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The Great Oz Walkabout
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by 

Edmund J Steele

Australia  June

June 1, 2013

This morning we left the Sandfire roadhouse in the cold and rain, with a forbidding black sky behind and a clearing sky ahead. We turned on the bus heater for perhaps the second time ever and drove the flat plains to Broome. As we approached Broome, the clouds began to thin and we even saw a few rays of sunshine. We have a dinner date this evening with Darrel and Liz who are still camping at the Cable Beach Caravan park. Liz doesnt drink alcohol so we instantly nominated her as our designated driver for the evening. The restaurant we ate at was BYO which is Australian for BYOB. After we ordered, I slipped across the road to pick up some beer from the bottle shop directly opposite the restaurant. We were surprised to learn that although the restaurant does not have a license to sell alcoholic beverages, it nevertheless pays the government for a license to enable its customers to imbibe their own alcohol on the premises.

June 2, 2013

Today was a down day. The clouds followed us from the west producing overcast skies and threatening rain but nevertheless we stayed dry. Annette caught up on her laundry whilst I manage to check the tire pressures. We have driven the bus almost 20,000 kilometers since we bought it and it will need another oil change soon. 

The big news of the day was that daughter Marian has worked out that she can visit us in Australia. She has a complicated and busy schedule but the bottom line is that she flies into Darwin next Monday.

June 3, 2013

We set off this morning for Darwin and immediately regretted using the heater on the previous leg. The front bus heater is now leaking radiator fluid into the passenger wheel-well, probably from the temperature adjusting valve. Annoying but not fatal. We will top up the radiator and fix this later.
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Monitor lizard
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Checking us out after Annette follows him into bush

We headed east and most exciting part of the drive was passing a very large monitor lizard on the side of the road. I braked to a halt and then reversed about 80 yards along the side of the road. The lizard had watched me do this before turning abruptly into the bush. We both jumped out and I spotted the grass stalks waving about 40 feet away. Annette charged into the bush with her camera, snapping pictures as she went and with me not too far behind. This was a very large monitor lizard, maybe 5 1/2 feet long and he (she?) first turned and glowered at us before raising itself on its hind legs with the front legs off the ground. It had a long snake-like tongue which it whipped angrily and a frill that it lowered from its throat. We were duly impressed - a spectacular creature!

Our destination for the day was Fitzroy Crossing and we were denied space at the Crossing Inn where we had stayed outbound, since it was full to capacity. We were directed to the Fitzroy River Lodge and although this place lacked the ambiance of the Crossing Inn, it made up for this by providing one of the best meals we have enjoyed in Australia. We finally got to celebrate our anniversary!

June 4, 2013

A long driving day to the town of Kununurra. We have an appointment Friday morning in Darwin to get the bus serviced and we needed to make up some kilometers. A good trip nonetheless with pleasant scenery - flat plains to Halls Creek and then hills and mesas as we passed by the Bungle Bungle ranges. Annette played her Gday wave road game with the oncoming traffic and her game has now reached a boggling level of complexity. She will need a small book to detail her game rules and she uses a bewildering array of different colored counters (derived from household bottle caps) that keep track of her scoring system. Playing the game is fun and serves the purpose of helping us both to stay alert as we navigate the hazards of outback driving.
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Termites around the bottle tree grove
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Annettes wave counters

June 5, 2013

We rolled across the border from Western Australia back into the Northern Territory, barely slowing down for the transit. Annette had been force feeding me oranges and tangerines for the past few miles, so that they wouldnt have to be thrown away and it either wasnt necessary on this route, or we were so overdosed with vitamin C, we bypassed any agricultural checkpoint.

The sunny day continued with rolling terrain and then we followed the valley of the Victoria River, past the Victoria River roadhouse where we went crocodile fishing with beer cans just a few weeks ago. This was a truly beautiful drive and we stopped for the night at the town of Katherine, astride the Stuart Highway.
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A dingo crosses the highway
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Cathedral termite mounds

[image: img7.jpg]

Ibis

June 6 through June 11, 2013

This past week was slow as we both serviced the bus and prepared to meet daughter Marian in Darwin. We began by continuing our journey north from Katherine and as we drove, the outside temperatures began to rise, plus there was a noticeable increase in humidity. The coolant leak from the bus heater had increased dramatically over the last few miles but we kept the radiator topped up and made it in to the caravan park in Palmerston without overheating.

The following day the bus was serviced and the heater problem temporarily patched by plugging the heater hoses. We dont need the heater working in this climate and will get the heater repaired properly, somewhere down the road. We next moved a little closer to Darwin with a goal of buying some bedding for Marian. We needed a sleeping pad plus camp bag, as there is just floor space for these plus room to access the en-suite potty in the middle of the night without disturbing everyone. Annette keeps muttering darkly that, Its better than tent camping!.

Saturday in New Mexico and Marians flight took off, bound for Los Angeles and then Sydney. For us in Darwin, it was already Sunday and we entertained ourselves by attending the weekly toad races. The races were organized by Thommo, a retired comic and seasonal resident of the caravan park. The event was held at the park swimming pool, conveniently adjacent to the bar and participants placed $5 bets on cane toads that had been identified with large typewriter white-out paint numbers on their backs. Thommo insisted that the punters pick their own toads from their plastic containers and place them carefully through a hole cut in the base of an inverted bucket in the middle of his course. The information centers in Australia are stuffed with brochures warning of the hazards of handling cane toads. We have been solemnly warned on more than one occasion that cane toads can kill a full grown dingo by spitting venom at them. Of course Annette had been raised around cane toads on the Pacific island of Guam during the 60s and one of her favorite pastimes was playing with the huge squishy amphibians. Thommo further dispelled the common fear by placing a large toad, headfirst into his mouth and standing there with the protruding legs wiggling, whilst the amazed onlookers took pictures. How he managed this we dont know, because cane toads do produce a milky toxin from glands from just behind their eyes on the top of their necks. Annette reports that her teen toad mauling experiments would occasionally produce itchy skin but she simply washed her hands to dispel the effect.
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The campsite in Darwin
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Cane toad storage
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Thommo with toad
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The prizes!
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The toad race begins!
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The bets were placed!
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The toad races were conducted by snatching the restraining bucket into the air, leaving ten dazed toads staring at the audience. There were two circles on the concrete. One race was won when the first toad crossed the outer circle and another for the last toad to leave the inner circle, all accompanied by the screams and curses of encouragement from the enthusiastic punters. At the end of each heat, several volunteer children would attempt to recapture the now fleeing toads as they sought freedom, hopping between the legs of the onlookers. Really fun mayhem.

Monday was the Queens official birthday (she has several) and we received a call that Marians flight had been delayed by fog in Sydney and diverted to Brisbane. By the time she arrived in Sydney, she had missed the connection to Darwin. She then had to chill for the balance of the day before taking the same flight, the following day. I am a little surprised that Qantas has but a single flight per day between the major cities of Sydney and Darwin but hey, at least she got here!

That morning Annette had exchanged most of the bedding we had purchased the previous day because it didnt seem soft enough for her rigorous Princess and the Pea testing. We met our girl at the airport and whisked her over to the Hogs Breath Café (a franchise that doesnt in fact sell pork) to feed her, before heading back to the caravan park. At the park, a jet lagged Marian discovered the Australian fruit bats and was fascinated enough to wander around in the park in the darkness, trying to spot them by flashlight, high in the tree branches.

June 12, 2013

We returned to Crocodylus park today to watch the crocodiles being fed and because this park also has extensive displays of other native wildlife. The park operates as a farm, selling crocodile meat as well as high end fashion products such as handbags made from crocodile and other exotic skins. Much of the crocodile hide is exported to Paris, France for their fashion industry. 
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At the croc farm
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Marian with crocodile
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Emu up close
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Wallaby
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Marian with camera
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Eating crocodile

Annette bought crocodile meat for barbequing tonight. She had been warned that it needs very light cooking to avoid toughness. No, it doesnt taste like chicken. Textured more like beef with a delicate flavor.

June 13, 2013

We visited the Museum and Art Gallery of the Northern Territory to see the great displays of art, ranging from traditional to modern art by both native and non-native artists. As we arrived there was a Duck, an amphibious military assault vehicle, converted to tourist use, descending the adjacent boat ramp into Darwin harbor. It was really cool to see this huge open truck, serenely floating on the sea instead of disgorging its passengers into the waiting maws of predatory crocodiles. I was further fascinated to read that a similar vehicle had recently capsized and sunk in the harbor in Liverpool, England. Last year Queen Elizabeth had ridden in that particular vehicle and unlike the 2013 tourists, she hadnt had to swim ashore.
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Ducks leaving Darwin harbour
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Oils storage tunnels

We next toured the Darwin WWII oil storage tunnels and again marveled that Darwin had been attacked with such ease and further of the huge physical effort constructing the storage tunnels that were not completed for use until the war was over.

June 14, 2013

Today we visited the Northern Territory Wildlife Park, that lies some 60 kilometers to the southeast of Darwin. The park had some very good displays of native wildlife but the favorite was a female wallaby with a Joey that we found in the park picnic area. It was obviously quite tame and licked Annettes arm as she petted it. The Joey did all of the cute baby things like falling out its mothers pouch, hopping around awkwardly before plunging back inside momma. We then witnessed its head plus very long back legs, both poking out of the pouch, as the momma wallaby grazed and allowed herself to be stroked.
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Friendly saltie
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Wallaby and Joey
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Annette and Marian

Back at the caravan park that night, Annette and Marian used mirrors to photograph the large green frogs living in the toilet bowl and then moved on to stock whip practice. Just about every Australian male is a former stockman or master whip cracker and the pair soon had volunteers demonstrating the proper way to hold and crack the whips.

The temperature gauge on the bus had been operating erratically on the drive from the Wildlife Park and after checking the obvious things, I decided it was likely a thermostat issue. After calling around, I was assured that I needed to go to the main Darwin Toyota dealer. I called them and the very earliest appointment I could get was for next week. We determined to park the bus at the caravan park in the interim and rent a car from the airport.

June 15, 2013

This morning we picked up a rental car from the airport and drove out to the Adelaide river for a croc tour. We chose the smaller company for this endeavor, the same as we had used during our 2006 visit. The route to the croc tour took us near the Fogg dam and since we were early, we drove across the access road where we had to stop for a monitor lizard on the side of the road. The floodplain of the Adelaide River stretched out below us and we could see hundreds of Pied geese and Brolga cranes hunting for all sorts of slimy delicacies in the swamplands.

[image: img31.jpg]

Monitor lizard
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Fogg dam swampland
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Australian Darter

At the river we climbed aboard a much smaller boat than our previous croc tour although noted that a safety rail had been added since 2006, providing another 12 inches or so of protection above the low freeboard of the vessel, This was a wonderful tour and we experienced a five meter crocodile (16 to 17 feet) within inches of the guardrail. The sound of his jaws snapping shut was particularly impressive as he missed the proffered bait and struck heavily against the side of our boat. I held firmly onto Annette, preparing to brace myself if he grabbed her instead of the chunk of buffalo meat.
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Crocodile in the wild
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Dunny has been upgraded since our last visit

We noted that the mens bankside toilet has been upgraded since our 2006 visit. Instead of just a piece of angle iron nailed to a couple of posts channeling the pee into the river, it now has a piece of sacking screening the river end of the dunny. The ladies toilet still had the commode, vanity and fake flowers in a vase for the more genteel customers.

June 16, 2013

Today we set off on a trip to tour the Kakadu National Park. On the road, Annette amazed all by spotting a crocodile sunning itself on the on the muddy bank of the West Alligator River as we flashed by in the rental car. Of course we had to pull over to the side, while the amateur photographers risked life and limb taking pictures from the bridge, as heavy trucks whizzed by. 

Our destination was Ubirr and we visited the site of the wonderful rock paintings, created by generations of aboriginals who utilized the areas natural shelters during inclement weather. From just the subject matter of the paintings, fish and turtles were high on the available dining menu with just the occasional kangaroo. When we climbed the overlook we could see a large kangaroo grazing on the flatlands below. We walked along the rim of the mesa and Marian spotted another kangaroo, curled in a sort of nest and fast asleep. Now we understood why the buggers are so hard to spot during the day. This visit was the third time we have been here but Ubirr remains a magical place for us.[image: img37.jpg]

Kangaroo nest
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Ubirr

It was late afternoon when we set off for the Aurora Hotel near the South Alligator River, where we had arranged to spend the night. As we drove along the empty roads, there were multiple brush fires burning all around us. These are supposedly set as post wet season cool burns to prevent the build up of fuel that might later enable a destructive hot burn, destroying all vegetation and sterilizing the earth. At least that is the theory, although we could not see a discernable pattern to these fires and smoke blanketed the highway for many miles. As we crossed a causeway over a long bridge, a small four-legged creature loomed at us from the middle of the highway. This was a dingo and we followed it slowly, as it scampered through the smoke until it was able to get off the bridge. When we saw a recently lit fire blazing fiercely next to the road, there were dozens of kites, wheeling through the dense smoke and supposedly feeding on the insects displaced by the flames. A bizarre sight since we have been brain-washed since childhood by the movie Bambi to expect that all animals flee from fire. In fact, over the past months we have several times witnessed this phenomenon of large birds, circling amongst the smoke and flames. In the past I have seen sea-birds  Frigates, circling at night like pterodactyls in the oily smoke and flames being vented by a Mexican offshore drilling rig in the Bay of Campeche, presumably on a similar bug-hunt.

Another visual treat when we approached our hotel was seeing dozens of fruit bats, flapping lazily across the open fields, silhouetted by a smoky sunset and ruddy sky.

June 17, 2013

We had booked a Yellow River tour operated by the Gagudju Lodge at Cooinda and during our morning drive to the hotel we were delighted to spot more dingoes along the roadside. This tour is an excellent and relaxing way to see all kinds of birdlife as well as crocodiles in the billabongs and rivers. After the tour Marian and I took a short walk to the nearby boat landing, where we ignored the Staff Only signs and boarded the pontoon that served as a boat dock when the water levels are higher. In the distance we could see a large salt water crocodile and watched carefully as he stalked us. Our morning tour guide had explained how her husband was the mechanic for maintaining and repairing the outboard engines on the various boats that the lodge used. She told us that he teams up with a watcher to guard his back from crocodile attack when he works near the water. The crocs are opportunistic hunters in that they will attack most anything that moves in the water but since the age of the dinosaurs, they have perfected their method of ambush hunting. If a creature performs some task on a routine basis, like dusk drinking or working on a motor near the water, the croc will be lying in wait at that time and location for the lighting lunge, the seize and the drowning of the victim. Their primitive brain indicates that we are just food and they do not see us as the top predator.
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Black necked stork

[image: img40.jpg]

Whistling ducks
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Why they are on the bank
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Fast asleep
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Breakfast!
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Yellow river
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Mother and babies

June 18, 2013

On the continuation of our drive to the town of Pine Creek on the Stuart Highway, we passed lots of wallabies and for the first time since we have been in Australia, we saw a pair of feral Buffalo crossing the road. The buffalo were introduced in the 19th. century to supply meat for the Northern settlements. By 1950 both the settlements and the buffalo had been abandoned but the latters numbers expanded and they soon began causing considerable damage to wetlands. The government has since attempted to eradicate them and you must admit, they are much easier to spot than a cane toad.
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Cathedral termite mound
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Feral buffalo

In Pine Creek we visited the rail and mining museum as well as the Lazy Lizard pub. This outback pub is built from mud brick and local timber and we tried their Lazy Lizard Burgers - which were quite tasty once you picked off all the beetroot.

June 19, 2013

Coaster Day finally arrived wherein the Darwin Toyota Dealer would deign to look at our bus thermostat problem and we headed over to the dealership to await their opening. When they asked us for our street address for the paper-work, I responded, Bridge Toyota, Darwin, again reminding them that this is a motor-home conversion and we were homeless. While we waited for the diagnosis, we headed over to the excellent Darwin at War museum located on Darwins East Point. Some time after noon, I got fed up cooling my heels and called the service representative. He finally called back and announced that the thermostat was indeed faulty. They would replace the thermostat and a fan belt but the necessary gasket was unavailable in Darwin and would have to come from Perth in another weeks time. To say I was boggled was an understatement. A week for a gasket? Could I pay extra and have it overnighted? Not possible, the response. I then queried the price for getting the heater core replaced. Big Job; Yes, I know that. How much?; We have to remove the whole dash; Yes, you first remove the instrument panel, then the dash, then the windshield wipers; then you have the heater access  How much?; Well, we dont know what parts are needed; There are only two parts  the heater core and a valve. Lets assume you replace both, how much?; I will need to check on parts availability.

He called me back an hour later to say that there were no parts in Australia. They would need to special order them from Japan  six weeks. By now I had realized that the dealer simply didnt want to do this job. We returned to the dealership, picked up the bus and returned to the caravan park, fuming. The park manager suggested that I call the mechanic at the St. Johns Ambulance Company. Okay......, I did this and the mechanic actually answered his cell phone, indicating that they could fix our bus on Friday morning. He assured me that they would have no difficulty with supplying a Toyota thermostat and gasket.

June 20 through June 21, 2013

Yesterday we did a little shopping and when Friday morning arrived, we set off for the St. Johns Ambulance operation. I was relieved to discover that it really does exist. The St. Johns Ambulance is a self funding, charitable operation that not only operates ambulance services across Australia but provides first-aid training, medical kits, community services and youth development. Sort of like the American Red Cross but that actually does something besides fund raising. The Darwin operation has two full time mechanics, plus workshops, to service the various ambulances. When they are not fixing ambulances, they work on other private vehicles on the obvious understanding that their ambulances get priority attention. 

In less time than the Toyota dealer had taken for the diagnosis, they had removed our thermostat, tested it and replaced it with a new one PLUS gasket. Even with their labor charge at AU$132 / hour, the bill was one third of Bridge Toyotas quoted price. We were set to hit the road again and with some relief, returned our rental car and even charitably called to cancel the Toyota service, scheduled for next week!

June 22, 2013

On the road again, we headed for Litchfield National Park where we showed Marian the magnetic termite mounds and the Wangi water-falls. We stayed at the Litchfield Safari Camp caravan park and Marian and I took a walk in the grounds. The caravan park sits in bush that has been brush-hogged or scraped forming long intersecting trails that in South Texas we would call senderos. When we walked these trails we saw dozens of wallabies grazing singly and in groups. As we approached them, a couple would hop away into the bush but there always seemed to be one that would stare at us in a puzzled manner, only sprinting away when we were really close.
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Beginning hike
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Litchfield hike
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June 23, 2013

Northbound again towards Darwin and we stopped at the Adelaide River caravan park. Directly across from the roadhouse was a couple of trees with hundreds of fruit bats, roosting, arguing and chattering away. Finally Marian got to take all of the bat pictures she could ever want or need. We visited the fine railway and telegraph museum but the caretaker threw us out at five oclock as they were closing. We walked back across the Adelaide River itself and Marian and Annette tried croc fishing with beer cans on a mono-filament line. Either there werent any crocs there or they werent having anything to do with the beer cans. The only creatures getting fed were the mosquitoes, so we split.
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Annette and her croc fishing rig
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Casting for crocs

June 24, 2013

Sad day. We dropped daughter Marian at the airport for her return to the USA. We miss her already. At least we got to load her up with about 30 pounds of our souvenirs to haul back for us and she can explain to US Customs what the bowling ball sized moon-stone from Hughendon is for.

June 25, 2013

We began our return trek from Darwin and headed back down the track. Once south of Pine Creek, we began to notice that the humidity had dropped and that the soil color was changing from swampy black to desert red. We stopped for the night at caravan park in Mataranka, where there were peacocks strutting through the grounds, sulfur crested cockatoos flapping near the snack bar and begging scraps from the customers. The restaurant even had a sign requesting that the customers not feed the peacocks inside the restaurant. We wandered the park and visited their Barramundi holding pond (bloody big fish!) before heading back to the restaurant for their wine-tasting event. This was followed by a Country and Western band. We just had to experience Australian style Country and Western and were not disappointed. The guitar players were excellent and although the singing style was similar to 50s or 60s USA Country and Western, we were delighted with the lyrics. There was one song about hitting a kanga-bloody-roo with a car and another about the (rhymes with banker) from Mataranka. A fun evening. 

As dusk fell, there were lots of Wallabies grazing between the caravans and the park caretaker made his patrol on horseback. Maybe keeping an eye out for the Ned Kelly gang.

June 26, 2013

This morning we continued south down the Stuart highway from Mataranka towards Tennant Creek. This section of road seems arrow straight through a tunnel of trees, that compresses the universe into tarmac and traffic. Suddenly we noticed that the trees have almost disappeared and we could see above the smaller bushes. Australia opened out again and we saw distant mesas and the sweep of the plains. By the time we approached Tennant Creek, the colors of the red earth, the blue sky and the green of the bush were almost screaming at us. What an amazing country!

My cousin forwarded a scanned notice of a traffic violation with an associated fine of $141. Since we have been driving most carefully, I was naturally puzzled as to how we have managed to break the law. Close examination showed that on February 15th. we somehow drove on a section of highway in Melbourne that was a Toll Road for which we were not registered. This fine isnt for failing to pay a toll  its for not pre-registering somehow with their toll system. Wow! I thought I had been doing well just driving on the left occasionally and stopping at the red traffic lights.

June 27, 2013

We had wanted to head for Alice Springs but the weather forecast for the next week is heavily overcast with some rain. In addition, the camel tour Annette wanted to take was fully booked through the week-end. We will hit Alice the next time we visit Australia. Instead, we backtracked north to the Barkly Highway, turning eastbound for Mount Isa in Queensland. This highway was arrow straight and behind us were brooding dark clouds, whilst we soon emerged into blue skies and sunshine. The days excitement was passing two camels on the roadside and I braked to a halt so that Annette could get pictures. Not the same as a camel ride maybe but cheaper.
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Roadside camel
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James River
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Swallow nests
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Freshwater crab
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Just visiting

We halted for the night at a roadside rest stop named after the nearby station Alice Downs. The latter is some 68 kilometers inside the Northern Territory / Queensland border and boasts a police station. There is nothing else here. A bridge over the completely dry James river, a highway rest stop and directly opposite, the police station  most odd. At least we felt safe camping here and didnt bother deploying the razor wire and Claymores.

June 28, 2013

As we crossed the Queensland border, we stopped at a signed WW II monument. It turned out to be a section of tarmacked road, that had been laid down in 1943. The graded highway was hurriedly constructed in 1942, following the Japanese attacks on Darwin and this road connected Australias east coast ports into Darwins main supply route, the north-south Stuart highway, at Tennant Creek. The section of WW ll highway had been tarmacked to a width of 16 feet in 1943 and supposedly the highway carried up to 1,000 trucks per day, a far cry from todays occasional vehicle. In fact if you got rid of the caravans, you could probably hold a picnic in the middle of the Barkly highway. I was a little puzzled as to why the highway was tarmacked in 1943, since the Japanese advance had already been stopped in June 1942 by the Battle of Midway. In August of that year the first Marine assaults in the Solomons were taking place and by November, the Australian troops had defeated the invasion attempt down the Kokoda trail in New Guinea, leaving the war far to the north. Nevertheless, we thanked their Herculean efforts as this was an easy driving highway.

Our passage of the border into Queensland was like throwing a kill-switch with the quantity of road kill shooting up. We saw scores of dead kangaroos being munched on by Kites and huge, black, Wedge Tail eagles that stand nearly a meter tall (three feet) and glower at you as you drive up, daring you to interfere with their breakfast. With such light traffic, we found it easier to drive around the eagles, rather than have the front end of the bus bitten off. We saw a large feral and very dead pig in the middle of the road as well as feral cats.
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An overcast day
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Fresh road-kill
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Mount Isa mine

Approaching Mount Isa we saw all sorts of mining operations, presumably still extracting the lead, silver, copper and zinc that the area is famous for. The information center offered a tour of a simulated mine at $100 for the pair of us but were fully booked through Monday. We moved on, driving south to Dajarra (population less than 200). Dajarra had supposedly once been a railhead for shipping cattle but as yet we have seen no sign of a railway. We pulled into the only pub in town and paid the little Swedish girl behind the bar $5 for the use of the caravan park (she has been working here for 3 weeks). $5 extra for electricity and no receipt  its sorta casual here! We disconnected the park sprinkler system in order to fill our water tank and settled in for the night.
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The road south
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A bicycle tree
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June 29, 2013

We continued our journey south, stopping for lunch at the town of Boulia. We stopped at the information center to see if we could glean some information about the Diamantina road to our south. This is 250 kms or so of unsurfaced road, that crosses three river systems from Bedourie, east to the town of Windorah. We would like to take this route but are concerned that the river crossings might be soft sand and beyond our two-wheel drive capability. I had researched this last night on www.exploreoz.com but the latest report was that the road was good. For what? Hovercraft?

The lady at the information center convinced us to watch a 45 minute sound and light show on the Min Min lights. The tale was told by animatronic dummies and the first 20 minutes was fun. The balance of the show was a let-down and we wondered if part of the display had broken down, as we had lots of eerie music but nothing else happening. The Min Min lights are a phenomenon of mysterious flying lights that have been observed by folks without the least semblance of credibility. Roswell, New Mexico at least has a hangar at area 51 where we store our flying saucers..... Nevertheless, we did however decide to attempt the passage of the Diamantina road and thus continued our journey south on single lane road towards Bedourie, keeping a sharp look-out for the Min-Mins.
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Still heading south
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Harsh land
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Waddi tree
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This was a very pleasant drive with few other vehicles and we pulled completely off the track for the couple of road trains that we encountered. We stopped so that Annette could photograph a large feral road-kill pig, as well as another 8 very alive emus that ran at our approach. We stopped for the night at a turn off that according to my map lies just about on the Tropic of Capricorn. There was a large sign at our pull off detailing the heroic efforts of a local 1939 era postman but unfortunately, the sign was so sun-bleached, it was near impossible to read. A couple of vehicles passed our camp just before sunset but the road remained completely untraveled until the following sunrise.

June 30, 2013

Last night was cold! At least for us and shortly after first light, we continued south to the town of Bedourie. As we approached the outskirts of the habitation, we checked our cell-phone and noted that there was no service. There was a gas station however and we topped up with diesel and also filled a spare 20 liter can. Although it is only 400 kms. to the town of Windorah, some 250 kms are on unsurfaced roads. Headwinds, soft sand or corrugated road surface, could drastically increase our fuel consumption and it would be a very expensive place to be rescued from. 
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Road train approaches
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Mount Henderson
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At the JC ruins

The Bedourie information center provided some slow internet service for $2.50 per half hour and Annette was delighted to learn about the Bedourie camp oven. This was an outback version of the Dutch oven. The latter are traditionally made from cast iron, found to be too easily broken and too heavy for outback use, particularly for cameleers hauling supplies by camel-train up the Birdville track. The Bedourie style oven was made from lighter material, spun steel.

We headed out across the Diamantina road, so called because it crosses the headwaters of the Diamantina river systems. As soon as we arrived at the gravel, we stopped to apply masking tape around the rear door of the bus, in the hope that it would keep the dust from entering. The drive was awesome, a graded dirt track crossing an empty continent. Blue skies and sunshine, with a stiff crosswind that came straight from Antarctica and cut to the bone if you lingered too long to windward of the bus. For the first half of the drive, we saw a couple of trucks heading for distant stations plus a road train hauling cattle coming the other direction but for the second half of the trail we were alone. Annette was counting emu sightings but gave up after she got to 91. There were several flocks of over a dozen birds and if we stopped, a couple of birds would approach us cautiously to investigate what sort of beast we were. Annette tried to frisbee them bread from the bus window but the whole flock would tear off across the plains as soon as a slice of bread appeared. Perhaps they thought that it was a new shape of boomerang. We saw a flock of eight or so Bustards that looked just like baby emus, that is until they take flight! There were kangaroos, feral cats, feral pigs, horses, goats, lots of cattle, eagles by the score eating the ample road kill and the latter included a couple of feral pigs.

We stopped for night at the ruins of the JC Hotel (25º 22' 40.26" S 141º 53' 56.46" E). This hotel had been named after a blazed tree where explorer John Costello had carved his initials. The hotel had gone broke and the pub was purchased by the owner of nearby Waveney Station, in order to remove this temptation from his stockmen. He removed the roof in 1956 and the elements have done the rest. All that remained were a few timbers and a mound where the walls had been. As we pulled off the highway, we met fellow travelers Mike and Barb from Victoria. Mike is dairy farmer on walkabout and invited us to share their cooking fire to cook our tea. We had just finished eating the last of our the wahoo we had been gifted in Exmouth but joined them nonetheless for sundowners. This was a fun evening, sitting around a campfire under the stars and yarning with new found friends.



Australia  July

July 1, 2013

Another cold morning and instead of cold cereal and fruit, Annette cooked a healthy breakfast of fried Spam and toast in the bus, in a vain attempt to warm it up. Thus sated, we continued our drive to Windorah and civilization. Mike and Barb had departed some minutes before us and we pulled over when we spotted them, parked on the side of the road. There were two feral sows plus nearly a dozen piglets nearby. Annette tempted the sows with bread but the piglets were far more wary and scampered back and forth in a miniature porcine herd. Mike, the farmer, estimated their age at perhaps one month, whilst I noted that they would fit our barbeque nicely.
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Feral pig
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Piglets
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Mike and Barbara

A half hour later and pigless, we arrived at the Windarah visitors center where I again got internet access and Annette found coffee and tea, very welcome to restore our core body temperature. We next explored the adjacent museum including a slab hut built in 1906 to house the Rabbit Board. This organization was charged with the construction and maintenance of a rabbit proof fence, most of which were abandoned sometime in 1930s. The hut was pretty spartan and the planks were obviously cut with a hand adze rather than milled. There was a bath-tub with kerosene drip heater adjacent and I marveled that the hut was younger than my boyhood home and boasted a bathing system far more advanced than that we enjoyed in inner-city Birmingham, England.
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Slab hut
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Windarah solar farm

Our destination for the day lay in the town of Longreach, some 300 kms to the north east, where we hoped it would be warmer, plus provide cell-coverage. This seemed a long drive because the route was mostly on single lane tarmac in so-so condition. Sometimes badly pot-holed and buckled by recent floods. We stopped in Jundah for boulder opals but all vendors were closed. Outside of Stonehenge we stopped at a field where previous travellers had spelled their names in the gravel plain by arranging stones to form huge letters. Annette added E + A but wouldnt pillage and rob the other names for rocks as I suggested. I would have helped but since the authorities on the island of Cocos Keeling have removed my 2006 carving of the name Doodlebug, I am on strike.
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Our contribution
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The pebble field

As we drove, we passed other vehicles, at perhaps the rate of one vehicle per 30 minutes. In spite of the paucity of traffic there was an astonishing quantity of roadkill on the highway, more than we have witnessed anywhere else in Australia. I tried to estimate the density of body count (15 per kilometer) divided by the estimated decay rate (3 months?) but failed utterly in achieving a kill-rate per vehicle. We saw but a single roo that ran the other direction. It was near dark before we arrived in Longreach to be told that the caravan park was full. Either our dismay or the prospects of another 28 bucks must have touched the heart of the manager, as he eventually found us a spot on the roadside that fulfilled our need for power for heating plus cell-coverage.

July 2, 2013

Today was a chores day, meaning Annette was out of clean socks and had begun to borrow mine but by early afternoon, we had roused ourselves enough to walk to the downtown shopping center. Annette hit the post office and gift shops whilst I made my major plumbing purchase of a shut-off valve connector for our grey water tank. This is the third time I have done this and how and why they break is a bit of a mystery. The valve connector lives about mid-way along the side of the bus and doesnt stick out particularly. It may be simply that gravel thrown by the wheels when driving on unpaved surfaces is sufficient to break the fitting. The good news is that the requisite part comes from the irrigation supplies section of the hardware store, is held on with nylon cable ties and only costs seven bucks. We found a recommended restaurant that will actually be open for dinner this evening and made reservations. Again that evening we made the pilgrimage to town and back, only this time we were driven by hunger and the prospect of Beef Wellington. This was the first real exercise we have had in a while and realized that we have almost lost the use of our legs. Good meal though.

July 3, 2013

Longreach was the place where QANTAS airlines began its existence and we drove over to the museum that has been established next to the original hangar. The story of the airline was fascinating as it involved the earliest days of aviation, returned airmen from the 1914-1919 war, plus the rigors of outback travel and the politics of the time. I was impressed with the 1929 de Havilland DH-61 Giant Moth. It carried 8 passengers and boasted an onboard toilet. I particularly noted that it had way more leg-room than todays airline offerings.

Our next stop was the Stockmans Hall of Fame on the other side of the highway. This place had little chance of impressing me, compared to our visit to the Cowboy Hall of Fame in Oklahoma City. When we visited the latter, we were joined by the entire cast of contestants from the Miss America Pageant, presumably taking a break between bikini wax sessions. How does Longreach compete with that? As it was we didnt have too long to linger here since we had a 2:30 p.m. appointment to catch a stagecoach.
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Cobb stage coach
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Riding shotgun
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Roadside clutch of emus

The stagecoach was operated by Cobb and Company on the mail run from Winton to Windorah. To have made this journey sometime during the period 1850 to 1920 would have taken two and a half days and in 1900 would have cost 5 dollars, about a weeks wages. Our ride was a little shorter at 45 minutes and included a run across Longreach common with the four horses at full gallop. This was a really cool experience since the Australian version of a stagecoach looks pretty much like the American version and we thus got to experience a nineteenth century form of transportation, along a dirt track that would have been typical of the era. In fact, when we arrived back at the Longreach stables, we were both liberally coated in fine dust. The stagecoach travelled at around 50 miles per day at a daily cost of $2 (about $400 / day in 2013 dollars). I tried to imagine a long journey by stagecoach, realizing that robberies by highway men and Indian attacks were also real hazards. A great experience, a lot of fun but we didnt get to shoot anyone.

We concluded the day with another late afternoon drive, arriving at the Matilda Caravan Park in Winton in time for their outback poetry evening. An excellent show (www.melandsusieontour.com.au)

July 4, 2013

We walked into downtown Winton this morning and stopped at the information center that also hosts the Waltzing Matilda Center. Winton was the town where the song was first performed in the North Gregory Hotel. Like much of Australian folklore and legend, there is an undercurrent that puzzles the overseas visitor. For example, why would Australians choose this song as a second national anthem? The lawyer and poet, Banjo Paterson wrote the words to the song in 1895 while staying at the Dagworth Homestead near Winton, to accompany a tune that homestead family member Christina Macpherson played on her autoharp. The song is about a drifter / hobo / itinerant shearer who while camping near a Billabong or waterhole, steals and kills a sheep. When the landowner brings three policemen to arrest him, the hobo jumps into the Billabong and commits suicide by drowning himself. By now all of the Australians reading this are laughing and everyone else is going, Huh?. 
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Banjo Paterson memorial

The song was published as sheet music in 1903 and the same year was used as an advertising jingle for Billy Tea, thereby making it nationally famous. Australians had voted two years earlier in 1901 to become a federation and so for the first time as a nation, sent volunteer troops to fight in the First World War in 1915. I suppose that Waltzing Matilda was such a popular song with the Australian troops because it was so Australian - with the lyrics generally incomprehensible to outsiders. The author Banjo supposedly had just learned the expression Waltzing Matilda (meaning to wander from place to place, searching for work with your worldly belongings on your back, wrapped in a blanket) during his stay at Dagworth and he liked the expression. Similarly, we have noticed that Coolabah Tree goes much better with the lyrics than Gidgee Tree.

In 1977 Australians voted for a national anthem and Waltzing Matilda received 28% of the vote, versus 43% for Advance Australia Fair. Of course in 2006 we were at an RSL (Returned Servicemens League) club in Cooktown, the crowd remembering ANZAC day suddenly got quiet and stood to attention. We did likewise but didnt recognize the song being sung as the Australian National Anthem. However the whole world recognizes Waltzing Matilda, which Wikipedia notes is also the official song of the U.S. 1st. Marine Division.

The undercurrent we learned about was that there had been a shearers strike in 1894 at the Dagworth Homestead, a shearing shed had been set on fire and sheep burned. The strikers fired their pistols and rifles into the air and the station owner, plus three policeman, pursued striker Samuel Hoffmeister. Supposedly Hoffmeister shot himself at the Combo waterhole, rather than be taken alive. So now you have early Trades Union activity, a suspicious suicide and a 31 year old lawyer, engaged to someone else, writing lyrics for a 21 year old cutie with an autoharp. Now why would he do that? 

In Darwin a couple of weeks ago, we witnessed the comic Thommo singing Waltzing Matilda almost as funeral hymn in front of a somber audience. Whatever the origins of the song, it is obvious to us outsiders that the sacrifices that Australia has made in two World Wars has imbued this little song with meaning far beyond what its creator had imagined.

Across the street we walked into the bar of the North Gregory Hotel. We raised a glass to Banjo Paterson, the author of Waltzing Matilda, The Man from Snowy River and many other poems and ballads. We toasted Australia herself and we wished the United States of America a Happy Birthday upon the anniversary of her Declaration of Independence. We hope and pray that the freedoms won by both nations at such human cost will not be cast lightly away by their descendants.

July 5, 2013

We somehow managed to get up early enough to join a tour of the Lark Quarry dinosaur trackway, some 100 kms. north of Winton. At eight oclock, our driver stubbed out his cigarette and we joined nine other passengers in climbing into a truly filthy mini-van for the two hour drive over a mixture of sealed and unsealed roads leading to the quarry. The driver growled a sort of commentary as he drove but the noise generated by the corrugations we were hammering over, drowned all possibility of intelligibility. By now Annette was regretting the multiple cups of tea she had enjoyed this morning and our driver showed no signs of stopping as the van swayed alarmingly crossing cattle guards and washouts. I was pleased to note that the bus had been modified with the addition of a roll-cage and further that I was not subjecting our own bus to this particular road.[image: img89.jpg]

Dinosaur tracks
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Lark Quarry area

The tour of the quarry was far more pleasant and we entered a hangar like metal building that had been erected to protect the dig from atmospheric erosion and the depredation of souvenir hunters. The dig shows some 3,000 individual dinosaur prints that were formed about 95 million years ago on the edge of a lake. The adjacent river flooded within a day or so of the event, thus the prints were preserved by successive layers of mud and sand. The prints were first discovered in the 60s but were thought by the Station Manager to be bird prints. In 1971, scientists from the Queensland museum identified them as dinosaur prints and a dig was organized in 1976. It was only after detailed mapping and analysis of the individual prints that the scenario shown by the fossils has been reconstructed. The prints show that about a 150 small dinosaurs were drinking at the lakes edge when a 4 ton carnivorous theropod (smaller than Tyrannosaurus Rex) charged into the drinkers, scattering them in a so called, Dinosaur stampede. This display is truly amazing and we were further impressed with the enormous amount of work it took to painstakingly remove the 60 tons of rock that had obscured the dig and then dedicate years to matching the prints of individual animals as they fled from the huge predator. An advantage perhaps of having no television coverage or nearby pub in the outback. All in all an excellent tour.

July 6, 2013

This morning we headed over to the Winton truck museum that lay on our departure route out of town. The trucks and machinery take up a lot of space and the best exhibits were housed in a huge metal shed. In the nearby grounds were scores of other donated vehicles, jammed together as though in a wreckers yard, together with engines, pumps, and machinery whose function was indeterminate. All were rusting gently in the near desert environment of Winton. I thought that it would be a shame if all of this was lost to posterity but the huge amount of money it would take to preserve this collection is daunting. 
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Truck museum
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At musical fence

Adjacent to the museum was a musical fence where someone had whimsically assembled all sorts of found objects into tuned conglomerations, so that they could be played by hitting them with drumsticks of flexible plastic pipe. In addition, a section of wire stock fence had been tuned and there was music and a guide for playing Waltzing Matilda on the fence, rather like playing a childs xylophone. This was a fun interlude before setting off northeast-bound for Hughenden, over the Kennedy Development Road. We saw over a dozen emus plus a half dozen Brolgas and we stopped so that Annette could try out the emu caller she had purchased at the Waltzing Matilda center. The caller was a short, hollow section of tube that you strike with the palm of a hand to produce a sort of whop, whop sound. Supposedly emus are inquisitive and would seek the origin of the sound until they were close enough to be speared by the aborigines. The Kennedy Development emus werent buying this however and scorned Annettes efforts. As we drove we fought to keep our bus from becoming airborne and flying off the development road. There were scores of road sections showing signs of ongoing repairs and we assumed that this road has suffered heavily in past flooding. When we arrived at the caravan park in Hughenden, we listened to our park neighbors complaining about having bottomed the frames of their caravans on this same road and then discovering upon arrival that their fridge had opened at some time during the transit and disgorged its contents into the interior of their van. Made our bitching sound sorta trivial.
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Emu caller

July 7, 2013

We continued our drive towards the coast at Townsville, with lots of live emu sightings and a couple of dead possums, the first road-kill possums we have identified. Maybe we have simply passed others that were just mashed fur and gravel. We casually passed by a couple of nice free camping areas on the Flinders Highway as we wanted to stop at Charters Towers and perhaps do a little shopping on Monday morning. When we arrived at the Charters Towers caravan park, we were informed that they were completely full, as were all other parks in town. We knew that it would be a waste of time to drive on to Townsville since the latter was hosting a V8 car race week-end and similarly fully booked. As we pondered our options, the nice lady at the caravan park suggested we might try the Burdekin Duck Roadhouse some 20 kms. further down the track and even called to make sure that we had a space. This was a very pleasant little park and even had internet connectivity so that I could Google Burdekin duck. There really is such a thing and it is a white duck that looks like it is wearing a brown cape. Google even has recipes.

July 8, 2013

We continued our journey to Townsville arriving downtown by noon. There is but a single caravan park near the action i.e. the beach and we called to be told that they had no powered sites available. Fortunately, this was not the case and we picked up the last site before heading over to the shore and walked the Townsville Strand, a two mile beachfront with bars, restaurants, hotels and lots of joggers. The sea was empty of swimmers of course and the multiple signs warning of the hazards of jellyfish was the obvious cause, even if potential bathers had ignored all of the white posts bearing mailboxes and spaced every hundred yards or so. The boxes contain emergency bottles of vinegar that might supposedly treat jellyfish stings. 

We sailed here on April 8th, 2006 aboard S/V Doodlebug after making an instrument approach anchorage behind nearby Cape Cleveland at 0400 hours. At the time, the weather sucked so we edged cautiously in towards the land in the shelter of the cape and dropped our anchor when we got to a depth of around thirty feet. Dawn had shown we were about a half mile offshore and we had motored over to the Townsville Marina sometime after daylight. My log shows that we next walked into downtown and found breakfast of eggs, bacon and beer. How civilized!

As we walked the sea-front today, we enjoyed the fact that the temperature was pleasant and it wasnt raining. Too late for breakfast though; we had Barramundi, chips and beer instead.

July 9 through July 12, 2013

The weather here has been fine but we have bummed around for the past few days, preparing for our return to the USA. Annette has been collating her souvenirs and I have been lining up hotels and connecting flights, since we had only made reservations to Los Angeles. We have located a place to store our bus and believe that we have the battery maintenance issue under control. On Friday we decided that we needed a break from logistics and drove north to the Billabong Nature Park, just outside Townsville. The koala encounter had already begun but I hustled Annette over to the animal handling area and she got to hold a female koala. It was probably tranquilized on eucalyptus leaves but she reported that the fur was soft and smelled sweet. The closest living relative to the Teddy bear. We fed kangaroos and ducks, watched the saltwater crocs being fed and finished with a dingo encounter. Theyre just dogs! You scruff their ears and pet them and they react just the way they look like they should.

July 13, 2013

This morning we broke free from Townsville and began our trek south. Today was the first day in a while that we have experienced rain and the heavy clouds on the horizon promised a downpour. This area is all sugar cane production and the highway is criss-crossed with narrow gauge cane-railways. We havent seen anyone actively harvesting the cane but the evidence is everywhere, with loaded cane wagons along the sidings and a crushing factory we passed that was in full production. The highway is a sealed two lane but the traffic is noticeably heavier than we have been enjoying for the past few months.

We stopped to examine a dead echidna at the roadside but the rain was now coming in earnest so we didnt linger. Airlie Beach was our destination for the night and with a name like that, we had hoped for a pleasant beach-walk. As it was, the literature at the Big 4 park we stayed at boasted a bus service or short taxi ride to where the action was. We hid in our bus from the rain and buffeting wind and blew off any attempt at walking. The call of the first kookaburra we have heard in months rang out across the park, temporarily lifting the gloom.
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Dead echidna

July 14, 2013

We put Airlie Beach in our rear view mirror and continued with our quest for a beach walk. Our destination was the tiny town of Seaforth, on the north side of Cape Hillsborough, north of Mackay. The campsite had an entrance barrier but the barrier was raised and there was a note on the office window saying to call Bobs cell-phone. Some fellow campers stopped by to say that there were a few sites still open at the back but that the prime locations along the beach were all taken and you had to wait for someone to die to get in there. I called Bob and he told me to take a spot right on the beach, since we were likely staying but a single night. 

This is a beautiful location with tall coconut palms, the beach directly behind and the calm waters of the inner barrier reef beyond. We walked the long beach from a swimming area for families, protected with heavy netting at one side and mangroves a mile further, where a creek flowed into the sea. The beach was littered with fine shells and Annette struggled to leave them undisturbed. No point adding to the pile of souvenirs at the same time as we are trying to pare it down for our departure.

Back at the park were scores of Whistling ducks, Burdekin ducks, multi-hued parrots as well as the Red tailed Black Cockatoo, plus several Kookaburras. Naturally Annette fed the ducks with the ample supplies of bird seed that we carry, plus added a dish of fresh water. By the time dusk fell, the ducks could barely waddle as they were so stuffed with seed. 

July 15, 2013

This morning Annette told me that she would like to lie in bed for a little since she had not slept well. Not ten minutes later, a cacophony of sounds erupted from all around the bus and I too added to the noise by laughing out loud. When I had peered out of the window, there were around a score of Whistling ducks, plus a half dozen Burdekin ducks, calling or whistling for their breakfast and standing in a semi-circle at the bus door. Annette sat groggily upright and looked out of the rear windows for the source of the additional raucous laughter, where she enjoyed a ringside view of the butts of two Kookaburras, perched on a branch not three feet from her pillow. Naturally she gave up any thought of sleep and proceeded to feed her feathered fan club. 
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Burdekin ducks
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Swim area
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We stopped at the netted swimming enclosure as we were leaving the park and confirmed that its primary purpose is to exclude box-jellyfish. We dont know if the tiny Irukandgi jellyfish are a problem on this part of the coast but if so, that net wasnt going to provide protection. The leaden sky promised more rain as we headed south towards Mackay. We stopped at a sugar cane factory that promoted tours but had missed the morning tour. By now it was raining hard and we decided to blow off tours today and try again tomorrow. We spent the night at the Hilltop Caravan Park in North Mackay. The park was oriented more towards long term residents, rather than visitors like us but we enjoyed a very pleasant evening chatting with some of these residents. The park managers husband gave Annette a chunk of raw aluminum from a smelter for her mineral collection and I was pleased to note that for airline baggage allowance purposes, it weighed a whole lot less than rock. 

July 16, 2013

This morning we returned to the Mackay Sugar Cane Mill and unlike yesterday, we were the only visitors. We were soon outfitted with safety glasses, ear plugs, hard hats and high-visibility waistcoats so that we could safely begin our tour of this working mill. I did notice that my safety helmet was slightly sticky but what would you expect from a sugar mill?
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Sugar cane train
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Cutting the cane
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Sugar mill
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Cane cars at the mill
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Cane crushers

[image: img105.jpg]

Tasting the sugar

While we were waiting for the tour office to open, we had watched rail cars being emptied, two at a time, by a machine that rotated them through 360 degrees with the raw cane dropping into a subterranean hopper. By the time the tour began, the flow of railcars had paused and Kelly, our guide, explained that each car held about seven tons of cane and that it had to be cut, transported to the mill, unloaded and processed within sixteen hours. If mechanical failure delayed this process, the mill might owe compensation to the grower. When we travelled in Fiji, the extensive groves of sugar-cane were cut by hand, loaded onto trucks and these incredibly overloaded trucks would sway alarmingly as they crept along the narrow roads towards the sugar-mill. The chaff from the cutting operations was then burnt and the Fiji air was always thick with smoke. If we were unfortunate enough to be anchored downwind, our white boat was covered in ash from the fires. By contrast, the traditional species of sugar-cane had been replaced with a thinner variety for the Australian plantings. This was so that the cane was easier to cut and could be harvested by machine. The chaff is then disced back into the soil to prevent erosion and add nutrients rather than be burnt.

I love watching heavy machinery in action and this mill was no disappointment. Although the original structure belonged to the nineteenth century, the machinery within had been continuously maintained, repaired, replaced and upgraded as technology improvements had added to the efficiency and cost effectiveness of each stage. Our guide explained that the crushing mills and heavy motors were all steam operated, although there was little evidence of this in terms of vented steam. The process of crushing the cane and separating the sugar was fascinating and I was particularly interested in how the excess water was removed from the syrup. The huge vacuum pots were labeled EFFET which is the French word for effect. I checked the internet later and discovered that the process was invented by a French engineer, Norbert Rillieux in the mid-1800s. His process was a multi-effect evaporator, hence the EFFET. What was also fascinating was to learn that he had been born in Lousiana from the union of an engineer and a plantation slave, although it is likely that his mother was actually free and perhaps only one quarter black herself. Norbert was labeled as a quadroon on his birth record in New Orleans and later sent to France for his education.

A great tour and we later headed over to the Black Beach caravan park in Mackay for the night. 

July 17 through July 18, 2013

This is a beautiful caravan park here at Black Beach, Mackay, located right on the beach. We have walked the long strand a couple of times but we have spent the bulk of the time sorting through everything that has accumulated aboard our bus over the past five months. Annette has sorted all her souvenirs, she has reviewed all of her collected rocks and sea-shells and has agonized over each, as it came time to discard the heaviest. She has emptied every drawer and closet, reorganized and repacked. My task was to transport her give-away pile over to the group kitchen for donation and to haul the discards to the trash can. In addition, I have serviced both electric toothbrushes. A mans gotta' know his limitations. We have woken each morning to the orchestra of exotic bird calls and have enjoyed the fine weather. The forecast has shown cold and rain to the south but that will be where we are heading next.

July 19, 2013

Last night we ran completely out of beer, the first time in recorded memory that this has happened. Time to leave! We drove through sprawling cane fields with the harvest underway and it was pretty drive once we had cleared the traffic around Mackay. We stopped for the night at a park south of Rockhampton where it looked to be a quiet spot. The park was the Kangaroo Caravan Park at Midgee and the park itself was a delight, with pet birds in large flight cages and pair of Shetland ponies that ran up the the fence edge looking expectantly at our hands. However we had failed to notice how close both the main highway and the railway tracks lay to our site. The huge trucks rumbled by all night long but in addition, there was a near constant passage of long ore trains.

July 20, 2013

We continued our drive south today through cane fields, interspersed with groves of Macadamia nuts and farm signs advertising seedless lemons and tangerines. The rolling terrain became hilly as we approached the town of Bundaberg. We drove through the town and the then made the pilgrimage along the Burnett River to the Bundaberg Port Marina, where we had first touched Australian soil in 2006. For us this was simply a trip down memory lane and although we had been told that the marina was wiped from the face of the earth by the Christmas 2012 cyclone, in fact we found the marina untouched and unchanged from our previous visit. There was even an Amel Super Maramu ketch (just like our DoodleBug) tied up near the slip we had formerly occupied. We enjoyed the fine weather as we picnicked and walked the banks of the Burnett before setting off again towards Maryborough and the lowering rain clouds we could see ahead of us. 

We stopped for the night at the Burrum River Caravan Park about 30 kms north of Maryborough and by the time we pulled into our space at the park, the heavens had opened and rain was bucketing down, such that we waited a half hour before it had eased sufficiently to connect the power umbilicals without getting electrocuted.

July 21, 2013

It was not far from Burrum to our destination at the town of Gympie but we stopped mid-way to scout our intended RV storage facility at Bauple. The facility looked perfect, securely locked and with security cameras and a trio of ferocious looking dogs roaming the grounds. The RV storage is a pair of huge sheds and is surrounded on all sides by cane-fields. Nothing else was in view but it did not appear vulnerable to either flooding or cyclones. We continued on to the town of Gympie and after barbequing the entire remaining contents of the freezer, Annette proceeded to launder everything that wasnt nailed down.

July 22, 2013

Busy day today! We first drove over to the local Hyundai dealership, which is also the closest Avis car rental outlet. Here we picked up a rental car and after parking the bus, made the circuit of ATM, Post office and car parts stores in a failed attempt to find diesel fuel stabilizer. Next I drove the bus back along the highway to Bauple while Annette followed in the rental car. That is it! We have parked our bus and this years trip is over, at least for our bus. We will leave it here in storage until our future return to tour Tasmania and the south Australian coast. We have driven about 28,000 kms. (17,500 miles) over the past five and half months and it has been a fabulous trip we will long remember.

Now it was time to unload our stuff from the bus and hope that it will all somehow fit into suitcases. 

Back at the town of Maryborough, we checked into a hotel room before walking over to the Shamrock Inn to imbibe Guinness stout and eat Guinness pie. It must have been all authentic Irish fare because both waitresses were Irish.

Around mid-night Annettes discomfort from a suspected urinary infection had passed her pain threshold. Internet research and a call to an emergency medical service confirmed that the only medical care available at this time was the emergency room at the local hospital. It was raining when we drove over there and we parked under some no parking signs, before entering the facility. There were no other patients in the waiting room and Annette was soon ushered inside, weighed, blood pressure tested etc. and then parked back in the waiting room to await a doctor. In the meantime, the administrator appeared from somewhere and we confirmed that we had no Australian insurance policy and that the USA is not a reciprocating country when it comes to health care  that is, some countries like the UK or New Zealand provide free health care to visiting Australians so that Australia reciprocates when visitors from the UK or NZ visit Australia. She asked if Annette had a passport which I immediately whipped out from my shirt pocket. She blanched when she saw it and regarded it doubtfully. Could we return when the regular staff were on duty? I considered our schedule plus the hassle of returning and declined. She then announced that she would change the paperwork to reflect our residency to a reciprocal country.

We waited about twenty minutes for a doctor and when he appeared, he confirmed our diagnosis and gave us a prescription for antibiotics. The nurse gave Annette the first of her pills to take since the pharmacies were all closed and then she ushered us to the door. We returned to the now empty office window and rang the bell but the administrator did not reappear, just the nurse we had been dealing with. She assured us that we were done and not to worry about any paperwork. This ended our experience with Australian emergency medicine. We were in and out in less than an hour. In the USA this would have been at least a four hour ordeal with a minimum of a $1,000 charge.

July 23 through July 27, 2013

Annette recovered rapidly from her brush with the medical services and we cleaned and mothballed our bus for its extended storage before somehow stuffing everything we hoped to carry back to the USA into the rental car. Back in Brisbane we retrieved our suitcases from our friends Ray and Jodi who had kindly stored them and then utilized the surface of their driveway to see if everything would fit into three bags. Somehow everything fit in the cases and we weighed them at 23 kilograms each  the maximum permitted on the return flights! The Tardis has nothing on us! Of course the reader must realize that we are not carrying clothing, toiletries etcetera, these we have either abandoned, or are carrying in small carry-on backpacks. The suitcases are stuffed with Annettes souvenirs, including her collected rock and mineral collection. We flew from Brisbane late Saturday night for three looong days of journeying back to Corpus Christi, Texas via Fiji and Los Angeles.

August 2, 2013 (final entry from 2013 trip)

We arrived home on Monday and began the process of readjusting to a 15 hour time difference including driving on the right (means correct in American English) side of the road. We have really enjoyed our Australian adventure for the past six months. It has been truly unforgettable. The scenery, wildlife, hospitality and friendship of all of the people we have met have been overwhelming.

After surviving six months of the perceived Australian hazards of crocodiles, jellyfish, venomous snakes and equally venomous spiders and on our third day back in Corpus Christi, Texas, Annette received seven wasp stings while trimming bushes in the front yard and is currently suffering from pain, swelling and itching. We look forwards to our speedy return to the safety of Australia.
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In 1865 John Costello (brother in law to Patsy Durack) took up
a property on Kyabra Creek (approx 210km east of this site) and
shortly afterwards commenced exploration westward across
Cooper’s Creek to the Diamantina and Georgina Rivers. It was
during one of these early exploring trips that John stopped here
and while he was waiting for his billy to boil carved his initials
into the now famous “J.C." tree.

At a later date a hotel was built nearby, and when Surveyor G.T. Weale laid out a township in
1884, he gave it the name Canterbury, as the Post Master General's Dept would not accept J.C.
as a town name. The township and the property were officially named Canterbury, whilst the

hotel continued to be referred to as “The J.C.” ©

The hotel and township of Canterbury have since disappeared and all that is left is the nearby
small cemetery. The tree on which John Costello carved his initials has also long gone.

The hotel was a pise building (a contemporary building method for that time) which is made
from a concoction of soil mixed with waterto make building blocks which were then rendered
with mud; the walls were then marked and also, painted to resemble large rectangular stone
blocks. 3

A mail receiving Office opened at Canterbury during 1888 and was elevated to Post Office on
January 1st, 1891. It was reduced to a Receiving Office again in 1893 and closed March 1919/20.

The owner of Waveney Station, Mr. Walter Shaffer bought the J.C
Hotel to close the doors, as his stockman were being led astray and
were wasting their money in the hotel. The roof was removed in 1956
resulting in the pise dissolving and crumbling from the elements.

Barcooss.






Ops/images/img70.jpg
a1

e
CIBACK”
ek g

i

%






Ops/images/img71.jpg





Ops/images/img65.jpg
/ ;\\\;\\\\\; \

7





Ops/images/img66.jpg





Ops/images/img63.jpg
0=
=2
==

i
i =
= |
(==






Ops/images/img64.jpg





Ops/images/img69.jpg





Ops/images/img67.jpg





Ops/images/img68.jpg





Ops/images/img61.jpg
]
AHH ¥ ¥ ayy






Ops/images/img62.jpg





Ops/images/img60.jpg





Ops/images/img54.jpg





Ops/images/img55.jpg





Ops/images/img52.jpg





Ops/images/img53.jpg





Ops/images/img58.jpg





Ops/images/img59.jpg





Ops/images/img56.jpg





Ops/images/img57.jpg





Ops/images/img50.jpg





Ops/images/img51.jpg





Ops/images/img49.jpg





Ops/images/img43.jpg





Ops/images/img44.jpg





Ops/images/img41.jpg





Ops/images/img42.jpg





Ops/images/img47.jpg





Ops/images/img48.jpg





Ops/images/img45.jpg





Ops/images/img46.jpg





Ops/images/img40.jpg





Ops/images/img38.jpg





Ops/images/img39.jpg





Ops/images/img32.jpg





Ops/images/img33.jpg





Ops/images/img30.jpg





Ops/images/img31.jpg





Ops/images/img36.jpg
L!.‘
N





Ops/images/img37.jpg





Ops/images/img34.jpg
sy






Ops/images/img35.jpg





Ops/images/img29.jpg





Ops/images/img27.jpg





Ops/images/img28.jpg





Ops/images/img21.jpg





Ops/images/img22.jpg
AL

”,,‘

St

X
S -





Ops/images/img20.jpg





Ops/images/img25.jpg





Ops/images/img26.jpg





Ops/images/img23.jpg





Ops/images/img24.jpg
AR

&\
Paws

e






Ops/images/img18.jpg





Ops/images/img19.jpg





Ops/images/img16.jpg
-
\Mlb

B g

8 ek

i

fw..\xﬁ o7 Aw.wr

S
PLip 28 S

7]






Ops/images/img17.jpg





Ops/images/img10.jpg
B

A RAARANA KRR TS L7 172777






Ops/images/img98.jpg





Ops/images/img11.jpg





Ops/images/img99.jpg
Q‘“‘ XONAXX

“ “ W) “ LN A

O Q“\’ o DA AR

“~‘,~'~~.-1‘,~,-.~.~..-~‘ R

\ “““ (A \‘N‘ i e
\.M“ \‘sz’ W

“‘N‘“u'm.s ‘

AR
‘W

il
.

C‘ e ) ‘

R “ “ W

\‘\\\\'\\'g““‘&l‘o’g“\“‘\?“e \\m ,m.
m 0 i “0‘0
“m S

“M “.‘\\‘“N’N%“?

e m
000 Q Q‘ ’ ."“l’:{":&’"ﬂ
“ON 0 “" i i
. d “ L ik il
l’:“ 0‘““’"’.""“ W ‘““ “‘c‘*cs\’i‘\’\‘\‘\‘s‘é.““ouc‘czq“".".“ W “Q’?“""t.\mﬁ i
Ay 2 ““QQQA“ NC‘Q’.‘.“ N\\'\\W\'“N‘O’O‘Q\‘Q‘.‘M\\'\“ “W mum m‘“
CERCERRN WSSOI wmsw”’"’ “&'«'.'.'.'.v‘s\‘.q'gm... il
SN, iy 'Iuic. ‘.‘v.,"‘“ “N “" “0..’? ’fa"‘"
) OO
%%QN XXX CKIXORN 0 ,‘“ s w i i.\‘\‘s‘s“mm.. “"ppwm,w' il
QX ga&m;‘,‘“t‘ $99.9, ‘I“‘ N”‘ ‘“ ““ 'W.'“ .m~.~. R
X 00 AR A A
'u'ﬂ ;wp‘w.v‘v‘ M ‘yg*g*;&s;\ SN 'm@é‘é Zmn o
) ‘tmm,n. AR Ll
; LA ».“m.'.'.'.'.v.@;

YOO ,
7 v@vao'@d@%- R LA RAREES sy b2 :
Lé&&@&@&t\(x f‘so QAG_ 5 {3 vv 9@6@@“ % ""’;’.‘g"'ﬁ'Q'&,;‘:"";"":‘:.:‘;‘:‘:"“‘.
J HO %W Qe s @%‘ ‘%‘v‘}g»&.‘.‘.‘é.'.‘.’.‘.‘.’.‘.my ‘
SR S s%%%%‘
; o |
Qoﬁ ) %9 %%%%%0& QM%%Q gm'mms,e‘w,& ,‘W“:,:,: ‘\:“?‘:
;(MQ() N 00% O IR WQWGM s i mmm i
Mna@&&é’%&%%%%%%%"é&& A
YN AN oeé,,se»p‘s‘s;p;",‘,é‘.“.‘%:‘:’é{w |
i






Ops/images/img96.jpg





Ops/images/img97.jpg





Ops/images/img14.jpg





Ops/images/img15.jpg





Ops/images/img12.jpg





Ops/images/img13.jpg





Ops/images/img4.jpg
]

1 3
TR R “‘W‘K
TE

BPPyP






Ops/images/img90.jpg





Ops/images/img3.jpg





Ops/images/img91.jpg





Ops/images/img6.jpg





Ops/images/img5.jpg
e

b A
s
g

o~






Ops/images/img8.jpg





Ops/images/img94.jpg





Ops/images/img7.jpg
A

W -‘..






Ops/images/img95.jpg





Ops/images/img92.jpg
B . S






Ops/images/img9.jpg





Ops/images/img93.jpg





Ops/images/img87.jpg





Ops/images/img88.jpg
Down.came. .a. juim-bu.
Upjumped the swag - u
= bucle in, his tuc






Ops/images/img85.jpg
i
i
k






Ops/images/img86.jpg





Ops/images/img2.jpg





Ops/images/img89.jpg





Ops/images/img1.jpg





