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Another winter season, and 
another year of living with and 
adapting to the effects of Covid. 
This season has started well, 
with significant visitors to the 
resorts and the Jindabyne 
area generally, suggesting a 
better and more successful 
season for everyone who lives 
in, shares and enjoys the alpine 
regions. With continuing good 
management and adherence 
to the guidelines, season 2021 
shows great promise allowing 
alpine and snowsports lovers 
to reconnect with this unique 
environment.

A new Committee was elected 
in early 2021, and we welcome 
Dianne Cree as Secretary and 
Jan Glover also. Recognition 
of the significant contributions 
of several members has also 
occurred, with Life Membership 
awarded to Philip Woodman, 
Pamela Woodman and Peter 
Southwell-Keely. In its 14th 
year, the Society thanks Philip 
and Pamela as initiators of the 
Society, and for their tireless 
work as President and Secretary 
throughout that time. With other 
retiring Committee members, 
including Chris Brangwin whose 
wonderful contribution is also 
acknowledged, they remain 
actively involved on several 
subcommittees, which is where 
so much of the work is done.

Publishing works that capture the 
stories of the people, the events 
and the places of historical 
importance, both large and 
small, in the Perisher Range 
area remains a core reason for 
the existence of the Society. 
The greater reach and exposure 
of the Society and its activities 
will, however, be increasingly 
focused on our website and on 
social media platforms. A very 
active subcommittee deals with 
these areas and is progressing 
with many and exciting initiatives 
that will become apparent as the 
year progresses. The website 
has already had a number of 
changes and innovations made, 
and you are encouraged to 
visit it again, and to bookmark 
it as a favourite. See www.
perisherhistory.org.au. We thank 
our wonderful Web Designer, 
Vergil Iliescu, for his guidance 
and professionalism.

Our good friends at Thredbo 
have recently changed the name 
of their Society to Thredbo Alpine 
Museum Inc. and its website can 
be located through our website’s 
‘Links’ button, or go to www.
thredboalpinemuseum.org.
au. Thredbo is celebrating the 
100th year of a living legend of 
Australian skiing, Frank Prihoda, 
our oldest Olympian. Look out 
for more on this remarkable man 
in due course, and our warm 
best wishes to Frank.

http://perisherhistory.org.au
mailto:info%40perisherhistory.org.au?subject=
http://www.perisherhistory.org.au
http://www.perisherhistory.org.au
http://www.thredboalpinemuseum.org.au
http://www.thredboalpinemuseum.org.au
http://www.thredboalpinemuseum.org.au
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Hotel Kosciusko: The history 
and legacy of Australia’s first 
planned alpine resort
by Donald A. Johnston

THE CREEL HISTORY
Author Donald Johnston is 
gathering information on the 
history of The Creel lodging 
house that stood on the banks 
of the Thredbo River for 60 
years. He would like to hear 
from anyone who has stories or 
photographs of the Creel prior 
to 1966 when it was closed in 
anticipation of the flooding of 
Lake Jindabyne in 1967.
Built in 1907, the “ Creel at 
Thredbo” rapidly became 
popular as a year-round 
destination shared by alpine 
tourists, skiers and  trout 
fishermen. Its riverside ambiance 
and modest accommodation 
facilities were regularly patronised 
by medicos, judges, artists, 
writers and poets. 
The publication captures the 
Creel’s operational life over 
six decades, recording its 
management and staff, along 
with narrating the social history 
of its guests, their stories and 
memorabilia.
Please contact Donald Johnston 
via email, info@perisherhistory.
org.au or phone 0412 428 207.

PERISHER CUP
Saturday 11 September 2021

Enquiries to:
Kim Easdale 0412 851 615

Philip Woodman 0488 159 888
Perisher Cup is a team event 

consisting of three activities – a 
slalom race, a jump and a cross 

country relay. 
https://www.facebook.com/

PerisherCup
PERISHER CUP HISTORY

The results of nearly all Perisher 
Cup competitions can be found 

on our website at
https://perisherhistory.org.au/

perisher-cup-results/

Reprinted by popular demand - 
order now to ensure you have a 
copy!  Complete the form at: 
https://perisherhistory.org.au/
hotel-kosciusko-order-form/

Australian Olympians and 
Paralympians, as well as World 
Cup and World Championship 
top 3 place getters, across 
all disciplines, continue to be 
recognised by Snow Australia 
with the award of the Snow 
Australia Medal. Launched in 
June 2020, this recognition of 
Australia’s best past and present 
athletes can be located on the 
Snow Australia website (www.
snow.org.au) or go to the ‘Links’ 
button on our website.
Regrettably, the Annual Dinner 
had to be cancelled again this 
year due to the restrictions and 
difficulties imposed by Covid, but 
at the time of writing, we intend 
to hold the regular ‘Hello in the 
Snow’ function at Marritz on 
Tuesday 10 August 2021. This 
was also cancelled last year, and 
it will be good to again connect 
with the NSW XC community 
during Perisher XC Race Week. 
More details can be found on the 
website.
Ashley Blondel, President

It’s on again
INVITATION

To socialise with other skiers 
 and PHS members over a  

drink and canapes
Come and say

“HELLO IN THE SNOW”
At Marritz Hotel

Tuesday 10 August 2021
at 4:00 pm
Hosted by

Perisher X-Country and  
Perisher Historical Society

A XC Ski Week event
Contact 

Wayne Pethybridge -  
Perisher XC - 0431 285 566 

Philip Woodman - PHS -  
0488 159 888

DIARY DATES

mailto:info@perisherhistory.org.au
mailto:info@perisherhistory.org.au
https://perisherhistory.org.au/perisher-cup-results/
https://perisherhistory.org.au/perisher-cup-results/
http://www.snow.org.au
http://www.snow.org.au
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Ski Tuning Maestro
This article first appeared in 
the July 2019 issue of ‘Snowy 
Mountains Magazine’.  Since 
then Adi has retired and sold the 
business to Nathan Clough who 
had worked with Adi for the last 
20 winters.
When Perisher ski tuning 
maestro Adi Mayer first arrived 
in Australia it was for six months 
before returning to Austria.
“I worked for Stolz ski boot 
manufacturer and they needed 
somebody to foam boots and I 
only originally come out for six 
months, four months work and 
few months holiday in Australia,” 
said Adi.
“They talked me into staying in 
the summer and tune all their 
hire skis.” 
He now estimates he has tuned 
over two hundred thousand 
pairs of skis at his shop Adi’s 
Waxatorium in Perisher where he 
has been for 47 years.
This season he has taken 
possession of a brand new state 
of the art Montana automated 
tuning machine, the first one of 
its kind outside Europe, and can 
now tune 30-40 skis per hour.
Adi said he started out at 
Perisher working for the 
company in the 1970s in boot 
and ski hire.
 “They would get their boots 
and then go to the next building 
outside of the number 1 T-bar 
(now Mitchell T-Bar) for their 
skis,” said Adi.
“The good old days where we 
were in the pit, with people 
stepping on your fingers when 
they were stepping into their 
skis.”

“1972 I started with just hand 
filing and a little sand grinding 
machine, that’s all I had.”
“In 1977 I approached the 
company and they realised they 
needed a tuning place and they 
agreed, so I am still here, I am 
still doing it.”
Since the mid 1980s Adi has had 
five state-of-the art machines, 
what he calls “robots”, but said 
he has never looked back from 
arriving in the Snowy Mountains.
His home region Villach has 
an excellent ski pedigree - the 
legendary Franz Klammer and 
Sochi Winter Olympic downhill 
champion Matthias Mayer reside 
in the same small town, Afritz 
am See, where Adi grew up with 
Matthias’ grandparents.

Now though he is firmly 
entrenched working in the 
Perisher Centre during winter 
and living in Jindabyne.
Each day he loads the machine 
which does a full tune on skis 
and snowboards, including 
settings for different base 
structures and race tuning. He 
then checks them and waxes the 
skis and snowboards and they 
are ready.
On his wall in the downstairs 
arcade shop there are some 
old photos of his early days, a 
long way from the new Montana 
machine that is a modern 
standout in the shop.
“I went from a Goggomobil to a 
Rolls Royce,” said Adi.

You can read more articles plus the Snowy Mountains Magazine Online 
Digital Edition at www.snowymagazine.com.au

Adi with his new state-of-the art Montana machine for the 
2019 season. Photo: Steve Cuff.

The ‘good old days’ with Adi tuning.

http://www.snowymagazine.com.au
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The Perisher Ski Jump

Ski jumping has been practised 
from the time skiing commenced 
in Australia. Over the years 
jumps of various types have 
been constructed at Kiandra, 
the Hotel Kosciusko, Guthega, 
Cabramurra, Perisher, and the 
Chalet. The Chalet was the site 
of NSW ski jumping until the 
fifties, when two ski jumps were 
built at Guthega by the Selmer 
Norwegian Ski Club. In 1958 a 
jump was built at Cabramurra 
and was used for a couple of 
years for state and national 
championships. In 1962 National 
and Interstate Jumps were held 
on a site between Perisher Valley 
and Smiggin Holes. This was a 
jump prepared from snow on 
the site. Insufficient snow cover 
of obstacles on landing and 
out-run caused crashes and 
injuries including five broken ribs, 
torn tendons and badly twisted 

knee. As a consequence, the 
competitors refused to jump 
again at Smiggins until a proper 
jump had been built. 
This led to the formation of the 
NSW Nordic Committee with 
Kurt Lance as initial President. 
The Nordic Committee 
recommended the construction 
of a permanent jump between 
Perisher and Smiggins and this 
was supported by the NSW Ski 
Council.
The 45-m jump was finally 
completed on Mt Piper in 1967 
at a cost of $12,000, but there 
was insufficient snow for its use. 
It was used for the first time 
in 1968 for the NSW Nordic 
Championships, Anton Sherman 
winning with a jump of 39 m. In 

1969 and 1970 the jump was 
not used due to poor snow 
and/or poor conditions. It was 
used in 1971 for both NSW and 
Australian Championships. The 
jump was last used in 1972 and 
demolished in 1976.
Ref ‘Highway to Heaven: A 
History of Perisher and the Ski 
Resorts along the Kosciuszko 
Road’ by Peter Southwell-Keely, 
2013. pp186-9
Photos by Brian Mahoney
Note: the site of the former 
jump is listed on the ski jumping 
website at:
http://www.skisprungschanzen.
com/EN/Ski+Jumps/AUS-Australia/
NSW-New+South+Wales/

http://www.skisprungschanzen.com/EN/Ski+Jumps/AUS-Australia/NSW-New+South+Wales/Perisher+Valley/1574/
http://www.skisprungschanzen.com/EN/Ski+Jumps/AUS-Australia/NSW-New+South+Wales/Perisher+Valley/1574/
http://www.skisprungschanzen.com/EN/Ski+Jumps/AUS-Australia/NSW-New+South+Wales/Perisher+Valley/1574/
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by Brian Mahoney
My bones, blanched by the 
elements, stand at Pipers Gap, 
the gateway to Perisher Valley, 
NSW.
I tower over the stunted, twisted 
snow gums – alone when the 
snow is swirling around me, and 
alone when it has gone. A few 
skiers come to wonder at me 
and hear the eerie lament of the 
wind blowing through me.
My creators were men who 
came from Nordic countries … 
men with grand dreams…men 
who wished to fly.
They were familiar with others 
of my species – creatures three, 
four times larger than I – in their 
homelands. Their fervour to bring 
the breed to this great Southland 
was enough to convince those of 
the N.S.W. Ski Council to breathe 
life into me, despite a burgeoning 
cost which totalled $13,700 by 
the time I was fully grown.
My creators believed many men 
of daring in this young country 
would be willing to take up the 
challenge I posed, but few came 
forward. I’ve only been used a 
dozen or so times between 1968 
and 1972, and in that time only 
by a handful of regulars. The 
height of my brief career came in 
1971 when a visiting Norwegian 
champion set my record at 52m.
They call me a white elephant… 
but really that is a little 
inappropriate. At least I deserve 
to the called a white mammoth, if 
not mastodon.
Even before I rose over the 
scraggy snow gums, there were 
already those who had already 
convicted me to extinction. Some 
mocked me, saying I would be 

a “killer jump”, that no-one in 
their right mind would dare come 
near me. When I was built, they 
complained that my bolts would 
rust, ice would split my timbers, 
and that I sway disconcertingly in 
high wind.
Well, come and look at me – 
I’m still solid enough to stand 
for many more years. As for 
swaying, even skyscrapers do 
it – we all have to have our fun 
sometimes! And jumpers would 
never hold a jump competition in 
high winds.
But I must admit even the best 
jumpers say I should never have 
been built in the place I am, and 
that for the money, they could 
have had six smaller earth jumps.
The beginning of the end came 
when they put corrugated iron 
hoops on the slope below me, 
to improve the outrun. The 
Kosciusko State Park Trust 
insisted the hoops be covered 
with earth and revegetated. 
Although the NSW ski Council 
got cheaper quotes, the KSPT 
insisted its sub-contractor get 
the job. I had already sent the 

NSWSC deep into debt, so it 
decided, in view of my minimal 
use, not to spend any more on 
me.
My death warrant was signed 
in 1972. I was closed down and 
handed over to the KSPT to be 
torn down. Luckily, that hasn’t 
happened yet, and I live like a 
convict on Death Row, hoping 
for a reprieve. Hoping maybe a 
dedicated band of jumpers might 
spring onto the scene and keep 
me intact.
But my fate is almost 100 per 
cent certain. I will no doubt 
become firewood for the 
lodges in Perisher Valley …. 
Glowing coals into which a new 
generation will probably stare in 
contemplation at the end of their 
day on the slopes and dream 
new and greater dreams…

Reprinted from the ‘Australian Ski 
Year Book 1975’.

The White Elephant
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A great many books have 
been written on how to learn 
ski ing, and I feel that it is only 
fair that the opposing school  of 
thought should now be given a 
chance. For surely it is just as 
important to know how not to 
learn a thing if you are interested 
in not doing it as to learn how to 
do it if you are interested in doing 
it.
Of course there is no doubt that 
the man who definitely does 
not want to learn something 
must be a fellow of iron will and 
stern resolve. For while there 
are few people in the world who 
will go out of their way to help 
you not to learn something, the 
entire universe seems to be full 
of persons - there is no other 
word for them- persons who 
are forever trying to persuade 
you to learn something which 
is-when you come to look at 
it dispassionately- remarkably 
useless.
My friend Snuffit, for instance, is 
a man of iron character.
Now, from what Snuffit tells 
me, he was having breakfast 
the other day - I think he  said 
breakfast - it might have been 
dinner, but the point is that 
whatever it was, he was having 
it when he opened a letter from 
a mutual friend of  ours - a ski 

How Not to Learn Skiing
by   A. H.  d’Egville

enthusiast- which, if I am to 
believe my friend Snuffit, ran 
somewhat as follows (the letter, 
that is, not this mutual friend) -
“My dear Snuffit (it may just have 
been ‘Dear Snuffit,’ I can’t be 
certain), I am contemplating a 
ski-ing holiday in the Laurentians 
next January. Why not come 
along with me and see the great 
open spaces where men are 
men and women, also, wear 
trousers? The clear, clean, crisp 
air of winter will undoubtedly do 
you a great deal of good, and 
I am sure that the skiing will 
thrill you in a manner you are 
never likely to forget.” The letter 
terminated in the usual fashion. 
It was either “ your’s sincerely ,” 
or “yours very sincerely”; I cannot 
be certain on this point.
My friend’s answer was 
characteristic. He showed me 
a copy. (Snuffit always keeps 
copies of all his letters on 
principle. I forget what  principle, 
but I  don’t  think it matters.) “My 
dear Wimblesnitch,” it ran, “I am 
in receipt of your letter of the 16th 
ult., in which you invite me to 
share with you what are - to you 
the delights of a skiing holiday in 
the Laurentians, wherever they 
are. My good man, surely you 
know me better than to imagine 
that at my time of life I should 
extract any enjoy ment from 
clattering about the countryside 
on a pair of ridiculous planks, 
clad in the customar y buffoonish 
costume affected by the red- 
blooded winter outdoorsman? 
As a matter of fact, I did once 
attempt to pass an idle hour on 

these undignified contraptions, 
and was irritated beyond 
measure to find that they turned 
up at one end and not at the 
other. I was informed by the ski 
in structor that this was to make 
them slide forward more easily. 
When I tell you that I myself 
found far less difficulty in sliding 
backwards than for wards, 
you will be able to imagine 
my opinion of this devastating 
means of progression. Do not 
think me rude, my dear fellow, 
nor ungrateful, when I say that 
wild horses would not get me 
out on such completely futile 
appliances.
“As for the clean, clear, crisp air, 
I hate the sight of it, and nothing 
is more distasteful to me than 
the wide open spaces. I have 
invariably found them to be the 
draughtiest places of all, and 
women in trousers I consider 
as undignified as men in skirts. 
Hoping to visit you in hospital on 
your return, I remain, etc., etc.”
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Now there’s strength of mind 
for you! The average man would 
have allowed himself to be 
bullied into the thing out of sheer 
weakness.

Another way of not learning 
skiing is to refrain from buying 
ski. Indeed, many find this the 
best of all ways, for the simple 
reason that if you have no ski you 
can’t ski. I believe this fact to be 
indisputable - as all facts are – if 
they are facts. Steadfastly refuse 
to invest in a pair of ski and you 
are safe, but once you weaken 
and buy a pair   even ever such a 
little pair you are doomed. Hearty 
men and women will slap you 
on the back in that unpleasantly 
vigorous way generally 
associated with such monsters 
and before you know where you 
are, if not sooner, they will have 
you out on them and climbing 
some completely useless slope 
for no better reason than to 
come down it again.
In the face of much temptation, 
the person intent on not learning 
to ski may find it necessary to 
have a good set of excuses 
ready to avoid trouble and 
endless explanations. Among the 
excuses in use among the most 
ardent non-skiers are:-

1. Violent indigestion, verging on 
gasritis or even appendicitis.

2. One leg much shorter than 
the other, or one leg much 
longer.

3. Being the sole support of an 
aged mother.

4. Keeping oneself fit for the 
next war.

5. Inability to stand the effects of 
snow down the back of the 
neck.

6. Strong objection to knocking 
down trees on account of 
harmful effect of reckless de-
afforestation.

Should the enthusiastic non-
skier at any time feel that he 
needs mental encouragement in 
his anti-ski attitude, there is no 
better way than to betake oneself 
to a practice slope, where the 
resounding thuds of the human 
anatomy upon the unrelenting 
snow, with the consequential 
loss of prestige and balance, 
rend the air and shake the 
lower strata of the mountains 
to their very foundations. Or 
perhaps he might stand for an 
idle hour at the finishing point 
of some 50-kilometre race and 
watch the exhausted, limp and 
gasping forms of the racers as 
they pass the posts too worn-
out and damp from perspiration 
to wonder what pleasure they 
imagined they were getting by 
running this ludicrous distance 
with two boards strapped to their 
feet.
Indeed, it may be said with safety 
that nothing will do the anti-skier 
more good than witnessing 
the discomfort of these self-
sacrificing mortals trying to look 
as though they had had a great 
day.

Reprinted from the  
‘Australian Ski Year Book 1933’.
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by Margaret Gifford (nee Allen)

Before the days of downhill and 
slalom, ex ploration was the 
skiers’ main aim. No one knew 
what happened beyond that 
mountain, and over that saddle, 
so the pioneers set off to find 
out. They explored every hill and 
valley near the Hotel Kosciusko 
and eventually struck out for 
the Main Range. They travelled 
through blizzards, deep snow, 
and icy conditions, wearing 
gumboots and Kiandra skis. 
They carried clothing and food in 
sugarbags tied to their shoulders 
with rope.
The Summit of Mount Kosciusko 
was conquered for the first time 
in winter, shortly before the first 
World War. It was done in three 
stages, spending two nights 
at Bett’s Camp. Total distance 
about 32 miles.
A few years later skiing 
equipment started to arrive 
from Norway and the talk was 
of ash and hickory, kandahar 
bindings, and waxes, telemarks 
and christiania turns. Skiing 
had become an art as well as 
a sport. Soon the trip to the 
Summit and back was done 
in one day, and the Summit 
trophy was competed for each 
year. First the time was about 
15 hours, but when I went to 
Kosciusko in 1919 the record 
had been cut to 11 hours 35 
minutes. Unfortunately records of 
the early trips to the Summit of 
Mount Kosciusko were lost when 
the trophy was destroyed in the 
Hotel fire in 1951.
Our group which always 
occupied B. sitting room in the 
old Hotel was headed by Bertie 

A Woman to the Top

Schlink. We had broken with the 
Kosciusko Alpine Club, and were 
forming a club of our own, to be 
called the Ski Club of Australia.
The first bright idea, conceived 
in B. Sitting room for the honour 
of the new Club was to get a 
woman to the top. I was to be 
the victim! This was my first 
season at Kosciusko, but I had 
had two weeks at Klosters 
in 1914. At the end of it I had 
climbed to the Parsenn Hut on 
skis - there was no railway then 
- and tumbled my way down the 
famous run to Kubles, in thick 
mist. Now, nicknamed The Pony, 
I was trained like one and taken 
for 8 and 10 mile trips. In the 
evenings the talk would be of 
past records and times. “Do you 
remember when we took ‘Old 
Shorny’ to the Top”, Bertie would 
say. “If we hadn’t had those pills 
he might have died on us. How 
Iong did we take on that section? 
Oh! We can cut 15 minutes off 
that.” In a corner by the fire I 
listened and quaked!
On August 4th 1919 Bertie 
Schlink, Eric Fisher and I left 
the Hotel at 6 a.m. The men 
carried far too much food and 
drink and their rucksacks were 
unnecessarily heavy. I had only 
my camera. The morning was 
perfect and I can remember the 
crisp crunch of the snow and the 
dawn glow on the mountain tops 
as we trudged up to Daner’s 
Gap and along Piper’s Creek. 
Betts Camp was reached at 8.32 
a.m.
Between Betts and Charlotte, 
Eric fell and broke a ski. There 
was much discussion, but no 

thought of giving up the trip. We 
left him our only mending outfit 
and he limped forlornly back to 
Betts where we knew a party 
was arriving later in the day to 
meet us on our return journey. I 
picked up his pack and carried 
it to the top of Charlotte Pass 
where we left it, meaning to eat a 
meal later.
Snow conditions seldom remain 
the same throughout a long trip, 
and now, beyond the Pass, they 
became very icy and difficult. As 
I edged along the steep slopes 
overlooking the Snowy Valley, my 
skies slithered and skidded as I 
tried to get a grip with their worn 
wooden edges. My ankles ached 
and the hot sun made me very 
tired, while my slow progress 
made Bertie bad tempered. On 
a particularly sharp corner of 
ice, below Ram’s Head, I stuck 
completely, only my right stick 
seemed to be preventing me 
from sliding down into the valley 
far below. “Bertie come back,” 
I cried pitifully, ‘’I’m not used to 
this!” “Come on and don’t be a 
fool,” was all I got. And I came. 
(Later I complained of his brutal 
behaviour and he replied, “If I 
had been nice to you, you would 
have sat down and cried, and 
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then you would really have been 
in trouble!”)
At Rawsons Pass, below the 
Summit, l fixed my Swiss skins, 
which I had carried tied to my 
waist, onto my skies.  Bertie 
chafed at delay and went off to 
zigzag up the last climb of 500 
ft. With the skins I could walk 
practically straight up, so we 
arrived at the top together.
All tiredness left us in the 
excitement of being there. The 
view was superb and we took 
photographs of each other at the 
Cairn holding banner given us by 
the hotel manager. _We  nibbled 
at a sandwich but it was far too 
dry and soggie to eat so it was 
thrown to the birds.
We arrived arrived ahead of 
schedule, but wasted 30 
minutes on the Summit as I 
was not greatly worried about 
time. Getting there was all that 
mattered. We left at 12.50.
The trip back to Charlottes 
seemed easy, but there I picked 
up Eric’s rucksack. Bertie 
wanted carry both, but I fought 
him over that. That proved to 
be the straw that nearly broke 
camel’s back. It felt like a ton. 
Up the last to hill to Betts my 
limbs moved  mechanically, but 
my skiis advanced by inches. 
Friends ran out to meet us and 

I remember being helped off my 
skies, onto a bunk and being 
given hot drinks. It was just 
3 o’clock and a record so far. 
Bertie gulped down something 
stronger and went straight on. 
He had been a wonderful leader 
and strength and his spirit were 
indomitable. His totaI time from 
the hotel and back, 32 miles, 
was 10 hours 50 minutes. A new 
record.
I rested for about half an hour 
and rose feeling refreshed. 
The Betts party were not ready 
to leave so I put on my skies 
and set off alone. In the late 
afternoon conditions were 
perfect and my skies sizzled over 
the crisp snow.  There was not a 
person to be seen during those 
eight miles, but I had never felt 
so happy and exhilerated. 1 
walked into the hotel, unnoticed, 
at 5.50 p.m. My time was 11 
hours 50, just over the old 
record, but the record of being 
the first was mine.
At the celebration party that night 
Bertie was in a jubilant mood. 
“Have another cocktail 
Margaret?” 
“No thank you. But could I have 
the cherry?” 
 “Waiter! Bring Miss Allen a 
whole bottle full of cherries!”
So ended our combined effort.

The Summit record was broken 
many times in the following 
years. Doris Pitt cut 10 minutes 
off my time in I920. Ashleigh 
Davey was the first man to do 
the trip by moonlight, when he 
cut the time by over an hour. 
Joyce Finlayson was. I think, 
the only other woman to try, 
and travelling at night, put up a 
wonderful new woman’s record. 
These people and many others 
must have most interesting tales 
to tell and perhaps one day they 
too will write them down.
Reprinted from the ‘Australian Ski 
Year Book 1970’.

Allen family photo album documenting Margaret’s Trip to the Summit
Image courtesy State Library of NSW

Margaret Gifford
Margaret, Lady Gifford (nee Allen) 
(1896-1980), was the daughter 
of Sydney solicitor, Arthur Allen. 
Like her father, she was a keen 
photographer.  She was also 
a skilled horsewoman, drove 
a 1923 Studebaker and took 
flying lessons.  In 1914 she skied 
in Switzerland with family and 
friends.  She also travelled to 
Scotland, Europe and India.  In 
1939 she married Lord Gifford, 
who had been ADC to Sir Philip 
Game, when he was Governor of 
NSW, and moved to the UK.

Editor’s Note
The first winter ascent of Mount 
Kosciuszko was in 1897 via the 
Thredbo Valley (see Issue 25).  
The first winter ascent along 
the Kosciuszko Road was by Dr 
Schlink’s party in 1910. 
The Ski Club of Australia was 
formed in 1920.
Schlink’s 1919 time was not 
recognised as a new record 
because he arrived ahead of the 
rest of his party.
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The 1950s and 60s at Charlotte Pass
by Jan Glover

Beginners at the Chalet Ski School 
learned the hard way by walking 
(herringboning or sidestepping) up the 
slope. And of course it was essential 
to learn to do a kick turn in order to  
change direction on a steep slope.
School holidays were in early September 
- perfect for sunny days and spring 
skiing.

In 1946, the NSW Government Tourist Bureau 
purchased two light cargo carriers (Weasels) 
from the Australian Army for the Kosciusko 
Chalet. These interesting vehicles transported 
skiers to the Chalet for many years. It could 
be a long and slow journey from Smiggins to 
Charlotte Pass, especially if the tracks came off 
the vehicle. If the canvas windows were closed 
to prevent ice and snow landing inside on the 
passengers, the engine fumes tended to fill the 
cabin. 
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Using the rope tow involved wearing an 
old army belt with a ‘nutcracker’ attached. 
The nutcracker was flipped open, put 
over the moving rope, then quickly 
closed to grab the rope. Up the slope 
there were several large metal pulleys, 
and the nutcracker held the rope whilst 
it advanced over the pulleys. The pulleys 
were at various heights, depending on 
snow depth. At Pulpit Rock the tow rope 
could be fairly high above the ground and 
lightweight skiers could dangle in the air 
for a period before having to line up and 
get their nutcracker over the pulley.

A popular year for pink - the 
Chalet with its distinctive 
diamond pattern,  
and the pink KAC lodge in 
the background with green 
roof.

The big snow year of 1956 -   
a view from KAC lodge  

looking up the Woodrun.

School holiday races at the Chalet c1960.  
Young racers can be seen wearing old army 

belts with nutcrackers attached..  



PERISHER HISTORICAL SOCIETY

NEWSLETTER Issue 26 Winter 202112

1

2

4There were many wonderful and interesting characters at the Chalet 
in those days. Brian Davidson was an excellent skier and could 
also be seen behind the bar. Ski instructor Adam often terrified the 
ladies with his teaching techniques, but he was also admired for his 
dare-devil antics like skiing through flaming hoops of fire. We were in 
awe of the skiing skills of instructors Sasha, Helmet, Heli, Larry and 
others.
The Chalet provided a fold-out card for autographs, which the 
children duly asked everyone in sight to sign each year.  The 
attractive card in the shape of the Chalet, was also used as a menu 
card.


