
Ridge Walk Review – Liam Sullivan 
 

“I couldn’t walk properly for a week!” 
 
Having lived in WA for 6 years, I’d been 
wanting to do the famous “Ridge Walk” 
for some time.  I had of course read a 
few reviews and heard the odd 
comment that it was a challenging walk.  
However, as an Outdoor Education 
teacher, I often take those comments 
with a grain of salt, thinking that so 
many times before, a “challenging walk” 
has been run-of-the-mill.  So leading up 
to the walk, I didn’t do any extra 
training or planning and I went into the 
walk expecting challenging, but not 
difficult. I was also lucky enough to be 
walking with someone who’d walked it 
before, so I didn’t read any guidebooks 
beforehand either.  I wanted a bit of an 
adventure, so I was happy not to know 
too much before I went. 
 

 

 
We were short on time and planned to complete the walk in 3 days.  Looking at 
the map, I felt this was well within our capabilities and as it turned out, we 
finished it in just over 48 hours.  However, I couldn’t walk properly for a week 
afterwards! 
 
What I didn’t expect, was just how demanding the walk would be.   
 
We set off from the park’s western boundary about 1pm one November 
afternoon.  It was a hot day, the flies were friendly and the sandy track was fairly 
tough going with our laden packs (12 litres of water and enough food for three 
full days, plus the usual stove, fuel, tent, satellite phone, first aid, etc).  The climb 
up Ellen peak was steep, but not more than I was expecting for a “challenging” 
hike.  We set up camp on a small rock slab in the very cold and very windy saddle 
east of Ellen Peak.  I thought we’d had a good afternoon.  I was tired in that good 
way, after you’ve had a day on the track. 
 
I was clearly excited to finally be on “The Ridge” and woke up at first light (about 
4am) and jumped out of bed.  By 5:30am we were walking and we continued to 
walk until about 3:30pm, when we made camp just east of Moongoongoonderup, 
at a small little camp site with room for only a couple of small tents.  The day was 
stinking hot again and the walking turned out to be much harder than I expected.  
I knew there would be lots of up and down and I knew it would be steep at times, 
but I really didn’t expect it to be as hard as it was.   
 



With so many people walking the ridge, I honestly expected it to be a bit like a 
highway, with a well-worn track along much of the ridge and an obvious route if 
there was no track.  This is not really the case.  While there are obvious tracks to 
follow at times, there are also many times when there is no track or worse, 
several tracks.  We had perfect weather, so the navigation as such was not at all 
difficult.  What was difficult and time consuming, was picking the right route 
forwards (or often sideways and maybe backwards for a bit).   
 
You can’t just stay on the ridge as there are many occasions where this will bring 
you to a shear cliff.  So you need to pick your route.  I generally enjoy this kind of 
walking.  The downside though, is that you end up walking a lot further, as you 
often have to scout for the next way forward.  Sometimes you end up taking one 
of those routes that leads to a dead end and so you back-track a try again.  What 
makes it much harder on the ridge walk, is that it often entails walking down, 
back up and down and up again and the ups and downs are very steep and very 
blocky.  What this meant for me was, that just after lunch, after 8 hours on the 
track, my legs started to cramp up.  The sensible thing would be to find camp, 
rest up and set off early again the next morning, but I’m a bit too stubborn for 
that, so we pushed on.  The next 2 hours were slow as my legs began to protest 
more and more.  Our plan was to make Moongoongoonderup and I wasn’t 
stopping until we did. 
 
Day three we slept in till about 6am and headed off around 7.  It was another 
beautiful day and the walking didn’t look to bad.  Unfortunately, I had pushed a 
little too hard the day before and my legs were not that keen to move.  Up hill 
was ok, but down hill was agony!  I can’t remember moving so slowly before in 
my life and the last stretch from Bluff Knoll to the car park (all down hill of 
course) took forever.  It was on this final day in particular, that I was kicking 
myself for not bringing my walking sticks.  At one point we passed a day walker 
heading up to Bluff Knoll.  He was possibly twice my age (I’m 40) and he was 
moving pretty slowly, but at least he had a walking stick! 
 
The walk itself is stunning!  
With the near perfect weather 
that we had, we experienced 
amazing views and there were 
still many wildflowers on the 
ridge to enhance our 
experience.  12 litres of water 
turned out to be just enough for 
48 hours on the ridge.  We did 
find the water tank that’s up 
there and it had plenty of clean 
water, but I wouldn’t be keen to 
rely on it after a dry summer. 
 

 

 
 



In poor weather conditions (which are frequent on the ridge) this walk would be 
a lot more challenging and potentially dangerous if due care was not taken.  In 
fact, some of the routes we took, which seemed to be the main way people 
walked, were a little sketchy for novice walkers, even in clear conditions. 
 
I can thoroughly recommend this as one of the great walks to do in Australia.  
Just make sure you have plenty of time, loads of water, good navigation skills and 
are prepared for extremes in hot, cold, wet and dry … and don’t forget your 
walking sticks! 
 
 
 
 

 


