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This is not only about travel but about people we met on the road and the problems encountered
when using an American Motorhome (RV), which had seen better days and was difficult with
spare parts. She comments on aboriginal life and many other asides.We have so many colorful
photos that it will be difficult to pick them from our collection.“This diary covers the route from
Currumbin(Southern Gold Coast) down the New South Coast to Cowes and Melbourne. Up the
Inland route of New South Wales via Dubbo , Glen Innes, Casino and up the Queensland Coast
to Cooktown then back to Currumbin”.

From the Back CoverRocks, Gems, and Minerals is a field guide to more than 100 of the most
common and sought-after rocks, gems, and minerals hidden throughout North America.
Conveniently sized to fit in your pocket and featuring full-color, detailed photographs, this
informative guide makes it easy to identify rocks in your backyard and beyond. Also included is
an introduction that covers fundamental geology information and interesting facts. This is the
essential source when you're out in the field, both informative and beautiful to peruse.--This text
refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorGarret Romaine, an
avid rockhound, fossil collector, and gem hunter, is the author of Gem Trails of Oregon, Gem
Trails of Washington, and Rockhounding Idaho (FalconGuides) as well as a columnist for Gold
Prospectors magazine. He lives in Spokane, Washington. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/bzWVy/Should-I-Go-Walkabout-in-Australia-A-Motorhome-Adventure


Should I“Go Walkabout” inAustraliaA MOTORHOME ADVENTURE      JOHN TIMMS

AuthorHouse™ UK1663 Liberty DriveBloomington, IN 47403 USAPhone: 0800.197.4150 ©
2019 John Timms. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the
author. Published by AuthorHouse 05/10/2019 Any people depicted in stock imagery
provided by Getty Images are models,and such images are being used for illustrative purposes
only.Certain stock imagery © Getty Images. Because of the dynamic nature of the Internet, any
web addresses or links contained in this book may have changed since publication and may no
longer be valid. The views expressed in this work are solely those of the author and do not
necessarily reflect the views of the publisher, and the publisher hereby disclaims any
responsibility for them.

CONTENTSIntroductionChapter OneChapter TwoChapter ThreeChapter FourChapter
FiveChapter SixChapter SevenChapter EightChapter NineChapter TenChapter ElevenChapter
TwelveChapter ThirteenChapter FourteenChapter FifteenChapter SixteenChapter
SeventeenChapter EighteenChapter NineteenChapter TwentyChapter Twenty-OneChapter
Twenty-TwoChapter Twenty-ThreeChapter Twenty-FourChapter Twenty-FiveChapter Twenty-
SixChapter Twenty-SevenChapter Twenty-EightChapter Twenty-NineChapter ThirtyChapter
Thirty-OneChapter Thirty-TwoChapter Thirty-ThreeChapter Thirty-FourChapter Thirty-
FiveChapter Thirty-SixChapter Thirty-SevenChapter Thirty-EightChapter Thirty-NineChapter
FortyChapter Forty-OneChapter Forty-TwoChapter Forty-ThreeChapter Forty-FourChapter
Forty-FiveChapter Forty-SixChapter Forty-SevenChapter Forty-EightChapter Forty-NineChapter
FiftyChapter Fifty-OneChapter Fifty-TwoChapter Fifty-ThreeChapter Fifty-FourChapter Fifty-
FiveChapter Fifty-SixChapter Fifty-SevenChapter Fifty-EightChapter Fifty-NineChapter
SixtyChapter Sixty-OneChapter Sixty-TwoChapter Sixty-ThreeChapter Sixty-FourChapter Sixty-
FiveChapter Sixty-SixChapter Sixty-SevenChapter Sixty-EightChapter Sixty-NineChapter
SeventyChapter Seventy-OneChapter Seventy-TwoChapter Seventy-ThreeChapter Seventy-
FourChapter Seventy-FiveChapter Seventy-SixChapter Seventy-SevenChapter Seventy-
EightChapter Seventy-NineChapter EightyChapter Eighty-OneChapter Eighty-TwoChapter
Eighty-ThreeChapter Eighty-FourChapter Eighty-FiveChapter Eighty-SixChapter Eighty-
SevenChapter Eighty-Eight

INTRODUCTIONThis is not a travel documentary although you will get a lot of information about
Australia and a great deal of detail about a few places. This book is more about being confused,
the things that went wrong, the things or places that surprised us and those that disappointed
us. It also touches on living with your partner twenty-four seven, along with two dogs and what
joy those two dogs gave us when we arrived at, for example, a deserted beach. Sometimes
when things went wrong I cried and so did my friends but their tears were those of laughter as I



continued to send them out our weekly diary via email. It’s about the accidents that happened to
our vehicles to us and the dogs, unusual physical ailments and boredom which is not what you
see on the television when you listen to travel shows. Here in Australia the interviewers always
seem to find happy travellers who are sitting on the edge of beautiful beaches with close friends,
sipping wine as they watch the sun sink over the horizon and they are all such happy campers. I
haven’t yet met these people and if I ever try to sit near the beach at sunset, in a warm climate,
my only companions are mosquitoes and sandf lies! I could spray myself all over with some sort
of near lethal mosquito repellent of course but I hate the smell and can’t get away from myself
quickly enough. So, this is what happened to us (me and my partner) on our first trip which
lasted nine months, which was when we realised that we had no hope of getting right around
Australia in that time if we wanted to see the coastal areas properly. We started from the Gold
Coast in Queensland, travelled the coastline of New South Wales (well the majority of it) visited
the Southern Highlands of New South Wales and on to Melbourne. It was so damned cold by
then that we turned inland to retreat north again meandering back down to the coastline when
we hit a snowstorm, returning to the Gold Coast and then on to Cairns and Cooktown. We
returned very slowly down the Queensland coastline discovering isolated seaside hamlets and
off road sites.It took a second, year long trip for us to get around the rest of Australia which is in
another book. Am I glad I did it? Yes but there is a lot more behind that answer as you will find
out because there were times when I nearly ran away – to catch the nearest plane back home!

Should I Tour Australia?ByLisa (Elizabeth) Timms DEDICATED TO MY DEAR WIFEWHO
SHARED THESE MEMORIES WITH ME BUT WHO DIED SUDDENLYON 5th November 2015. 

CHAPTER ONE31/1/2004- CURRUMBIN, GOLD COAST.I stood in the middle of the road,
immune to the passing traffic, incredulous that my husband, in his haste to start our trip around
Australia, had driven off without me. He had left in our 35ft, 16 year old American motor home as
our new tenants were moving into our house and whilst I was saying goodbye to my son. He
hadn’t only left me but also our two dogs behind! Now this wasn’t necessarily a bad thing as I
was still asking myself if I wanted to leave home at all but with tenants happily placing their
furniture into my house, the dogs and I were now homeless.I knew he was off to buy petrol and I
was to follow him in our ‘dogmobile’(A double-cab covered Toyota) and he had told me which
garage he was going to, so I hurtled off down the road to try and catch up with him. I couldn’t
understand why I couldn’t see him as you can’t hide a motor home of that size but he was
nowhere in sight and he wasn’t at the garage. Totally perplexed, I returned to our house and
asked the male tenant if he knew where John had gone.He looked at me in amazement and
asked ‘Have you lost him already?’‘Yes, but you were talking to him so I’m asking you if you know
which garage he might have gone to?’‘If you’ve lost him outside the house how on earth are you
going to follow him around Australia?’ he answered. He appeared to be choking for some reason
and coughed to clear his throat.‘Has he got a mobile phone?’‘Yes, we’ve each got a mobile’ I



said as I held up both phones.He bent forwards and I then realised that he couldn’t speak for
laughing. I got back in the car. I was failing to find anything funny with the situation and felt
humiliated and ridiculous so drove a few yards down the road and stopped outside the park. I felt
too embarrassed to stay where he could see me! I got the dogs out of the back of the vehicle,
gave them a drink of water and waited. I had absolutely no idea what to do. What I did know was
that I had made a huge mistake in having agreed to accompany John on a trip around
Australia.About twenty minutes later John came back to find me and I mutely handed him his
mobile phone.‘I decided to go to that other garage.’ I nodded still mute and close to tears.I
managed to whisper ‘You didn’t even give me the chance to say goodbye and get into the car
and get my seatbelt on and you’d gone! Why didn’t you phone me from the garage?’‘Oh, I didn’t
think of that. That’s far too sensible. Come on let’s go’.Thus started our first trip and it was a sign
of things to come.Having gone through months of anguish about this proposed trip I had come
to the conclusion that I should accommodate my husband’s wish to do so as each of us only has
one life and it is important to fulfil your dreams. I had kept telling myself that thousands of people
come from all over the world and travel right around this vast land and many thousands of
Australians have either done it or are still doing it. Many have found it so enjoyable that they’ve
gone around more than once or have continued to do so for many years. Personally, I am quite
happy at home and don’t feel the need to rush about exploring unless it means we are going to a
nice apartment or hotel for a couple of weeks and are going to get there by plane.Have you
toured all the way around your country? Let’s take the U.K. as an example. England, Scotland
and Wales combined are not that big (that land mass could be swallowed up inside one of our
States and in the case of Western Australia you can add Texas to the U.K. and still have oodles
of room left over for a few other countries, so I ask this question. Have you even considered
getting into a motor home and calling in on every available seaside town, village and port in the
U.K. in a single trip? You probably don’t want to but do you feel the need to say that you have
done so? I doubt it and I personally think it’s quite insane, with one exception and that is a story I
read about a man who had arthritis and decided to ‘walk it off ’ by walking around England,
Scotland and Wales. I believe he started with only a few paces at a time as he had been mainly
bound to a wheelchair and he ended up as fit as a fiddle having accomplished his ambition,
minus the pain of his arthritis.John and I were born in England and neither of us ever considered
doing it over there, yet over here in Australia it is becoming the ‘norm’. I have no idea why but I
blame the tourists because they look at you in amazement if you say you have never seen Uluru
(Ayers Rock) or The Northern Territory or Perth because they’ve been there and as an Aussie it
can be quite embarrassing. Actually I’m obviously not an Aussie but nor am I a Pommy as I’ve
been here too long and not only speak a different language, I say and act in ways that startle my
family back in the U.K. so I call myself a Possie. That’s beside the point and what I am getting at
is that many tourists arrive at some major city, purchase an old vehicle or rent one and hurtle
around this vast Continent and not satisfied with that they continue onto New Zealand or
Thailand and as many other countries that they can fit into their time limit and do the same thing



in those countries. It sounds so simple. How come I couldn’t get my head around the idea?Many
of the Australians we have met on our travels have taken several years to traverse Australia and
when we decided to do a bit of travelling we were continually being asked ‘Doing the big trip are
you?’‘No, we’re just going touring’.‘But you are going to go all the way around aren’t you?’‘We
have no idea but I very much doubt it’ was my usual response.When I lived in England and
Wales it was a treat to take a two week package deal to some Mediterranean country where we
would lie on the beach all day to get suitably sunburnt to prove that we had been abroad and we
partied all night, with the odd sight-seeing trip thrown in. We’d f ly home with our duty free booze
and some cheap trinkets as gifts for our friends, exit Heathrow airport with a big sombrero on our
heads and that was that for another year. Now the world has shrunk and I’m afraid to admit that I
haven’t yet been to South America, Peru, bungee jumped in New Zealand, travelled through
India or Africa let alone Canada or America and I haven’t even been on a cruise ship yet! I’ve
been bringing up kids, working and paying off the mortgage instead.Finding the right van,
preparing it for our use (which required many extra dollars), packing it up and packing up our
home took us about ten months and by the time we left I was exhausted. I had good reason to be.

CHAPTER TWOTwo days before departure:You’ve heard of Murphy’s Law - well Murphy has
been up to his tricks this week. A hail storm five months previously had damaged our house and
van so badly that it had held up our departure but that wasn’t enough for Murphy who had great
fun this week! The swimming pool has turned green because the bougainvillea that we were
cutting down was bigger than we realised and ended up falling into the pool and covered more
than the length and the full depth. In the middle was a baby dove in its nest and the mother, who
had f led to the wall, was obviously frantic as her baby could not f ly. I was determined to rescue
the nest but it took us three hours of standing in the water before we had cut our way through to
it. Mother and baby are fine but John and a wonderful friend who helped us are covered with
scratches from the thorns. The skip we ordered to put it in has overf lowed with branches so we’ll
have to get the rest of it to the Council dump ourselves.Now the motor home fridge won’t work
on gas. The cable for my new mobile phone (to connect it to my laptop computer) also wouldn’t
work and I had to urgently get hold of the manufacturer. Then I couldn’t get my email account to
work and the girl at the phone company got so fed up with trying to fix it last night that she told
me she was going home! All my friends are waiting for my new email address and I haven’t yet
cancelled my home internet account. As for the fridge, I’ve decided we’ll go without any food if
necessary!The pergola roof repair still isn’t right and as the repairers have been paid, we are
having trouble getting them back. Then there have been the endless evening storms which now
make me nervous as we have had some hail again and I have visions of us spending the next
three months parked in a truck repair car park with two dogs whilst we wait for yet another new
roof! The tenants are moving into our house in two days time.We’re getting used to coming down
in size as we’re now sleeping downstairs in the dining area! Upstairs is empty and clean. It will
be odd with no gardening to do and no big house to clean and no patio to constantly sweep



(because of dog hairs) and no pool to check - sounds like bliss at the moment as we’re amidst
turmoil, with papers and underwear and fresh ironing everywhere! It’s going to be a very odd
feeling when we take off and I’m just starting to realise it’s actually going to happen!

CHAPTER THREEWhilst we were preparing for the trip I made the mistake of reading Bill
Bryson’s book called ‘Down Under’.By the time I had finished reading about all the creatures that
might kill me and my husband during our journey I had already decided to sell the van. It didn’t
matter that the preparations had so far taken us so many months and had caused endless
headaches and many squabbles such as John asking ‘Why do you need a washing machine?’‘I
won’t if you do all the washing’.‘Why do we need a pure sine wave inverter instead of the
cheaper type?’ (Once an accountant always an accountant and he hadn’t long retired).‘Because
it says in the books that you must have one for laptops, unless you want to leave your brand new
laptop at home which cost us three times as much as the washing machine.’So having spent
months telling friends that I had been on a university course learning about 12v versus 240v
(and in our case 110v as the mobile home had been brought in from America), generators,
inverters, solar panels and researching water purifiers, communications and how to test that our
toilet paper is suitable for our waste system, this dear Bill Bryson had managed to flatten me to
the point that I was too scared to go down the road to get my Christmas shopping from the local
supermarket. I may have lived in Australia for years but I had not realised how lucky I am to still
be alive.In the years I have lived here I have encountered a crocodile once at close quarters in
the wild. That was in north Queensland when I was on a medium-sized boat on the Daintree
River with other tourists. We got very close to the bank and the crocodile took offence. I thought
it was asleep. It looked as though it was asleep. Before we had the time to register that it was
moving it had attacked the boat, which rocked violently. It was obvious that everyone had been
as frightened as me because we all laughed! An American tourist was delighted that his cap had
got soaked in muddy water and said he would never wash it and would keep it to remind him of
this experience. I don’t need a cap to remind me that crocodiles can move very fast.I also had an
encounter with a brown snake a few weeks after arriving in Australia. I didn’t realise it was
dangerous and was amused by the antics of my neighbour who was screaming at my window,
with her baby in her arms and her toddler clutched to her side. Being a typical new Pommy
immigrant, I asked her if she wanted a cup of tea as she was obviously upset about something. I
calmly re-boiled the kettle and heard her scream to me to pour the boiling water over the snake
and kill it, so I did. Naturally the poor thing went berserk. Then she told me to get the garden hoe
and to chop off its head. I grabbed her baby and told her to do it! Later she came around again
and told me that they come in pairs and asked me if I could keep an eye out for its partner. By
this time I had studied the headless corpse and had phoned the Brisbane museum to ask them
what it could be. Fully informed, I was now petrified to think another could be on the loose
somewhere between our two houses, a distance of approximately ten feet. The dead snake was
approximately the same length.I have also seen red back spiders, both dead and alive. We have



our homes sprayed internally each year so that if one were to decide to explore inside the house
it would drop dead. We have ours done with a product that is harmless to humans and pets,
made from a dandelion extract. Luckily they are very shy and keep out of our way. Oddly enough
it’s the big spiders that terrify me, namely the Huntsmen Spiders which are not lethal. Having
said that, I believe all spiders do bite. Anything uninvited that crawls into my house doesn’t last
long. I ensure it ends up on the f loor and I put a glass over the top of it so that it cannot escape
and I leave it for my husband to deal with! If he were to go away for six months he would return to
find the f loor littered with glasses, mugs and jars!A friend’s daughter was boxed in the face by a
kangaroo at a wildlife park in Brisbane once and we’ve often laughed about it, although we
couldn’t at the time of course because the poor kid was freaked out. I can assure you that this
must be a very unusual occurrence, particularly in a wildlife park where the kangaroos just love
coming up to you for a feed. The parks that still allow you to have a photo taken with a koala also
have an expert handler who explains to you how to hold the koalas as they have very sharp
claws so if you ever see an injured one in the wild call a wild life officer rather than moving it
yourself. If you have to move it, wrap it up in something very thick – don’t suffocate it though!I
have never seen a shark in their natural environment and have only once heard the warning
siren at the beach. I was telling my friend who had just arrived from England that she had no
need to worry about sharks when what sounded like an air-raid siren went off. It was a false
alarm but what fascinated both of us is that no-one took any notice! Not one swimmer or surfer
came out of the water. We get constant warnings about water rips at the Gold Coast, which can
sweep people out into deep water but it seems that no-one recognises the shark siren!You can
perhaps now understand that I was not unduly worried about the dangers of our wildlife before I
read this book. I simply hadn’t given the subject any thought. Now it was on my mind. Fish that
look like stones until you step on them, snakes (I’d never heard of most of them) and Funnel
Web spiders and many of their relatives whose names I’ve already forgotten. I have apparently
been living in blissful ignorance for all these years in the deadliest country in the world,
according to that book.If all this is not enough to put me off my travels there is the apparent
boredom of the outback roads. We belong to a motor home club which now has approximately
45,000 happy wanderers as members. I have spoken to a fair few of them and in every case they
have told me that I will want to stay ‘off-site’ (meaning not in a caravan park) more than ‘on-site’. I
have heard that I simply must visit the outback. A trip around Australia is not a real trip unless we
venture inland. I have been assured that I will love it!Is that so? Having read a few paragraphs in
this same book about the endless kilometres of nothingness between Darwin and Alice Springs,
I reread them aloud to my husband who promptly suggested that we f ly there from Adelaide. He
reckons it would be cheaper too.I found the book utterly depressing and it would certainly have
put me off coming to Australia for a holiday if I hadn’t emigrated here and it really is so beautiful
that I could rave on for hours about it. I did finish the book. I had to in order to find out if the
author is still alive and it seems he did survive!We have previously hired vans and have spent
ten days travelling around Tasmania which is stunningly beautiful and a week driving along the



Great Ocean Road in Victoria. We had previously owned a van when the children were little and
we’d taken them for holidays to various coastal caravan parks in New South Wales and we
thought we knew the New South Wales coastline. Another big mistake, as we were to find out on
this trip. Anyway, we had loved every minute of our little trips and I kept telling myself that this big
trip would be just like those little trips but just strung together over a period of about ten months.
One lovely, long holiday was what I had tried to envisage but having read that book it now it
seemed more like a ‘challenge’ - something to be faced with trepidation. I obviously needed a
willingness to face adversity and deprivation and this I was definitely not up to.In fact, I felt
exhausted with all the planning and organising and desperately needed a holiday to have a rest.
A five star luxury holiday where my bed is made for me and I don’t have to shop, cook or wash
up! I wanted to laze beside a pool on a sun bed with handsome men offering me f luffy
swimming towels and yet another exotic cocktail. The added bonus of a personal masseuse
wouldn’t have gone amiss either.

CHAPTER FOURN.S.W- our first stop! Yes, we made it. We stopped at a truck stop for a coffee
and couldn’t get the gas cooker to work to boil the kettle. Now I did tell you that we had read the
manuals that had arrived with the bus and had learnt all about the electrical systems and so forth
and most sensible people would have read the manuals that would concern them on an every
day basis instead of a manual where you need a qualified electrician if you have a problem. We
hadn’t bothered to read any booklets that covered our basic needs as we had thought that we
could handle those items easily. John luckily found a relay under the bonnet and we had power
again!We live in Queensland at the Gold Coast and our home is at Currumbin near the New
South Wales border. We intended to cross the New South Wales border and visit all the coastal
towns as we headed towards Sydney. However, we had planned to start in Casino which is a
little way inland because we had some shares in a new motor home park there and wanted to
find out how it was progressing. The northern New South Wales hinterland (countryside)
reminds me of the scenery surrounding me when I lived on a mountainside south Wales (U.K) so
I always adore visiting the area as it reminds me of ‘home’.We were to keep to the main road, go
to Ballina and turn right for Lismore and Casino. Thank goodness I followed John in our Ute
because I would have lost him again! He suddenly veered off the main highway, way before
Ballina and entered the village of Bangalow which is a beautiful tiny village that we have visited
before. It is well known for attracting artists and authors as residents and for good coffee. There
are many original Queenslanders (houses) with their beautiful wrap-around verandas. He
managed to get around the small roundabout in the village centre to turn right and stopped just
past it. He expected me to get out and talk to him but he forgot how long the motor home is and I
was still stuck on the roundabout, right behind him, holding up the traffic. I thought he’d broken
down and I was feeling frantic!We continued on to the lovely village of Clunes (meaning
‘pleasant place’, which it is) where we stopped for lunch and to give the dogs a run around the
pretty park. We talked of the stunningly beautiful scenery we had just passed. We went through



Lismore next, a University town, with its own airport and at last reached Casino. By the time we
had set up camp, had ‘drinkies’ with fellow campers and had had something to eat, I was
bushed. I went to bed at 7.15pm (Queensland time) and woke up at 7.30am New South Wales
time, 11 hours sleep! I had had only nine hours sleep in the last two days and I could have slept
on a concrete f loor by the time we arrived!Relaxing? Well, water from kitchen sink kept coming
up in the bath (again, our mistake as we hadn’t read the manual) and that is quite revolting when
you’ve just fried steak and eggs and washed up! One large drawer fell to pieces - now repaired.
One cupboard door needs repairing and a piece of wood fell off where the T.V. sits. Now we are
trying to understand why the water tank for the hot water is not filling up. A plumber was
supposed to visit this morning but he forgot to visit our van and has already left the site. We’ve
sorted the waste water problem out though, thank goodness. We cannot connect to the mains
water as the tank keeps overf lowing (faulty valve) so are still turning on water pump which is a
bit noisy. Apparently it shouldn’t be and means a water pressure leak. This is why we planned to
come to Casino. This is the new motor home park for club members in Australia. Many people
stay for months whilst they redesign the interiors of their vans, do necessary repairs or just have
a break from travelling. Being surrounded by people with knowledge of travelling and motor
homes can be very useful and in our case it was imperative! In fact, if you want to know anything,
just come here as we had a lesson yesterday on the f looding of the Nile Basin which followed a
conversation about local weather conditions!We had been approached when seen struggling
with our awning. We’d done something wrong and were scratching our heads. John kept telling
me not to talk too loud in case we drew attention to ourselves as we were so green at all this he
feels embarrassed! We found out later that several campers had been watching us and we were
their afternoon entertainment. Apparently most people struggle the first time if they don’t read
the instructions like us! We’re staying here seven nights to get ‘sorted’. I’ve decided I want my
washing machine plumbed in too (but deciding something doesn’t mean it gets done in our
partnership and it never was installed). I have tried the bucket method (washes while you drive)
but inadvertently put in some tie-dye purple trousers and now have several blotchy purple tops!

CHAPTER FIVEWe leave Casino tomorrow and everything that we can repair is done but no
sign of the plumber. It’s been a week of sleeping very long hours and gradually winding down.
Highlights of this week - our day sightseeing in Lismore and finding a street-side van where they
made fresh pies. We sat on the sidewalk and enjoyed our pies fresh from the oven and a large
mug of coffee for $5. I was amused by the fact that they offered mashed potatoes and mushy
peas with thick gravy as an optional extra - reminds me of England. There is some really
interesting architecture in Lismore, every shop you could possibly need and acres and acres of
parkland as well as the river. We were surprised by the lack of litter bins and yet during our full
day’s tour we didn’t see any rubbish anywhere and everywhere we went was so clean and tidy. I
would have liked to have stayed a little longer to visit some of the local Farmer’s Markets but
John was keen to get back on the road.We also visited Ballina and discovered several beaches



and the lighthouse and watched the waves crashing against the rocks below. Callie (one of our
two dogs) chased the shadows of Pelicans as they f lew back and forth over the beach. When
we arrived at one deserted beach, thousands of hermit crabs scampered out of their holes in the
sand and trooped towards the waves and did a quick about turn and went back into their holes
again! The sight of a mass of blue bobbing tiny crabs absolutely enthralled me. A lovely fish and
chip tea at Ballina finished off our tour and we returned across the rolling hills to our temporary
home relaxed and exhausted. It is time to leave Casino because Jack (our male Belgium
Shepherd) now believes that all the fields around our van are part of his garden which he has to
guard and he gets exhausted looking after such a big area. If anyone else tries to walk their dog
in the fields or park beyond he gets very irritated.Callie, his wife, sped off across two fields one
morning when I was still half asleep, as she had seen a herd of cows. She thought they were a
herd of large dogs to play with and ran straight under the barbed wire fence and chased one so
hard I had visions of it collapsing with heat exhaustion. All I could think of at the time was how
much does a cow cost to replace? I reckon the farmer would have found curdled cheese coming
out of her udders later! Meanwhile, I ran after her, screaming at her in anger and fear, screaming
‘John, help’ and woke up everyone in the caravan park except John. Luckily I’d managed to get
my dressing gown on because I sleep only in my knickers! Jack decided that he obviously
needed to do something as he was startled at my reaction, so he rounded up the poor cow and
lay down beside it guarding it and looked at me for approval. I felt angry with Callie, proud of
Jack and angry with myself as it is the first time I have ever lost control of one of the dogs. A very
strict regime has followed and they are now so obedient they won’t move from outside our door
and have not needed their chains at all.To stand outside in a large field as the sun goes down
and the sky glows red and orange, a full moon rising and a million black bats silently passing
overhead is a vision I will never forget. They pass overhead every night but there was that one
night when nature’s colours provided the perfect setting and the moon looked so near and so
round. All that was needed to fulfil a child’s picture book would have been a witch on a
broomstick.

CHAPTER SIXWARDELLNext stop was Wardell, south of Ballina which was not a long journey
but John wanted to take a short cut and this time I insisted on leading the way. It was an
extremely pretty journey but I’m not sure that John actually noticed that. He stopped twice
behind me so I spent most of the journey trying to keep him in sight via my rear view mirror and
wandering where he was when he wasn’t. Apparently the first thing that happened was that the
television f lew out of the cabinet, over his head and landed on the f loor just behind him and no,
it doesn’t work any more! The next stop was to deal with the fridge door and the contents that
spilled out all over the carpet. Jars of jam, bottles of milk, eggs, cheese, sandwich meat,
chocolate biscuits, mint sauce and so forth along with apples and oranges and vegetables! I
would have been a nervous wreck but he was quite calm on arrival. I had noticed that the road
was quite bumpy but as he could not seem to get his head around how to talk to me on the two-



way phones, I drove the distance in blissful ignorance (I’ll explain our use of the two-way phones
later). More to the point is the fact that at least he has agreed to cut out his short cuts!The park
we are at is not large but is very rural and I could happily move here for good. We have so much
space overlooking a large grassed area and the horse paddock. Behind us is the pool and one
of the owners has brought over a mobile barbecue for our use tonight. The dogs can be off leash
but as Jack seems to think that the horses are big dogs, we keep a close eye on him! I took
Callie over to see them this morning but she’s not interested. However, I was and enjoyed
plucking grass and feeding them.One of my sons came to see us yesterday and ended up
staying the night and didn’t want to leave! He got along so well with everyone and felt so relaxed.
He was allowed to stay free which was nice because he used all the facilities including the
laundry! I could not believe that my son had brought ‘home’ his laundry even when we are on
holiday!It is about 3ks to the most beautiful beach and 16ks to Ballina. The locals mainly shop in
Ballina and Lismore has everything (as already mentioned) and that is where the hospital and
specialists are. It is a beautiful part of the world here. The journey to Lismore is beautiful and we
drove to Evans Head today which is on a fabulous stretch of coastline. We only came to Wardell
for one night and have been here two and the residents are already asking us to stay on a while!
I fear that if we stay too long I will never want to leave.Well we did stay on and we will be here
tomorrow because we actually have a plumber organised at last for 7.30am - that will make us
get up early for a change. It’s been a very hot day and all we have done is laze around, eat, swim
and read papers with only about two hours of ‘work stuff ’ done. John went to the bank in Ballina,
I arranged the plumber, I studied a digital photography book and am more confused than ever
and John did a couple of small maintenance items. Bliss!It seems to me that we have to give up
the idea that we can stick to a set itinerary. Other people might be able to but we can’t. Plumber
turned up and he reckons it’s a puzzle! We could have told him that on the phone. There’s
nothing wrong with the water pump, we have no leaks but water is disappearing somewhere! We
now have to take our ‘home’ and leave it with them at their workshop on Thursday for the day. So
all we know so far is that we’re not going anywhere until at least Friday.We took the opportunity
to take the T.V in for repair as well. The receptionist told John that if they repair it, it may void the
warranty. John pointed out to her that he didn’t think that the warranty covered f lying TV’s that
crash to the f loor whilst one is driving at 100ks per hour because the stupid owners haven’t
secured it properly!Anyway, on our return I promptly broke the bathroom window-winder just to
keep John busy because he’s fretting as he wants to move on - he’s very like Jack our dog. They
are both impatient and get restless easily and I wander if perhaps it’s a male thing. Callie’s a bit
more like me as she likes fun but enjoys lying around in the sun and having lots of cuddles and
strokes.Well, we spent over $700 and the pump still cycles off and on. We can connect to mains
water now but that still overf lows periodically! We gained a new hose though! They had the van
for most of what must have been the hottest day of the year and we ended up having to return to
the workshop as we were dizzy with the heat, despite having spent many hours in the shade of
beautiful trees that line the beach and having had several dips in the sea. The dogs stretched



out on the cold concrete f loor of the workshop and I suggested to John that I thought I might
strip naked and do the same but he told me not to.

CHAPTER SEVENYAMBA ROCKSWe arrived at Iluka today - a beautiful area but you need
spend no more than one day here for there’s not much to see! We’re at a holiday park and so are
countless young mothers and their small children - we found that out when we decided to have a
dip in the pool. It’s 6.30pm and the pool is still ‘standing room only’ and it shuts at 8pm so no
relief. This is in stark contrast to our last park at Wardell where we could guarantee that no-one
was in the pool at 6pm as that is dinner time and time for the news. At Wardell it was mainly
adults with a couple of lovely toddlers and a couple of school-age children. We were spoilt at the
last park as we felt so at home. The pool was the ‘meeting place’ and I miss the people there
already!We’ve booked in for two nights so tomorrow we will go and explore the other side of the
inlet at Yamba and visit the Scottish village of Maclean which I have been longing to visit for so
long. The heat at the moment is exhausting (ok, so February is known to be the worst month of
the year in Australia but does it have to be this hot?).For my English relatives who received a
calendar from me this year, Maclean is marked on the map of Australia inside it - about ¾ of an
inch below ‘Gold Coast’. At this rate, how far do you reckon we’ll travel in nine months! Next
week Grafton and we’ll have travelled one inch.Our days follow a similar pattern to our days at
home because you still have to have breakfast, walk and feed the dogs and do housework
(although our home has shrunk) and washing, interrupted by lunch, dinner, walk dogs again and
feed them and bed. The main difference has been the lack of TV and therefore more reading a
+nd the fact that we now buy the Weekend Australian newspaper although the Brisbane Courier
Mail is still available everywhere. We tend to listen to the news on the radio - how very old-
fashioned. We’ve had no choice as the TV wasn’t working and now that it is, we are in areas
where the only channel we can get is the one that we watch the least! It will be nice to get to
Grafton and have a choice again.We have been so impressed with our change of weekend
newspaper that I reckon we’ll stick to it when we get home. It appears we were even stuck in a
rut with the papers! The Australian reminds us that there is a world beyond Australia and there is
so much to read that it keeps us going for days and that’s a good thing when you lead the kind of
indolent lifestyle that we (and other rich and famous people) do. Of course, if you need to work, I
suppose you don’t have quite so much time……I’m trying to recall…..oh, it’s too long ago. John
reckons I shouldn’t tempt fate by writing this - as if I could forget the stress of my last job!
INTERLUDEOh boy - it’s hot - everywhere’s hot. Poor Adelaide was 44C yesterday. If we hadn’t
got air conditioners we wouldn’t be able to stay in this van. It’s putting a damper on our
sightseeing, literally, as the moisture drips off us. We spend most of the day making sure the
dogs are cool enough and even Jack is starting to like being hosed down. The swimming pools
in the parks are too warm, so the dogs and I have been enjoying sitting under the hosepipe!One
of the joys of a motor-home is emptying your ‘black water’ (from the toilet as opposed to grey
which is not unpleasant as it originates from your sinks and shower). Our ‘standard’ black water



waste hose hasn’t fitted any drainage connection so far which means one has to hold it over the
hole. Most of the ‘dump’ sites are also in the most awkward places. If you were one of the f lies
on the nearest post you would dance with laughter despite the blazing sun, watching John and I
manage as its black humour at its best!CARRINGTON FALLSWell, Maclean was closed. Okay it
was Sunday but how very boring of them to shut everything down. Yamba is bigger, busier and
more geared to tourists than Iluka. It looked like a lovely place to have a holiday +break. You
cannot take the dogs onto the main beach but we had a glorious time wandering over the f lat
rocks overlooking that beach and marvelling at the views, the colours in the rocks and their
wondrous formations.On our way to Grafton we stopped at the ‘Historic River Port of Ulmarra’
and it is well worth a visit as it’s quaint and old-fashioned. There are some beautiful heritage
buildings and it is beside the Clarence River. If you visit, have a coffee break at the Mulberry
Court café as we did - a beautiful old home that has been tastefully renovated and their lemon &
lime cheesecake is delicious. Dogs are welcome and ours were offered a huge bowl of water
without us asking for it. They sat outside under an umbrella whilst we sat inside enjoyed the air-
conditioning.The river is majestic - John cannot get over how wide it is and likened it to the
Mississippi and you get a wonderful view as you cross the bridge in Grafton. You can join a river
cruise from $10 per head. As early as 1873 the council adopted a policy of planting and
preserving trees in the streets and parks and there are now thousands of them and over 20
parks. During the 1870’s a local seed merchant planted hundreds of Jacaranda trees and they
are magnificently gnarled and aged and huge. On some roads their old branches have met
overhead. We should have arrived here around October to November to see their beautiful
purple f loral display. They were my mother’s favourite Australian tree (yeah okay they’re native to
Brazil but she’d never been there). Forget the town centre, tour around the perimeters and the
roads are lined with a stunning array of original Queenslanders - we only saw one brick and tile
home.Tomorrow Woolgoolga and to a park I’ve stayed at four times before which holds many
memories. It’s only 25ks to Coffs Harbour from there and we’ll be visiting to collect our mail
which my daughter will forward to the Post Office. John, being an ex-accountant, will be beside
himself with joyous anticipation of a huge amount of paperwork to sort out!
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