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 ���� aturday 17th March 2007 we headed off on our holiday not knowing exactly where we 

were going and for how long we would be away. During the year we received a two for one offer 
to travel on the Indian Pacific from Adelaide to Perth.  Before leaving home our property 
needed rain. The drought had bitten in badly. What we were to learn on our trip was that our 
properties were lush and green compared to some of the states and areas we visited. 
 Our first night was at Cherrabah Mountain Lodge Resort near Warwick. It would become 
our first experience to witness how harsh the drought had become. Although it was quiet with 
beautiful views from the mountains, there was little or no green grass. We strolled along walking 
tracks and enjoyed the isolation and serenity and the peace and quiet. 
 Next morning we travelled through Warwick and Inglewood onto Goondiwindi. Without 
harping too much on the dry conditions, and I mean dry, there wasn’t anything else to grab our 
attention. There was a lot of burnt out country. We arrived at Moree and stayed the night.  
 Wellington was our next stopover. Each day we’d try and arrive in a town about two 
o’clock in the afternoon to seek accommodation. We never booked ahead instead ‘played it by 
ear’. If we wanted to stop at a place we liked, then we’d stop, if not we’d move on. On the other 
hand if we didn’t book into accommodation by at least three o’clock in the afternoon, there was a 
likelihood that we’d miss out. After booking into the motel, a good walk about the town helped us 
to see the interests of each town. 

Next day it was off to Wagga Wagga our next destination. Passing through Cootamundra, 
there were spots of rain on the windscreen of the car. We’d thought a flock of birds had flown over 
to deposit their wares. It was actually rain.  

 
Sir Donald Bradman, the great cricketer was born at Cootamundra so it was important we 

visit the house he was born in. There was an overload of photographs, and other information on the 
Don.  

 

 
 
At Wagga Wagga our GPS, named Jane, kept sending us into the wrong direction. To be fair 

to Jane, that’s the name we gave to her because she had a female voice, keep repeating 
‘recalculate’. Eventually we gave up on Jane and found our own motel without her help. It was 
raining. 

Crossing the border leaving New South Wales at Albany journeying along the Hume 
Highway, without sounding critical, Queensland has the worst roads in Australia. How is that for a 
statement! Roads in other States were much better than the ones we have. 

Continuing along the Hume Highway was a pleasure to drive. We sighted the town of 
Glenrowan, Ned Kelly territory. Leaving the highway we visited Glenrowan for a reason. Our 
friend Dot is a Ned Kelly fanatic.  



  

She reads everything there is to read about her hero. In the centre of the town is a huge 
statute of Ned. We visited the place where he was finally captured and seen the remains of the 
hotel that had been burnt down on his capture. Without Ned Kelly’s history, I doubt whether 
Glenrowan would survive. It depends totally on tourism. 

 

 
 
It was then off to Bendigo and to stay with our friends Graham and Carol Smith.  
It was great to catch up with them again. Bendigo, over the years has developed into a large 

city with an increased population. It’s hard to imagine that gold was discovered there and it has 
grown from those times. Graham and Carol showed us around giving us a better understanding of 
the developments and growth of the town. 

Ballarat was our next town to visit. Our mission at Ballarat was to go to Sovereign Hill on 
the outskirts of the town. It was great to have Jane as our guide because reading from a map 
certainly made it tough going. Jane’s voice told us when to turn and where to go, she became our 
friend in a way. 

That night we went to the Blood On The Southern Cross Show at Sovereign Hill. It was the 
re-enactment of the Eureka Stockade. On the 3rd December 1854 the Eureka Flag of the Southern 
Cross was first flown. The show itself was a disappointment for us because it was a laser show 
without any people acting any part, only voices over loud speakers and the rest of the show was 
left to your own imagination. Before going to the Blood On The Southern Cross it was a joy for us 
to have a Chinese meal in a nearby restaurant. It was one of the best meals we had on our trip. 

From Ballarat we headed toward the border of South Australia. From State to State, the time 
difference was annoying. I kept Queensland time on my watch, but some States had daylight 
savings and different in each State. It was hard at times to know what the time was.  

Driving toward the Grampians, we stopped at Seppelt’s Winery along the Great Western 
area. The House of Seppelt has been a leader in Australian winemaking and a force driving the 
Australian wine industry forward. Whilst Gwen tasted the wines on offer, I busied myself in 
reading about the history of the winery to learn fascinating facts about how it all began. 



  

After purchasing a couple of their finest bottles of wine we headed toward Bordertown. On 
our way the town of Horsham was 39 degrees and hot.  

Driving into the town we experienced a dust storm, a sky full of dust similar to a darkness 
swirling about with poor visibility? We drove on through this rage of dust, very slowly coming out 
of the other side with relief. 

At Horsham it was hot and windy and most uncomfortable. While we were having lunch, I 
held onto a piece of bread whilst Gwen placed a slice of meat onto the bread. Before I had a 
chance to cover the meat with another slice of bread the wind picked it up and blew it away. You 
wouldn’t believe it unless you where there.  

Bordertown is on the border of the States of Victoria and South Australia. Whilst travelling 
from town to town, most of them all look the same after awhile. They all have similar shops, 
houses and buildings. We went to book into a motel, the sign read, ‘ring the phone’. There was no 
person in attendance. A male voice replied to tell us to select a room and find the key underneath 
the mat near to the door. He had to go and pick up his children from school and would be back 
later. Laidback is a term used, but I think this one was taking it a little too far. 

It was then onto Adelaide. Jane helped to find a Caravan Park. When we didn’t stay at a 
motel, at times we chose to stay in a cabin with their own on-suite, cooking facilities and television 
at a Caravan Park, or Cabin Park.  

 
With five days to spare, we had our first day off for rest. Each week we watch McLeod’s 

Daughters on television and north of Adelaide is the town of Freeling where the show is taped with 
the Glen Gallon Hotel and Truck Stop, which are used in the show. There was no show on when 
we arrived. It was impossible to visit the station ‘Drovers Run’. This portion of the trip was most 
uplifting visiting a town in one of our favourite television shows. 

 

 
 



  

 
 
Onto Barossa Valley for a taste of wine, unfortunately, when we visited Seppelt’s Winery, 

we were ignored, so they lost a customer. It was different at Maggie Beers a little further along; the 
service was great and atmosphere welcoming.  

Returning to Adelaide one of the many things we always succeeded on doing on our trips 
was to visit the coastlines of our great country, following the beaches. Heading south toward Cape 
Jervis to have a look, along the way we headed from the main road toward the small coastal towns 
experiencing the wow factor. Along this peninsula we saw beach houses perched on hillsides, near 
the beach. I wondered how people could afford such luxury when there didn’t seem to be much 
private enterprise in the area.  

We stopped at the small town of Normanville, about half way from Adelaide and Cape 
Jervis. It was one of those coastal towns, large enough with a shopping centre and others shops. 
That night we enjoyed a meal at the hotel which had been built in the early settlement of the town 
and restored to modern times. While walking to the hotel we inquired about a two-day trip to 
Kangaroo Island to stay in a log cabin in the wilderness. First we needed to continue onto Cape 
Jervis to board a car ferry to take us across to the island. 

Crossing the bay from Cape Jervis to Penneshaw was smooth sailing, which took about forty-
five minutes. There are only two main roads on Kangaroo Island, one of them is to Kingscote and 
the other is to Cape Torrens. Kingscote was settled when Kangaroo Island was settled. Ancient 
buildings still remain telling a story of a by-gone era.  

At five o’clock each afternoon everyone, mainly tourists, swarm to a rocky inlet of the bay to 
witness the feeding of the pelicans. It is a feeding frenzy. Our host John, the Pelican Feeder, 
explained how on each day at the same time he feeds the pelicans small fish he buys from the 
market. He explained all there is to know about pelicans. We’d arrived a little early and by the 
time our host arrived people came from every direction to sit on the rocks and witness the feeding 
frenzy.  

 
 
 



  

 
 
Later that night a similar show to fed the penguins, but it was easier for me to go to the shop 

and buy Gwen ‘Happy Feet’ that she placed on the dashboard of the car. She has one ‘Happy Feet’ 
and four lambs from our previous trip. 

 
Next day we drove across to the other side of the Island and saw the Lighthouse at Cape 

Torrens. When you’ve seen one Lighthouse, you may say, you’ve seen them all. If was off to our 
log cabin in the wilderness. On the way we visited one of the most amazing sightings we saw on 
our whole holiday. Remarkable Rocks is a tourist site, an amazing discovery of how the waves 
from the ocean formed the rocks. Jutting out into the ocean is a series of rocks, almost ten stories 
high. Each of these rocks lay side-by-side jutting upright. We walked in between each rock and 
when you look up at the height of where each rock lays on one another, you almost fall backwards. 
At the time the wind was blowing a gale from the ocean and it was dangerous to walk on top of the 
high boulders around the rocks. They were certainly Remarkable Rocks. 

 



  

 
 
 
From Remarkable Rocks is Admiral Arch and seals. We stood on the landing and witnessed 

seals in their own habitat swimming in the clear blue water, climbing upright onto the rocks jutting 
out and other seals lay about sunning themselves. It was very surreal. It’s hard to believe that 
Kangaroo Island had seal hunters and killed these delightful animals for their furs and meat. 

Before leaving Kangaroo Island and returning to the mainland we witnessed a custom which 
drivers on the Island all use. As a motor vehicle approaches, the driver will give the Kangaroo 
Island Wave, which is a sign of two fingers holding the steering wheel saluting the approaching 
driver. Each time a Kangaroo Island driver approached us giving us the Kangaroo Island Wave we 
returned the welcome gesture. We thoroughly enjoyed our days on the island and the visit of what 
we experience will remain with us forever. Another important sight we saw were the difference in 
the growth of the kangaroo. At Kangaroo Island they grow between a full size kangaroo and a 
wallaby. Their faces and head are different. The mouth is more in the shape of a bulldog shape 
rather than the fine features they display on the mainland. 

 
Jane helped us once more when we returned to Adelaide to board the Indian Pacific for our 

journey to Perth. After booking our luggage in and the car for transportation on the train, we 
walked into the centre of the city to have a look about. We walked into a Paddy’s Market. There 
was everything one wished to purchase, even kangaroo meat sold from a butcher shop. It was an 
eye opener for us to witness people selling anything to anyone. 

 
That afternoon we boarded the Indian Pacific for our journey to Perth leaving Thursday 

arriving in Perth on Saturday morning. Our cabin had sleeping quarters, shower, and toilet, wash 
bowl all fitting into a space large enough to house two people. Everything was first class, the 
attendant serviced coffee at six-thirty each morning. Breakfast and all other meals were taken in 
the Dining Car, with a selection of a three-course meal. Also it gave us an opportunity to meet 
other travellers from Australia and overseas.  



  

 

 
 
One couple travelled from England to visit relatives in Perth wanted to see a kangaroo. Since 

arriving in Australia they hadn’t sighted one. The train was crossing the Nullarbor Plains and we 
kept reassuring the couple that before we crossed the plains they should be able to sight one. They 
saw one in the distance. The train stopped to fill with water at the town of Cooke with a population 
of four. It’s hard to believe that four people live in the middle of Australia to wait for the weekly 
train. Visiting Cooke we read about the history and at one time had enough population to have a 
school. 

At eleven o’clock that night the train stopped for three hours at Kalgoorlie for the passengers 
to have a tour of the town. It was a mind opening experience seeing first hand how gold is mined 
from an open cut mine. From seventy tones of soil mined, gold is extracted only the size of a golf 
ball. Also, the sights of Kalgoorlie were explained to us on our return ensuring a visit past the 
notorious brothels in Hay Street a well-known landmark in the town.  

 
It was a wonderful story of how gold was first discovered in the town by a prospector whose 

horse had thrown a shoe, and at that very spot, the first nugget of gold was discovered. How’s that 
for luck. 

 
We arrived in Perth and unloading the car and found accommodation. After a break it seemed 

to us to be like any other city with tall buildings and a river running through the middle. Our plan 
was to continue onto Fremantle and head down the coast toward the south end of Western 
Australia. 

Sunday morning we arrived at Fremantle and parked outside of the markets on the wharf. On 
our arrival a Tour Tram was about to leave on a tour of the town. The Tour Guide explained the 
birth of Fremantle, changes since the America’s Cup Challenge, goal, which was built by convict 
labour, and the War Memorial perched on top of the highest point of the town. It was a delight to 
see these special sights and marvel at the history of the town. 

 



  

 
 
 
After the tour we travelled south along the coastal strip. There are no breaks in between 

towns; one area joins another with upmarket houses that must cost a fortune. There seemed to be 
no end to the wealth of Western Australia. Following the inland coastal strip one area led into the 
other until we arrived at Rockingham. That was enough for a day. We stopped overnight. I don’t 
know what happened after we left Rockingham the following morning because somehow we ended 
up back tracking somewhere to be at Pinjarra north west of Fremantle. 

We weren’t lost just happened to take a wrong road somewhere. Heading inland off the coast 
and eventually arriving at Collie to stay for the night. It is a coal-mining town with the old section 
of the town on one side of the railway line whilst the newer section is on the opposite side. That 
night we night we dined on lasagne in the old hotel, and it were the worst meal we had on our 
holiday. 

Driving onto Busselton, back onto the coast, we were relieved to see the Indian Ocean. This 
was a wonderful clean quaint town and friendly. Before arriving at Busselton we stopped at 
Bunbury after leaving Collie. Bunbury is a prosperous town and very busy with building and 
tourism. Following the coastal road we stopped at Eagle Bay and watched fishermen catching 
pilchards from the rocks jutting out from the shore. It was fascinating to see the anglers pull in a 
pilchard, release it from the line, throw the line out into the water and drag in another.  

We were heading toward Margaret River Winery region. No sooner we’d arrive at a winery a 
busload of people arrived at the same time, so we moved onto another winery. One of the wineries 
were visited was named Knee Deep. It obtained its name from a sign showing a person knee deep 
in a trough of wine. The Manager was a kind person and explained the various wines they grew. It 
had been a very dry season and was at the end of the harvest. 

 
 



  

Not far along the road we came across a winery built for a king or queen.  
 

 
 
 
It was luxurious, roses in full bloom with a welcome mat at the front door. If you wanted to 

taste their wines there was a cost involved, and the cost outweighed the taste. Before leaving after 
this shock we decided to use their toilets, it’s a wonder they never charged to enter them. They 
were something else of luxury, gold taps, wooden seats, and Italian tiles on the floor and walls. 
Never forgotten. 

Arriving at Pemberton in time for a tram tour of the Karri Great Forest, these tall large trees 
grew everywhere. They were huge. Our Tour Guide introduced his audience to the area speaking 
of the ‘old times’ when hundreds of men worked in the timber industry. Small huts still remain to 
show the reminder of the past. Most towns in this southern area finish with the letters ‘up’, which 
means ‘close to the water’.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Our next stop was Timber Top Walk at Walpole, an adventure in itself. Steel walkways reach 

high above the tree tops almost forty metres from the ground. You are actually walking on top of 
the trees looking down to the vast space below and hope nothing comes adrift and the wind doesn’t 
decide to blow too hard. It was scary and made your legs weak at the knees. 



  

 

 
 
Elephant Rocks at William Bay was an excellent sight to see with the shape of rocks jutting 

out into the bay taking the shape of elephants, small ones, large ones and larger ones.  
That night we were welcomed into the home of Kevin, Dale, Darsie and Lloyd at Manypeaks 

for the Easter break. They live on 10,000-acre property growing wheat, canola, sheep and cattle. 
It’s amazing how anything grows in Western Australia because of the sandy soil. Kevin pointed 
out how important it was to mix clay with the sand to bond together otherwise the wind would 
blow away the sand and leave nothing to grow the crops. We had a wonderful time at their home 
and it was a delight to visit and enjoy their hospitality. 

They live not far from the Great Australian Bight Kevin took us fishing. Gwen loves fishing, 
but before we left he advised us about wearing something warm. I’m pleased he did because it was 
cold and I mean cold, the artic winds blow off the sea. Gwen caught a couple of fish as well as did 
Dale and Lloyd sufficient for our dinner that night. We had a wonderful stay and time spent with 
them. 

 

 
 
Bidding farewell we decided to visit Wave Rock. When I initially heard of the name Wave 

Rock my vision went to a rock near to the ocean with a wave in it. Well, I can tell you that’s far 
from where the real Wave Rock is situated. It’s in the middle of Western Australia about five 
hundred kilometres from the Great Australian Bight. After a full days drive we arrived at Wave 
Rock Hotel Motel. It was a real eye opener to see the actual wave made from limestone. Boulders 
high enough to house a dam on top of the rock, sights of the grain belt covering the ground for 
kilometres as far as the eye could see. It was a sight to behold. 

 



  

 

 
 
Making our way back toward the coast, there is nothing exciting to see when travelling only 

kilometres of open crop area. Arriving at Esperance, a coastal town at the southern point of 
Western Australia, it’s a beautiful town highlighted by the closeness of the Great Australian Bight. 
Throughout our holiday we always wanted to keep to the coast and see the wonderful oceans and 
the different blue and green colours. Jane decided she’s had enough at Esperance. We tried to have 
her fixed but to no avail so we were on our own again with maps and our own intuition.  

North to Norseman we prepared ourselves to cross the Nullarbor Plain. When we arrived at 
Norseman positioned in the main streets were silhouettes of camels cut from steel sheeting. 
Unfortunately there was little other to see in the town only the roadhouse on the outskirts of town 
for accommodation and fuel. Before heading across the Nullarbor, we didn’t know what to expect.  

 
Our expectations was to see desert, only we didn’t, it had very similar trees, grasslands and 

vegetation of that in Western Queensland, northern New South Wales and South Australia.  
We stayed at Caiguna for the night at the roadhouse. There is suitable motel accommodation 

at reasonable prices. There wasn’t much to see only ninety kilometres of straight road. Apart from 
an emu, wedgetail eagle, there wasn’t much else. That night we stayed at Border Village after 
crossing into South Australia to catch up with our washing and to have a rest. Using the washing 
machine, we thought it would take off for it sounded like a jet engine. We’d crossed the Nullarbor 
without any problems.   

 Ceduna was our next stop. It is a beautiful, pretty town on the water opening onto the Great 
Australian Bight of the Southern Ocean, noted for fishing and tourism. We followed the coast road 
and noticed farms with large rocks, ancient houses built from rocks and rocks among the paddock. 
There seemed to be rocks everywhere. We travelled along the coast road often stopping at lookout 
points to take in the glory of the Southern Ocean. Passing through Streaky Bay down to Ellison 
onto Port Lincoln we stopped for a two-day stop at a Cabin Park where we thoroughly enjoyed the 
rest. Port Lincoln had much to offer particularly with fish. It’s known as the fish capital of the 
world but when we tried their butterfish either of us were not impressed. 

We saw a load of pilchards being loaded onto a waiting boat for transportation out to a 
mother ship in the sea. While we tasted the butterfish and chips near the jetty, there were thousands 
of baby fish swimming around near the jetty.  

 
Whilst we never considered at anytime on our trip to plan where we were going or what we 

would be doing, we followed our noses. One rule we always abided by was to see the entire coast 
of the country and see how wonderful it is to smell the salt air and discover the beauty of the 
oceans.  



  

The morning we left Port Lincoln there was only one way to go and that was to head north to 
Port Augusta. We followed the peninsula north and noticed the country improve from what we’d 
noticed so far on our trip until we arrived at Whyalla.  

It is a dirty town and smelt of sulphur, everything was dirty and we couldn’t wait to reach the 
northern end of the town to keep driving without stopping until arriving at Port Augusta. At times 
we’d stay at motels and found other times it was good to book into a caravan park cabin. They are 
self-contained. 

Port Augusta was very good place to stay and on our visit to the information bureau they 
have the most fascinating display of human evolution one could ever wish to see. It’s called 
Wadlata Outback Centre A Touch Of The Outback. It was worth the time and cost to see such a 
wonderful exhibition of Australia. It was decision time for us, whether to visit Coober Pedy 
journey north to Alice Springs or return home via Broken Hill. The drive from Port Augusta to 
Coober Pedy was – nothing to see - only those little black things called flies. At one stage when we 
stopped to have a cup of coffee we needed to have it in the car because the flies drove us almost 
insane.  

Coober Pedy is a dirty town with mullock heaps in the town and on the outskirts. Seventy 
percent of the population live underground. Opal mining is how the town survives. We enjoyed a 
tour of the town, our tour guide George who left Townsville four years before deciding to have a 
business at Coober Pedy – why he would I would never know but to each their own. He was so 
laid back he almost went to sleep showing us the locals (aboriginals) and where most of the people 
lived. He showed us an underground church and we were gob smashed. It is something one could 
never imagine the beauty of craftsmanship to build it. We heard about the opal finds in the town 
also visited an underground mine and home. It was a little eerie to say the least and a wonderful 
tour.  

 

 
 
We then headed off to Woomera. It is a town built for military personal. It’s a modern town 

with all of the modern amenities. We were shocked at why there wasn’t more people living in the 
town but it is mainly used for rocket launches and bombs.  

Returning to Port Augusta we stayed the night and the next day headed off to Broken Hill. 
Instead of following the highway back to Adelaide we decided to venture over the mountains 
passing through the small town of Orroroo. Before we arrived at Orroroo we had morning smoko 
near the oldest gum tree in Australia. It is 500 years old and measured 10.89 metres around the 
base of the tree. Orroroo is a neat town and then we continued onto Peterborough to join the 
Barrier Highway to Broken Hill. We decided to stay at Broken Hill for a couple of days. Kayee 
and her husband Richard showed us some of the sights of Broken Hill. They took us out to 
Silverton; an old mining town when in its hay day had a population of three thousand people. Now 
there are twenty people. It was in this area the films Mad Max was filmed. We saw the Sculptures 
and returned to Broken Hill for a town tour. 



  

Eric was our tour guide of the Broken Hill mines who explained how the company BHP first 
had it’s beginnings, it is hard to imagine such a huge company started when a boundary rider 
found one piece of rock which turned out to be the richest deposits of iron ore in the world. From 
Broken Hill we drove to Wilcannia. The Darling River flows through the town but on this occasion 
there was no flow of water because there wasn’t any water. The motel owner told us that the town 
had two days of water left before it was completely dry. It was again decision time. Would we visit 
White Cliffs north of Wilcannia, have a look and then journey onto Cobar? We decided we should. 

 
White Cliffs is ninety-five kilometres north of Wilcannia, all bitumen road with lots of 

kangaroos, sheep and cattle to see. Reaching White Cliffs, we didn’t know what to expect after 
visiting Coober Pedy. Both towns are like chalk and cheese. If ever there was one highlight in our 
trip it was our trip to White Cliffs and meeting Jock. In the town there is one hotel, general store 
and shanties, there was a sign pointing us to Jock’s Place. 

  

 
 
We followed the signs up the hill to come face to face with an old man opening the door 

from an underground mine. His call of ‘Welcome to Jock’s Place’ initially alarmed us because we 
didn’t know if we were doing the right thing by going underground with this stranger. He waved 
us into his underground palace of an entry, lounge room, kitchen and dining room.  

From that moment we stepped foot into his home he never shut up and spoke with a very 
loud voice echoing underground sounded ten times louder than it would have usually done. We 
heard everything about White Cliffs and opal mining after he put his false teeth into his mouth and 
took the first of many mouth fulls of coffee. We never thought he’d ever let up but eventually he 
ran out of puff and sat down while we had a look about through the dust and the dirt accumulated 
over forty years. We will never forget Jock. 

Cobar was our next stop. Copper was discovered at Cobar not long after New South Wales 
was settled. One thing about Cobar is they have plenty of sheep and goats. Next day we were off to 
Bourke, then onto Walgett. When we were driving from town to town there wasn’t much to see 
other than how deep the drought has devastated the country. There is no doubt the whole country 
needs rain and plenty of it. That night we stayed at Walgett Motel. The night before we arrived, the 
National Bank Of Australia had burnt down. Steel meshed grills were around the motel and locked 
at six thirty at night and reopened by six o’clock next morning. Most businesses also had the 
meshed grills to protect their properties. There are forty-five Police Officers stationed at Walgett in 
a population of two and a half thousand people. 

From Walgett we journeyed onto Lightning Ridge. We wanted to compare the three opal 
towns. Lightning Ridge is totally different to the other two opal towns. It is a town with a 
population of almost three and a half thousand people – mostly miners.  



  

 
 
We were lucky to join a tour of the town only ten minutes after we arrived. Our tour guide 

explained that over sixteen years ago she and her husband came to Lighting Ridge for a two-day 
break. They’d been there ever since. Miners dig square holes in the ground to about thirty feet in 
dept in search for the opal. We didn’t have a clue what we were looking at when we had to dig 
through a mullock heap. Apparently the day before one of the tourists found an opal worth 
$20,000.00. It was a very good tour with value for money. We went underground into a mine, 
visited a house made from bottles, and fossicked about hoping to find that piece of black opal. 

Heading north to Dirranbandi and St George we visited the EJ Beadmore Dam. It was my 
first visit to the dam since I worked there over thirty-seven years ago. There was little water in the 
dam – 8% we were told by one of the men working there. Surat was a very tidy town and finally 
we arrived in Roma.  

 
 
 
 

 
 
Gwen wanted to see a bottle tree and Roma is noted for them. It started to rain while we were 

in Roma. We were almost home, our final day on the road.  
 



  

 
 
At Chinchilla we stopped and visited Kevin and Carol Jackson for morning tea and in no 

time at all we were on our way home. It was good to be at home.  
 

 
 

Gwen & I at 1st hole at Cody Pedy Golf Course 
 

   
Gwen & I enjoying morning tea at Pemberton 

 



  

 
 

Gwen & I standing in front of a Karri Tree 
 

Six weeks to the day we’d been away and had seen half of our country and witnessed many 
changes and sights. In all we travelled over eleven and a half thousand kilometres and enjoyed 
every inch of the journey.   


