the conditions, there was enough snow for the beginners lesson to go ahead and for 
existing members of the club to ski in the area. In the afternoon the group skied together where the snow would take 
them on the trails. Noel Mungovan was great at finding the places to go. A few of the beginners hived off to be given 
more skill building and we all met up towards the end.  
 

That night a storm came in down at Kalkite. The wind was wild and lasted most of the night. The following morning 
was fantastic. Up at Perisher all the XC trails were open with fresh snow and three of them had been packed down. 
What great snow to ski on, on possibly the best ski day there was to that date. It was a great weekend to be up on the 
snow.  
 

Another skill building weekend was put on for the first weekend of August. Not to be out done the second skill     
building weekend did not disappoint. There was snow, great skill building across all levels, wonderful company, dinner 
had interesting conversation, stories and lots of laughs. The snow made a great start to Cross Country Ski week at  
Perisher.  
 

Thanks to the club members who helped will skill building Garry Boxsell, Louise Curham, and Noel Mungovan and all 

the other new and old members who made the weekend such a fantastic time. 

Gale Funston  

Main Range (overnight camp)  -  Sat & Sun, 17 & 18 October 

Due to the absence of snow this will be a walking trip rather than a skiing trip. The preferred destination is The      
Sentinel, which will involve starting at Charlotte Pass and following the walking track past Blue Lake out to The      
Sentinel to set up camp.  There is a great sheltered campsite and amazing views of the steep western side of the Main 
Range.  
Leader:   

Nordic Walking - The Club will coordinate with the Canberra Nordic Walking organisation to put on some Nordic 

Walking training in Canberra in the coming months. Details will be provided to members by Club email. 

Wollemi National Park Camping - The Club is looking at doing a camp in Wollemi National Park, possibly on the 

last weekend of October and into the first week of November. The aim would be to camp and do walks at Dunns 

Swamp and further south, possibly the Glow Worm Tunnel walk or the Lost City walk near Lithgow. Further details 

will be provided to members by Club email closer to the time. 

Activities 
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Skill Building lesson at Perisher with Noel Mungovan, Saturday 1 August. Photo: Bronwyn Wiseman 

Photos - Perisher XC Week 
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The PXC Cup race at Perisher, Saturday 1 August.  Photo: Bronwyn Wiseman 

Alan Levy, Garry Boxsell, Caroline Archer & Louise Curham at The Chalet, following the KAC Race,                     

Monday 3 August.  Photo: Bronwyn Wiseman 
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Photos - Coffee Tour 

One of the groups heading out on the Coffee Tour at Perisher, Tuesday 4 August.  Photo: Margaret Mahoney 

Penny Rossiter, Caroline Archer, Bronwyn Wiseman and Bruce Porter at the Coffee Tour, Tuesday 4 August.  

Photo: Alan Levy 
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Coffee Tour, Perisher Trails, Tuesday 4 August.  Photo: Bronwyn Wiseman 

The Coffee Tour out near the 7.5km trail, Tuesday 4 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 
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Club members skiing at Falls Creek prior to the Kangaroo Hoppet ski race, Thursday 13 August.  Photos:  Alan Levy 

Photos - Victoria 
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New Worldloppet Masters receiving their medals and diplomas at the Kangaroo Hoppet Presentation.       

Saturday, 15 August.  Photo: Marg Hayes 

Photo taken during the shortened Australian Birkebeiner ski race at Falls Creek, which went towards Watchbed Creek 

and back, twice. The snow cover was thin but the weather was perfect. Saturday 15 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 
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Sharon Roberts, Caroline Archer and John Giacon grass and snow skiing, Tuesday 18 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 

Photos - Jagungal Area 

View of Mt Jagungal and Snowy Plains, Tuesday 18 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 
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John Giacon, Mike Hinchey, Alan Levy & Caroline Archer at Cesjacks Hut, Wednesday, 19 August. There 

should normally be a full snow cover, but it was grass as far as the eye could see.  Photo: Sharon Roberts 

Hunting for snow in the Cesjacks area, Wednesday 19 August.  Photo: Sharon Roberts 
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Photos - Kosciuszko Area 

Caroline Archer and Adam Lilley on Etheridge Ridge, with the Kosciuszko South Ridge in the background,       

Friday 28 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 

Looking towards Mt Kosciuszko, Friday 28 August.  The beautiful weather and great corn snow made this the best 

day of the season, although the snow cover was more like October than August!   Photo: Alan Levy 
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Lake Cootapatamba, Friday 28 August.  Photo: Adam Lilley 

Caroline Archer and Adam Lilley at Cootapatamba Hut, Friday 28 August.  Photo: Alan Levy 
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White-out  (by Trevor Lewis) 
You remember what it used to look like, don’t you?     
I mean, a bumper season in the Snowy Mountains. 
Going in on the Kosciuszko Road, you’d see the first 
snow on the ground at Sawpit Creek, increasing to full 
cover by Wilsons Valley, and the plain below Rennix 
Gap would present  an unbroken sheet of pristine 
white, while from the gap itself, where metre-hjgh 
snow banks would flank the roadway, in clear 
weather the frozen dunes and billows of the Main 
Range would greet you, verily a world of white-on-
white. 

In a bumper season your skis could run and run and 
never fear scraping an exposed rock or grounding out 
on a grass patch.  In a bumper season you could only 
imagine the mosaic of herb fields, shrub fields,     
boulder fields and wetlands which lay hidden beneath 
that thick mantle. In a bumper season the snow     
buried everything but the snowgums and the biggest 
outcrops. Only the major streams and rivers remained 
open and tracks and fire trails became difficult to 
trace. 

And in a bumper season, white-out truly meant white-
out, a blank canvas, a world of nothingness, a sensory 
deprivation chamber. 

Maybe you don’t remember, or you could suspect 
that I exaggerate, but I can remember well the view 
from the window in the bunk room at Whites River 
Hut, that morning in the late winter of 1974. The   
glacier-like movement of the giant snow cap which 
crowned the hut’s roof had turned its main living 
room into a dark snow cave, but the bunk room’s 
northerly aspect had kept its window just above the 
drift and through it you could look across a smooth, 
smooth expanse interrupted only by a deep trough 
where the North fork of the Munyang River flowed, 
and through gossamer curtains of spindrift you could 
just make out the snowgum dotted hillside, sliced by 
the powerline easement, sweeping up towards an 
invisible Mt Gungartan. 

Mike poked his head out of his sleeping bag. 

“How’s it looking?” he said. 

“Pretty bleak,” I said. 

“Bummer.” 

Bummer indeed. We couldn’t complain about the lack 
of snow, in the late winter of ‘seventy-four, so we 
complained about the weather. The point of being at 
Whites was to use it as a springboard for the Rolling 

Grounds and the high tops of the Main Range. But this was 
the third weekend in a row that we’d made this trek, and 
we’d encountered nothing but bleakness, blizzards, snow, 
snow, and yet more snow. 

“I guess it falls to me to get up and light the fire,” I said. 

“Good on you, mate,” came the muffled reply. 

Some time later, with the fire crackling, breakfast and a 
brew under our belts, we decided that the weather was 
mediocre rather than bad, and set out on a short tour to 
Valentines Hut. Navigation would present no problem, with 
the Schlink Pass Road and then a well-defined valley to  
follow. I guess that’s why I didn’t include a compass in my 
kit. We did pack water, a big bag of scroggin, some spare 
clothing, a spare ski tip and a copy of the Kosciuszko 
1:100,000 sheet, despite its small scale the best map going 
in those days. 

We spent a few moments shoveling accumulated snow out 
of the hut’s entrance, then hammered the ice out of our rat 
trap bindings before clipping in, and then strode out into 
the white open spaces sporting the ski touring fashions of 
the early seventies: woolen pants and gaiters from the 
army surplus store, woolen singlets and long johns for 
which we’d fossicked at St V de P, topped by the New    
Zealand checked wool shirt which just everyone who went 
out the back wore in those days, and over all the also   
ubiquitous Paddymade oily japara jacket. Mike was skiing 
on Fischer steps, the latest thing; I still used wax, but don’t 
ask me which wax I’d applied on that day. Generally I     
favoured a hard stick wax, even if I had to deal with back 
slip, preferring that to the agony of balling up, and the   
consequent cold-handed scraping-off and reapplying. 

But on that day my skis gripped nicely as we strode across 
the valley flats and made the short climb to the deeply  
buried roadway which took us over the pass and into the 
valley of Dicky Cooper Creek beyond. We passed the 
Schlink Hilton Hut, deeply recessed in a giant wind-scour. 
We were moving well and feeling good. Visibility and 
weather were improving, the white haze consisting mainly 
of blowing spindrift. We left the roadway and powerlines, 
crossed a small plain and passed the almost-submerged 
weather station, and slid into a shallow gully where an      
un-named creek flowed somewhere way down beneath the 
snowpack. Wool shirts came off before we took the climb  
to Duck Creek saddle. Not a trace of Duck Creek or its    
accompanying fire trail could be seen, but visibility         
improved some more as we skied down the valley to reach 
Valentines Hut. 

(Continued on page 15) 
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We went in for a munch break and decided that since we 
had plenty of time we’d extend the tour to nearby   
Mawsons Hut. The Valentines River provided a           
navigational handrail as we skied up-valley beside it  
although some hefty snow bridges spanned it and     
eventually its stream shrank to a chain of deep and icicle
-fringed water holes. Visibilty remained fair, but cloud 
still clamped the Kerries and Jagungal. The Cup and   
Saucer Hill appeared ahead and we cut off the            
Valentines’ Big bend to reach Mawsons Hut. We planted 
our skis, opened the door, and took a big step down 
from snowdrift to floorboards. 

The snow piled against the hut’s south wall covered 
much of its window, letting in just enough daylight to 
read the log book. Mike leafed through it. 

“Hey, I found an entry of yours,” he said. “From back in 
August ‘seventy-one. You wrote a lot, didn’t you?” 

“Yeah, we had time on our hands,” I said. “That was my 
big expedition with Steve and Phil, our grand entry to 
the world of ski touring. But we didn’t come here the 
usual way, and we didn’t plan to use Mawsons for a 
base. Instead, I’d pitched to Steve and Phil the proposal 
that we make our home on the range at Alpine Hut.” 

“Alpine Hut? They’re all alpine huts, aren’t they?” 

“True, but Alpine Hut’s special, more like a rustic chalet 
than a typical Snowy Mountains Hut. A relic of the time 
when all skiing was free heel. People used to ski in to 
Alpine over Brassy Gap from the Snowy Plains, and from 
there on over the Rolling Grounds to Charlotte Pass. I’d 
been there on a bushwalk the summer before, and the 
route in looked easy enough to navigate under snow, 
just follow a river all the way. Well, I talked the boys into 
it, and Steve’s Dad gave us a lift to Snowy Adit, some 
way down the valley from Island Bend, and we slogged 
up a dirt road and then a fire trail into the                    
Burrungubugge Valley, and there was no snow, not a 
skerrick! The only snow we could see was on the Bulls 
Peaks, way up at the head of the valley. So, we         
bushwalked miles and miles with a week’s worth of food 
in our packs, and our skis and ski boots for extra luggage, 
Easy walking, with the sphagnum bogs frozen solid, but a 
long slog. We found just enough snow to ski on near 
Kidmans Hut, and picked our way from there across to 
Alpine. 

“Well, the next day, Steve started telling us he’d heard 
good things about Mawsons Hut, and we decided to go 
there instead. We were ski touring at last! We got to 
Mawsons just as rain set in, and that quickly turned to 

(Continued from page 14) blizzard, and the blizzard kept blasting for the next five 
days. Must have dumped a metre at least. Desperate 
conditions! For five days we only went out to go to the 
toilet and to collect firewood.” 

“Sounds like fun.” 

“Yeah, we had a lot of conversations about how we 
wished we were somewhere else. But the day came 
when we had to get out, so we packed up and layered 
up and headed into the thick of it. Somehow we found 
our way over Gungartan Pass in full blizzard and zero 
visibility, and we got to the Schlink Hilton, and we were 
pretty much home and hosed from there. 

“Come to think of it, we might as well take that short 
cut now. It’s a bit murky up there, but pretty benign 
compared to that day in ‘seventy-one,” 

“If you’re happy to lead the way. Let’s go.” 

We left the hut and skied the short slope down to the 
Valentines River and followed it upstream. We          
ascended the moraine-like barrier which transects the 
valley, most of its boulders well-buried, and headed 
onto the treeless plain which forms the Valentines’ 
headwaters. I got a sighting of the pass and tried to 
maintain a steady direction, but then the white-out  
engulfed us. A blank canvas, a world of nothingness, a 
sensory deprivation chamber. All that existed was the 
sound of our breath and our skis as they cleaved the 
snow. 

Still, I felt confident and after we’d covered what 
seemed like the right amount of distance, I felt my skis 
moving downhill.  I thought, here we go….I pushed my 
skis apart in a wide-open snowplow. Some ghostly, rime
-encrusted snowgums appeared, then the outline of a 
valley started to materialise. And it was not what I      
expected. 

Mike plowed to a halt beside me. 

“Hey Mike, do you have a compass in your pack?” 

“You’re the map and compass guy, aren’t you? What’s 
up?” 

“This doesn’t look right. We should be able to see the 
powerlines from here, and the spur running north from 
Dicky Cooper.” 

I decided that we’d somehow crossed the Kerries to the 
North of Gungartan Pass, and to reach the valley which 
runs down to the Schlink Hilton we should contour to 
our left. With no sun and negligible wind, I had nothing 
but my hunches to go on. 

(Continued on page 16) 
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We covered some distance, staying high, until we 
found ourselves looking into another valley, and still it 
didn’t look right. 

“We’d better get down into this valley,” I said, “And 
follow it until we can figure out where in the hell we 
are.” 
“You mean to say we’re lost?” 
“You could put it that way.” 

“Shit a brick.” 

Neither of us possessed more than basic skills, but we 
handled the descent well enough, placing turns where 
necessary. We knew we could ill-afford to make    
craters in the snow, with the consequent loss of    
morale and momentum. Then we were down, and the 
location looked totally anonymous. We’d lost a fair bit 
of altitude, you could tell that because the creek 
threading the valley floor was more open than 
bridged, although the snow banks fringing it remained 
very deep. Snowgum wooded hillsides flanked a   
treeless plain: we could have been anywhere in the 
vast sub-alpine wilderness area of the Kosciuszko  
National Park. 

All we could do was keep on skiing, and we did. The 
snowscape had acquired the bluish tinge that let us 
know that evening was approaching. And we had 
nothing but the clothing on our backs, and a few extra 
layers. 

The textbooks say you can look for a wind scour in the 
lee of a boulder, and use that to survive. But we 
couldn’t see any boulders. The textbooks say you can 
survive in a hole in the snow, but we had nothing but 
our hands to dig with. We had no matches, and     
anyway attempts that I’d known to light and maintain 
a fire on deep snow had usually proven unsuccessful. 
To our credit we still held reserves of scroggin and 
water. However, hunger and thirst didn’t present the 
main threat to our survival. 

Hypothermia. They say it’s an easy way to go. Once 
you core temperature starts dropping, your brain slips 
free of its moorings, and you don’t feel a thing. But 
you must have to go through hell, before you reach 
that state of euphoric disassociation. 

All we could do was to keep on skiing, and we did. 
Only the silent and well-upholstered snowgum 
woods, and the sound of the creek in its deep trench, 
kept us company. The creek took a right-angled bend, 
then another. I stopped to consult the map. 

“Hey Mike, I know where we are now. And you won’t 

(Continued from page 15) believe this, but we’re a few hundred metres from Alpine 
Hut.” 

“Far out! Let’s go.” 

We glided on at full speed until a dark oblong appeared up 
ahead. We kicked away some snow from the doorway and 
let ourselves in. The hut’s barn-like interior welcomed us. 

Alpine Hut had everything we needed, and more. Matches, 
candles, firewood, food supplies in a rat-proofed cupboard, 
a billy or two, and even a stack of blankets. We spent a 
night as comfortable as any that I’d spent in a mountain 
hut, and we woke to the sight and sound of rain splattering 
the window. We groaned but we had to get out so we ate 
and enjoyed a brew, then put on our japara jackets and 
went for it. 

Our route took us uphill through snowgum forest, back-
slipping, herringboning and squelching on rain-softened 
snow. Then came an unpleasantly exposed open plateau. 
Wind-blown rain stung our faces as we forged ahead,     
descended to cross the still well-bridged Valentines River, 
passed by Mawsons Hut and picked up the route we’d   
followed yesterday. No, we did not discuss taking the short 
cut over Gungartan Pass, but kept sliding through the 
sludge, the river always close at hand, until we arrived at 
Valentines Hut. We entered, to find a party from the      
Canberra Alpine Club. We recounted our misadventure and 
they agreed that we’d enjoyed a lucky escape. They also 
pointed out that we must have passed close to Tin Hut, but 
since Tin Hut was currently buried, with only the chimney 
showing,  we could easily have missed it. 

The rain had eased to drizzle by the time we left Valentines, 
but wet army pants chafed unpleasantly as we strode on. 
“Wear only wool,” our mentors had told us, “it keeps its 
warmth even when wet.” Which may be true, but wet 
woolens weigh a ton and they sure as hell don’t feel good. 
We reached Duck Creek Saddle, then the Schlink Pass Road, 
then Schlink Pass itself, from where we double-poled down 
through snow that some would describe as “forgiving” to 
Whites River Hut. 

The party lodged therein greeted us with relief; they’d   
noticed the sleeping bags and other gear that we’d left on 
our bunks, and were poised to raise the alarm as soon as 
they got out that afternoon. They made room for us beside 
the fire, and wet army pants steamed as we enjoyed lunch 
and a brew before loading up our h-frame packs and 
launching on our last leg. 

The rain had stopped and cloud was spilling off the Rolling 
Ground into the valley, dark and baggy in contrast to the 
gossamer-thin cloud that portends a blizzard. The some-
what unwelcome feeling of “spring in the air” prompted us 

(Continued on page 17) 
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to shed gloves, beanies and jackets, and to roll up our 
sleeves as we slogged on. Still, the rain had barely made 
a dent in the snowpack, and anyway we were alive, we 
had lived to ski another day. 

On the zig-zag descent to the power station we could at 
last enjoy the ease of the well-softened snow in contrast 
to the iced-up tram tracks which we’d all too often    
encountered late in the day at this location. The melt 
had opened a couple of gravel patches near the bottom, 
but we steered past them and stayed on our skis right to 
the edge of the car park, where Mike’s VW stood ready 
to whisk us back to the world of the mundane. 

Alpine Hut burned to the ground in an accidental blaze in 
November 1979. By the late seventies, tents for snow 
camping had come onto the market and most ski tourers 
carried them and no longer relied totally on the huts for 
shelter. Today, huts are maintained chiefly for their  
heritage value, although they still stand ready to save 
someone’s life, should the need arise. 

(Continued from page 16) 
However, I can’t imagine anyone today experiencing 
anything quite like our misadventure in 1974. Apart 
from the ubiquity of navigational devices, diminished 
cover means that white-out is seldom total. Creeks re-
main open and there’s always something poking 
through the snow, a tussock, a rock, a shrub, to lend a 
visual clue. 

And we’re getting old and the seasons are shrinking and 
we read of sudden stratospheric warmings and record 
low sea ice in Antarctica, and traffic jams clog the       
Kosciuszko Road as more and more people chase less 
and less snow. And someday we’ll have nothing left to 
hang onto but the memory of a time when the blizzards 
blew for weeks on end, transforming the Alps into a 
magical, alien landscape where snow extended from 
horizon to horizon, a place where your skis could run 
and run, a place where you could lose yourself. 

 

Trevor Lewis 

Some photos of Alpine Hut, built 

in 1939 and burnt down in 1979. 
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My New Skis 
I bought some Fischer E99 skis 
around 2017 and these have been a 
fantastic ski, not too heavy and easy 
to ski on.  I have done many ski tours 
on them over the years. In August 
2025 I did a trip from Smiggins to 
Pipers Creek Hut with Penny Rossiter 
and Caroline Archer. We had      
morning tea near the hut then when 
I went to put my skis back on I      
noticed that the metal edges had 
broken and come loose and started 
protruding from the sides of one of 
the skis! I was able to push the metal 
edges back in and continue the ski 
trip. 
 
Later I put araldite along the side of 
the ski to help keep the metal edges 
in place and a year later I was still 
skiing on the E99 skis.  Occasionally 
the metal edge on one side of the 
skis would pop out and I would just 
keep pushing it back in and keep  
skiing. I knew this couldn’t continue 
and I would eventually have to     
purchase some new skis.  
 
Fischer E99 skis didn’t seem to be 
available in Australia any more so I 
started looking at skis at Mont, 
Rhythm and Wilderness Sports, but 
these were either too short, too wide 
or too heavy and not what I wanted. 
Jo-Anne Clancy put me on to a ski 
shop in France, Telemark-Pyrenees, 
who have a good collection of skis 
and who ship around the world. On 
their website they stocked Fischer 
Transnordic 66 skis, which were the 
new name for the E99 skis, and they 
were also having a 30% off summer 
sale. The 195cm length skis I wanted 
were in stock and selling for $370 
AUD, which is way cheaper than  
anything in Australia.  
 
I decided to take the plunge and  
purchase these skis along with     
Rottafella automatic bindings, which 

they fit for free. I provided my boot 
size and length to help them with the 
fitting of the bindings. The cost was 
skis ($370 AUD), bindings ($130) and 
shipping ($112), for a total of $612 
AUD, which I was very happy with. 
They indicated that shipping to    
Australia would take about 7 days, 
using DHL. My skis were shipped on 
Monday 24 August, and after going 
via Brussels, Amsterdam, Melbourne, 
Sydney and Fyshwick, they were  

delivered by DHL courier to my 
house a week later on 31 August.     
I got the exact skis that I wanted, at 
a great price and with fast delivery 
from overseas.  
 
I would definitely recommend the 
Telemark-Pyrenees store if you are 
looking for new skiing equipment. 
Their website is at: https://
www.telemark-pyrenees.com  
 
Alan Levy 

My E99’s with a metal edge problem! 

August 2025. 

The new Transnordic 66 skis with 

one of my old E99’s (above and  

below). They are virtually identical. 

August 2026. 

https://www.telemark-pyrenees.com
https://www.telemark-pyrenees.com
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For anyone interested in Masters World Cup skiing, some information documents have been placed on the ‘Members 

Only’ page on the Club website. 

On this page there is a ‘World Masters Skiing’ section which links to the following pdf documents: 

 Information Brochure for Participants 

             Provides a good overview of the Masters World Cup, past and future events, and detailed information for     

anyone from Australia interested in participating. 

 Masters World Cup XC Skiing, Tromso, Norway, 25 Feb to 5 Mar 27—

Information for Australian Participants 

              Detailed information about the next Masters World Cup being held in Tromso, Norway in February 2027. 

 

Masters World Cup XC Skiing 

Skistradamus is Back  
 

What a bad job my son did last year. He chose the more pessimistic forecast and missed what was going to be the end by  
9 days, but he also missed the late season snowfall that extended snow at Spencer’s Creek by more than 3 weeks.  
 

Son of Skistradamus is henceforth sacked and Skistradamus is taking back the forecasting. 
 

To recap, 2026 has been the worst season for 20 years, since the miserable year of 2006. There was a false start to the 
season, with a modest dump in early June that had all melted within a week.  
The Kościuszko Tour was cancelled, due to lack of snow.  
Cross-country ski week ended early, with Saturday’s Snowy Mountains Classic cancelled, again due to lack of snow.  
The Kangaroo Hoppet races were reduced to half-length loops of circuits at Falls Creek. 
 

Measured snow-depth peaked on 13 August 2026, at 94.5cm.  I thought this early in the season was unique, but in several 
other years the snow-depth peaked within a day or two of 13 August, so not a great factor in predicting the length of the 
season. Other seasons with early August peaks had top-up snowfalls later in the season, which kept the season going.  
However, this year the snow-depth has been on a steady decline since then with no sign of top-up snowfalls. The hardest 
part is picking when to anchor the decline.  
 

The last measurable snowfall was on 19 August 2026, with 
a measured depth of 90.2cm. 
A normal Spring decline would give 30 days of melting, to 
reach 0cm on 18 September 2026.  
 

Skistradamus’ prediction is that the snow, as measured by 
the Snowy-Hydro depth gauges at Spencer’s Creek, will be 
gone on 18 September 2026. 
 
Skistradamus 
8 September 2026  
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Snow Depth Charts 

The snow depth at Spencers Creek and Three Mile Dam this year compared to last year. As at 10 September the snow 

depth at Spencers Creek was 21.8 cm.   The snow depth at Three Mile Dam this year only reached 5cm! 

Comparison with 2006, the previous worst ever snow year. This season is much shorter.  
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 This year's peak depth was 94.5 cm on August 13, which was the third-lowest on record.  

 The peak snow depth has typically occured around the first week of September. In the 1950s, '60s and '70s, the  

average depth in the first week of September was more than 180 centimetres.  

 This year's 31.2 cm, as measured on September 3, is the lowest on record for the first week of September. 

 The 2026 season looks likely to be the shortest on record in terms of the duration of a measurable snowpack. 

 Unseasonable warmth throughout much of winter, as well as a lack of snow-bearing cold fronts led to the bad 

snow season. This was likely caused by: 

 El Niño 

 Lack of cold air with frontal systems 

While relatively brief bursts of cold weather did occur, prolonged cold spells were absent, with most cold fronts 

being pushed southwards by persistent blocking high pressure systems. 

 The positive Southern Annular Mode (SAM) in June 

The SAM is a climate driver which influences the north-south displacement of the belt of powerful winds which 

flow year-round from west to east over the Southern Ocean, relative to where it would normally be positioned 

at a given time of year. The strongly positive SAM in June meant that that the belt of westerlies was further 

south than usual.  

 Above average sea surface temperatures around Australia 

Sea surface temperatures in almost all Australian waters were warmer than average during winter. This helped 

fuel several rain events over the mountains at a time of year when snowfalls would be expected. 

 The underlying influence of climate change 

A comparison of this year with 1960, which had one of the deepest snowpacks and definitely one of the longest 

seasons.  
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Club Committee Contacts 
Position Name Email Phone 

President 

 

   

Vice President    

 

   

Secretary 

 

   

Treasurer 

 

   

Membership Secretary 

 

   

Tour Coordinator 

 

   

Kosciuszko Tour Coordinator 

 

   

Meeting Coordinator 

 

   

Newsletter Editor 

 

   

Webmaster    

Web: www.cccsc.asn.au 

Email: cccsccanberra@gmail.com 

Canberra Cross Country Ski Club 

Fun and fitness 

in the snow 

Club Safety Gear for use by Tour Leaders 

The Club has two Personal Locator Beacons (PLB), two GPS units and some first aid 

kits which are available free of charge to members leading Club ski tours.  

 

PLB (GME MT410G) 

Contact  Alan or Ken .  
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Social Meetings 2026 (All Welcome) 
 

Tuesday 22 September 2025 

Annual General Meeting, Photos & Socialising  

Please come along and have your say on how we can best run the Club, and vote in the new Club 

Committee. The AGM agenda items are on page 2 of the newsletter.  

Afterwards there will be a chance to socialise with food and drink and view photos from this ski 

season. 

This year the meetings will be held at the Hughes Community Centre, Hughes Place, Hughes, Canberra, from late May 

to late September,  on Tuesday nights.  One meeting will be held each month in May, June, July, August and             

September. Door opens at 7.30 pm for 7.45 pm start. Light refreshments will be provided.  
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A couple of articles about this year’s snow season: 

Just How Bad Is This Australian Ski Season? We Ran the Numbers on 73 Years of Data:                                             
https://snowbrains.com/just-how-bad-is-this-australian-ski-season/ 

Winter delivers record low snow and unprecedented warmth to Australian Alps: 

https://www.abc.net.au/news/2026-09-03/winter-delivers-record-low-snow-and-warmth-to-australian-
alps/107108342 

From the ABC website. 
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https://snowbrains.com/just-how-bad-is-this-australian-ski-season/
https://www.abc.net.au/news/2026-09-03/winter-delivers-record-low-snow-and-warmth-to-australian-alps/107108342
https://www.abc.net.au/news/2026-09-03/winter-delivers-record-low-snow-and-warmth-to-australian-alps/107108342
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Snowgum near the Porcupine Link Trail,  Wed 5 August. 


