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What does bushwalking mean to me?

Is it the gurgling creeks - silent valleys below,

Or the hiss of the sea -

That brings to my heart a warming glow.
Is it the comfort of friends as we trudge along

Dispelling tiredness, dirt and pain
And thoughts that maybe

I can’t do it again.

Or the poetry and laughter

And the singing a song

While stirring a pot

While the smoke is all wrong
Why do the aches and pains

Of a day disappear

When by a fire

| leave my gear?

And why is the view from a ledge
Much sharper and clear

When | sit with companions
That | hold dear?

Is it the yearning to leave

The noise behind

And head for the bush with

Folk of similar mind?

Whatever it is, it draws me along
And makes my step light,

As the horizon | see

Is kept firm in my sight.

- Robyn Rye 2005
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Rescheduled from 15" due to the deluge the expected
group of 12 had grown to an unexpected 25. Great to
see new faces to the Ramblers with 16 of the group on
their 1st, or 2™ club walk and 4 family groups including
6 kids aged 4 to 12.

We ventured down to Munmorah with showers predicted
but were blessed with a parting of the clouds off to the
horizon in all directions. We observed the damage of the
bushfire on the 7, which had changed the route of the
Timber Beach walk. It had been restricted to the west of
the access road and the ridge trail we were to have
walked that day.

Wybung Head Looking South
After a quick car shuffle and the mandatory risk
assessment talk where we discussed the fire (as well as
the Victorian fires that same day), all were warned of the
likelihood of a bush bash on part of the walk. We then
headed south from the top of the Timber Beach track
along the road to Snapper Point stopping to look into
the blowhole and cave. On this day with the ocean
looking relatively calm we took time on the point to
watch a dozen or so rock fishing below us and read the

memorial to some of those who have lost their lives at this
often treacherous place.



After some reflection we wandered down to Bongon
Beach with its crystal clear water then around the rocks to
Frazer Beach where a surfing competition was under way.
At the end of the beach a few minutes were taken to
locate the over grown track leading up to the Wybung
Head Road above us. Dave volunteered to blaze the trail
as | followed carrying Sophie with an unsuspecting team
behind me.

Dave was soon overtaken by the enthusiastic and
shoeless Anthony boys, James 8 and Lachlan 7, who
marched ahead showing us the way. This section was
hard going following a very overgrown and prickly track
700m with 95m altitude gained.

The huffing and puffing was drowned out by screams as
young Harrison 7 was stung by a bee as he brushed past a
lovely banksia. This was soon overshadowed by the
barefooted ones, hollering when they walked across
some very large and angry Bull Ants. ‘This was THEIR
track and THEY let most of us know it unrelentingly for
the next few hundred metres’. Sue’s picnic theory came
into play here “you don’'t remember the perfect picnics,
but you don't forget the ones with ANTS, downpours etc”.
After a drink break at the top of the hill we rambled down
to Wybung Head watching an Osprey soaring overhead.
Under a clear blue sky a very enjoyable lunch was shared
on the saddle of the headland ridge. Some chose the
view south along the coast past Bird Island to Norah
Head, others chose to look north over Gravelly then
Frazer Beaches past Snapper Point to Newcastle while
model gliders from the Central Coast Model Gliding Club
soared silently above us.

Once all weary legs were well rested we ventured back
up to the Wybung Trig to check the views of southern
Lake Macquarie, Lake Munmorah and Budgewoi Lake with
the beautiful Wattagans as a backdrop. From here it was
all downhill as we followed the Geebung Heath track 2ks
back towards the cars. We stayed north of Birdie Lagoon
enjoying the wildflowers along the way (this will be a
spring walk next time).

Some headed home while others headed to Birdie Beach
to cool off in the surf. All agreed it had been a great day
out, despite the BITIES.

- Col McCluskey

We met at Raymond Terrace Maccas at 8am and

headed to Jimmy’s Beach to start our walk. Unfortunately
we lost two walkers/driver and passenger before Jimmy's
Beach but met one more (Di) there. (Two boys for one girl
a fair trade).

A beautiful morning and 17 Ramblers took a leisurely
stroll east along the beach enjoying the panorama of

Port Stephens. At the base of Yacaaba we headed
overland to the ocean side of the peninsula where we
stopped for a break before our ascent. The climb up got
the blood pumping but the views along the way more than
compensated. At the summit we enjoyed morning tea in
the shade of a beautiful Port Jackson Fig and were
surprised at the vegetation in what would seem to be a
very exposed and at times windswept place, the most
interesting to me was an enormous xanthorea with
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several elkhorns growing completely around its trunk,
something none of us had witnessed before.

Yaccaba to Tomaree

We left the shade and moved along the ridge to the
trig point to take in the panorama of Bennett's

Beach (Hawkes Nest), the little and big gibber
headlands then around to Broughton Island,

Cabbage Tree Island, slightly obscured by

trees Boondelbah and Little Islands, then south clear
views of Point Stephens with its lighthouse, Fingal
Bay, Tomaree Headland 60m lower and around over
Shoal Bay and the rest of Port Stephens with

sandy beaches, rocky outcrops and away further
south to Anna Bay and Newcastle Bight in the distance.
The walk back down was more relaxed as was the
stroll along the beach toward Hawkes Nest Surf

Club before turning inland through the dunes over
some scorching sand and back to Jimmy’s Beach with
all who managed to completed the morning car
shuffle making it back together safe and sound.

In the park near our cars we enjoyed a lovely picnic
lunch to top off another fantastic coastal walk.

- Col McCluskey

16 keen paddlers, some old faces, some new and some
visitors, and Noelene and Paula with their shiny new craft,
met at Dobell Park at 8am on an absolutely beautiful
autumn morning.

Wangi was chosen as the starting point of what is hoped
will be the first of many steps in the circumnavigation of
Lake Macquarie over the coming months/years point for
two reasons.

Wangi Point almost reaches across to Swansea and Lake
Macquarie’s vast size could be appreciated as we
rounded Wangi Point and took in the views.

The narrow neck of land at our starting point meant no
car shuffle was needed, with just a 100m walk between
the start and finish, though a 9k paddle.

We left Wangi bay boat ramp with the water like a mirror
and headed east following the shoreline enjoying the
clarity of the water on this glorious morning. Leaving the



houses behind for now we rounded a rocky headland to
the peaceful bay at Wangi Point Caravan Park and
stopped for a short break. With the threat of a rising
Northeaster we moved on hugging the shore and
appreciating the beautiful bushland of this section of the
relatively new Lake Macquarie National Park.

With plenty of fish and bird life about, we particularly
enjoyed the opportunity to observe a pair of magnificent
sea eagles soaring above us as we rounded the Point.

The Northeaster was picking up behind us as we soaked

up the panorama from Swansea around past Nords
Wharf, Pulbah Island and far to the SW to Morriset

Peninsula and Myuna Bay. We came around into another

sheltered bay out of the increasing breeze and took
another break. Kayaks were swapped for test paddles

while some enjoyed a swim then we moved on toward our

destination at Dobell Park.

Arriving back at the park most stayed and enjoyed a very

pleasant picnic lunch, contemplating the full 175k of

shoreline ahead, or 206k including Swansea Channel and

the larger creeks feeding into the lake.

- Col McCluskey
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24 Friends and Ramblers, fantastic location, Festival,
Fair, Feast and Stooged Theatre present ‘Twelth
Night’ at Gloucester’s answer to the Globe Theatre.
Friday afternoon 8 early arrivers headed out from
town (where it was a beautiful 24°C) to the
Gloucester Tops (a fresh 10°C) and walked the
waterfall loop track and the Antarctic beech loop
track. On the drive back we observed a brush turkey
and a lyre bird.

20 Ramblers dined together Friday evening at the
Roundabout Inn anticipating a weekend of fun,
frivolity and Farce.

Saturday morning after a hearty breakfast (on the
house) 16 walkers ventured from our base to take in
the Bucketts walk, following the Barrington road out
of town one km then along the Bucketts Rd another
km to the gate at the start of our walk up spectacular
Bucketts Mtns. At this point we were joined by
Therese who leapt from her car ready for the climb
ahead. After about another km and 350m altitude
gain we enjoyed a well earned rest, took in the
spectacular views and agreed we’d be back for a
better traverse of the Bucketts. We agreed to get
back to the fairground for the jousting and other
activities and a pleasant 3ks later we observed the
unusual sight of modern day medieval combatants
slugging it out.

A pleasant warm afternoon was had by all with
discussions of costumes, dress ups and cross
dressing (sorry Bruce did that come out).

We met in the bar to walk to the “Gloucester Globe”
together with about half the group in some form of
mock Elizabethan garb.
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The Feast was fantastic with wine, roast beef,
Gloucester’s famous IGA chooks and loads of lovely
vegetables going down beautifully, before an
entertaining evening. Those in costume paraded
before the crowd with the best costumes prizes going
to locals, a buxom wench of questionable parentage
and a Count Dracula impersonator? Next time we will
all enter as locals no doubt. The show had us all
laughing and a very pleasant supper topped it off
nicely.

Sunday some headed home early but most were led
by Therese on an easy walk in the Copeland Tops
that proved anything but easy as they climbed 550m
discovering long lost relics of the areas gold mining
heyday.

Most agreed they’'d be back next year to savour the
delights of this lovely area.

- Col McCluskey

Copeland Tops
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Leader: Robyn Rye

Walkers: Peter Rye, David Morrison, Sylvia Tait,
Lynne Mercer, Carol Bastian

Beginners: Nil

We met at Wollombi at 8.30 am to assess the
weather which the day before was - well, horrible!!!
However | had checked online and things looked
hopeful for the weekend. So with this in mind we
decided to set off - after a lovely hot cup of coffee/tea
and scones etc.

We got to Finchleys Trig and had a quick look around
before driving to Nowlands Track where we left

the cars. On the way in we needed our raincoats for
about as long as it took to get them out of our

packs and from then on we only had the lightest of
showers all day. We arrived at our campsite at
lunchtime and set up camp before we ate. Then we
decided to try to find the end of the old road

which was marked on my map. This led us further up
the valley from where we were camped and

turned out to be very pretty and quite interesting, but
we did not find the road. There were many

huge stumps still visible from where the timber
cutters had removed the old trees - | thought one
stump was the remains of a big red cedar. Many of
the blue gum stumps had re shot and were

gradually being surrounded by the new growth.

We came back to camp, lit our fire and settled down
with a hot cuppa before cooking our dinners.

The stars were clearly visible several times over the
evening with clouds hiding them only

occasionally as we enjoyed a lovely evening around
the fire.

On Sunday we walked back down the track where we
had glimpsed some old stockyards near a

junction and then explored a bit before returning to
pack up our camp.

Lunch was at Finchleys Trig before returning to
Wollombi

Sheepskin Hut — Raspberry Clear backpack
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Leader: Robyn Rye

Walkers: David Morrison, Royce Hirning, Lois
Simpson, John Sharples, Ali Jalayer, Lynne
Mercer,Lindsay Wall, Peter Rye, Pauline Garry and
Anne Stuart

We all met at Sandy Hollow on Friday night where we
stayed in the caravan park overnight. After a lovely
happy hour followed by a BBQ dinner, we walked
over to the pub where there was a Karaoke
competition underway. It was loud but quite
entertaining and after a very enjoyable evening we
returned to our tents as there was an 8 am start the
next morning. Anne joined us next morning for our
drive out to Morrison s Flat track where we left the
cars near the gate. It is a relatively short walk into the
Goulburn River and after crossing over to the
opposite bank,we walked another 1 km upstream to
our campsite.

After tents were erected and we finished lunch, we
walked upstream exploring. We climbed a gully to the
top of a cliff line where the views are amazing. There
was much evidence of the flooding that has

occurred over the last 2 years - some of the debris
about 30 feet up in the trees.

Peter had decided to remain in camp to fish for carp,
but when we returned he told us a tale about a turtle
that took his bait. The story got better and better and
the turtle bigger and bigger as the evening
progressed.

That night we sat under a clear sky with the stars
sharp and sparkling above us and read poetry and
played “Who am 1?”

The next morning we awoke to overcast skies and by
the time breakfast and packing was finished it was
lightly raining. | had promised a Devonshire Tea in
Sandy Hollow and suddenly this looked especially
appealing. The rain was intermittent for most

of our walk out but we were soon back at the cars
and heading for the cafe.

Anne - the L plate holder - was still smiling at the
end of the walk, so it cannot have been too hard.

AR .|
Robyn, Annie and Peter - Raspberry Clear

e



0"1 0"201 3
%

Some time ago a group of us climbed Dalton’s
Defence. The views were spectacular in all directions
especially, to the northwest, the view of Dalton. From
the western end of the Defence there is a narrow
ridge that runs right up to Dalton.

How hard can that be? Unfortunately we had no time
to travel the extra distance there and back so decided
to do it another day. At the next club meeting we
spoke to some of the “gun” walkers, who shall remain
nameless, about the prospects of doing Dalton as a
day walk. Tony said he'd tried it three times without
success and Keith confirmed that he had been on
two of those failed attempts. Talk about red flags to a
bull, here was a challenge not to be ignored.

The date was set for 30" August and the response
from the Ramblers was overwhelming. Apart from
Lois and myself we had one other taker plus a VISIt0r
The date was changed, at the last minute, to 20"

August and we set off bright and early, well early
anyway, from Toronto. The starting point is roughly
half way between Wollombi and Broke and we left the
car at 8:15am.

Having previously gained permission from the
landholder, we set out along a 4WD track in order to
save some time in the ascent of the Defence. We
reached the top of the Defence around 11:00am and
after a short break continued west then northwest to
the beginning of the ridge across to Dalton. The way
across proved to be fairly easy and after a bit of a
scramble up a thickly leaf covered slope we reached
the top. A short, easy, walk led us to a cairn, probably
a secondary trig point, where we lunched at around
1:00pm.
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Elated by our success we headed for home. Strange,
| don’t remember seeing all these Burrawangs on the
W?y in, and, should we be going this far down? Oops
N= 1.

Ok, nothing lost; we'll just go back up and come
down the right ridge. And we did. Back over the
saddle and up the other side, over the knoll and
across to the Defence. Hang on, the Defence should
be0 in front of me but there it is off to my right. Oops
N= 2.

The long and the short of it is that we eventually
made it back to the car at about 5:45pm, after a total
distance of 14.5km, an altitude gain of some 600
metres and 9.5 hours. This was a very hard, but very
rewarding, walk. Eat your hearts out all you gun
walkers.

- John Sharples

45 6& 78 #%-"
4 "(

A small but exclusive group traveled to Walcha and
thence to the Riverside Camp that is part of Oxley
Wild Rivers NP. The descent into the Apsley Gorge is
stated as being for 4WD only and the half hour drive
of six kilometers in low range gave credence to this
claim. Once in the valley though all misgivings soon
evapourated.

Oxly Camp

The Riverside camp is a fully serviced site and
finding that we were to be the sole occupants meant
that we were able to claim the shelter and gas BBQ.



There are three gazetted walks; Budds Mare,
Rowleys Creek and the Bluff. Animal and birdlife
abounded with goannas, wallabies and an
extraordinary number of rufous whistlers.

) ‘E:rossing Apsley River

On the Saturday we decided to explore the
maintenance track that leads south, up the Apsley
River. After five river crossings the group decided to
have a lunch by the river and begin the trek back to
camp. We had traveled five kilometers up-stream as
far as Paradise Rocks. This is a good track for a
overnight backpack. Good swimming and some
beautiful country. The end of the day saw the
beginning of light rain showers. On Sunday we
undertook the Rowleys Creek walk, which
incorporates Bluff Lookout, and traveled as far as the
track permits, about three kilometers. Again this track
would be a good overnight trip. That afternoon we
launched the canoes and paddled some of the rapids
(gravel races) while the rain continued to fall. We
discovered two “portable stock-yards” on the tracks
which are being used by NP to trap feral horses.
Each of the yards is being monitored by CCTV with a
satellite uplink.

The day of departure was again wet and did not allow
for the drying of tents. After a slow ascent we
reached Budds Mare and explored the picnic area
and lookout. The lookout allowed views across the
Apsley Gorge towards Paradise Rocks where we had
been walking just two days before.

- John Hendricks

Page 6

6 *$-
% "+ $#

Fifteen of us set out from Newcastle on Thursday 27
August at various time to meet up about lunchtime at
Cobar on Friday. Once installed in the local caravan
park we drove 60km to the Mt Grenville Aboriginal
Heritage site for an afternoon walk to see some
remarkable cave art and to take a closer look at the
countryside, which was very green and magnificent
following recent good rainfall. Wildflowers were
everywhere. It was even better on our return trip
about two weeks later. Everywhere in the region we
saw large herds of feral goats.

The next day we stopped at Wilcannia for morning
tea and took a walk along the river reserve, across
the old bridge and around some of the old buildings
of the town. It was great to see that the town has
much improved with every thing clean and no litter,
although most buildings are still boarded up. That
afternoon we reached Silverton (20km from Broken
Hill) to stay at Penrose Park, which is a well-kept
secret — a very good option if staying in the Broken
Hill area. As the sun was setting we strolled through
the deserted landscape of this former mining town
and enjoyed a quenching beer at the famous
Silverton Pub whilst Sam befriended a bunch of
bikies.

Sunday was a day to check out the galleries of the
city and Silverton, the miners Memorial, South
Broken Hill, etc before driving to the ‘Sculpture Park’
and the ‘Living Desert’ for an evening walk. Happy
hour for some was taken shielded from the cold
gusting wind as the setting sun silhouetted the
wonderful sculptures.

Sunset at Sculpture Park Broken Hill

On Monday we stopped at Yunta (once a whistle
stop with nearby gold mining) for morning tea and
then onto Peterborough for lunch and a good look
around a former railway town with lovely old homes
and buildings. We arrived in Melrose (the oldest town
in the Flinders) in the late afternoon, but in time to
enjoy the atmosphere and the captivating Courthouse
Heritage Centre.



Grass trees are a feature of the landscape
Near Rawnsley Park Station

Most stayed in a bunkhouse at the caravan park
which has a bush land setting along a creek at the
base of Mt Remarkable. That afternoon we climbed
part of the way up the mountain to take in the views
over the surrounding lush farmlands. The next day
Veronica and Robert managed to reach the top. On
the Tuesday we drove to the Alligator Gorge section
of the Mt Remarkable National Park for an extended
walk through the ‘Narrows’ of the Gorge and up onto
the ‘Battery’ from where we could see over Spencer
Gulf to the west. The wattles were at their peak with
vivid yellows and the wild flowers all around were
flowering in profusion. Sam and Royce spent the day
bike riding around Melrose and on the bike trails of
Mt Remarkable.

Weetootla Gorge with it's
permanent water and wildlife

Our trip north, the next day, took us to Quorn,
another beautiful historic town (famous for the Pichi
Richi Railway) for a leisurely historical walk and stock
up on some fresh provisions before the Flinders
Rangers proper. One of the highlights was the
discovery of a little art gallery complete with the
resident artist Farina. Next stop was Hawker for lunch
(not too much to offer) and then Rawnsley Park
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Station to stay in a beaut bunkhouse for the next two
nights. That afternoon most of us set off for an
afternoon walk to Rawnsley Bluff with some of us
actually reaching the Bluff (470m) or the Wilpena
Lookout for extensive views. The lovely return walk at
dusk, with a full moon rising over the Bluff and the
spectacular Elder Range was awesome.

The next day (Thursday) we started our walk from the
Wilpena Pound car park and climbed to the Tanderra
Saddle (400m) for morning tea before retuning via
Corinda Camp and the Pound - all up an 18 km walk.
Six of us also climbed to St Mary’s Peak (the highest
peak in the Flinders and an extra 230m) for lunch.
The views of course were spectacular and the strong
wind on top was pretty cold. The entrance to the
Pound has permanent water and is a small gorge
lined with River Red Gums and full of wild life. The
camping area just outside of the Pound has a lovely
park like setting amongst the Gums and looked like a
pretty good spot to camp (although crowded).
Rawnsley Park Station on the other hand is less
vegetated and open with great views over the nearby
Bluff and ranges.

‘Only a Pound’- An evening reading from
Robert at Aroona Valley

On the Friday we enjoyed a stunning scenic drive
further north through the Bunyeroo Valley to Brachina
Gorge for lunch, before driving up Aroona Valley to
the homestead ruins for a two-night creek side camp.
The scenery on the way is what you see on
postcards — stunning and very different. Brachina
Gorge cuts its way through 600 million years of
geological history in a most spectacular fashion. Here
and there interpretative signage has been placed to
help understand the evolution of the Flinders Ranges.

Our campsite at the Aroona ruins was probabley the
nicest spot of the trip with mild weather and colourful
scenery (Mt Hayward, ABC and Heysen Ranges - the
subject of numerous Hans Heysen paintings).
Evening strolls through this landscape were magic
and the next day we completed a half-day circuit walk
to Red Hill returning through Yuluna Creek. This
location would lend itself to a longer stay with
potential for off track walking through open hills and
ranges.

On the Sunday the westerly winds were picking up.
We stopped briefly at Blinman, an interesting old



mining town, and by the time we reached the turn off
to Mt Chambers Gorge we were pretty well in the
middle of a decent dust storm. Never the less we
walked to a quiet spot in the Gorge to shelter from
the wind, have lunch and take in the interesting
Aboriginal rock engravings located in the Gorge.

The afternoon was a blustery drive to the Weetootla
Gorge campsite not far from the old Balcanoona
Homestead, which is now the National Park
Headquarters. Being a Sunday the Headquarters
were closed. The next day we met a couple that were
staying in the relative comfort of the Homestead
shearing quarters. | only mention this because as
dusk fell over our dry campsite at Weetootla Gorge
all was still and very pleasant besides the campfire.
Later that night about 1.00pm a wild warm windstorm
raged around us for about four hours. We didn’t get
much sleep with the odd tent collapsing and
everything filling with talcum like red dust. If it had
been wet and cold it would have been really very
miserable.

The next morning it was an easy decision to make to
move on to Arkaroola with the notion of seeking
shelter should these strong westerly winds persist.
We packed the cars and before leaving walked the
length of the Weetootla Gorge to Grindell Hut. The
gorge was sheltered and with permanent water fed
by a nearby spring contained plenty of bird and
animal life. We also passed the remains of an old
mining project. Grindell Hut, which can be rented
from the National Parks, is an interesting spot with
great views and where Grindell murdered his son in
law. It can be accessed by 4WD.

At Arkaroola that afternoon some stayed in old cabins
(very basic) and some stayed in a bush campsite
amongst the River Red Gums. Arkaroola is very dry
and still in a drought after six years. The landscape
and vegetation are distinctly different to that of the
Flinders Ranges to the south. | was surprised how
rugged the landscape is which became more evident
during the four-hour ‘Ridge Top’ 4WD trip (which
most of us booked) into the heart of the Arkaroola
Conservation Lease. In the distance we could see the
Lake Frome salt lake and the Beverley Uranium Mine
established to extract the alluvial deposits of uranium.
This trip was quite hair raising in places but well
worth it and a must do activity. The rest of our three-
day stay was spent walking the marked walking trails
(Acacia Ridge and Spriggen loops, campfires, singing
and catching up on domestic chores). On the last
night of our stay we booked the restaurant for a
farewell dinner before the start of our return trip.
Afterwards some took to star gazing at the nearby
observatory.

On the Thursday we were away early driving initially
to Copley for a superb morning tea and emu pie, then
to Leigh Creek to replenish stocks, and onto
Parachilna for lunch. The only thing at Parachilna is
an interesting ‘Prairie Hotel’ now well established to
cater for the tourists. Whist there we witnesses the
passing of the daily coal train returning to the Leigh
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Creek brown coal open cut mine complete with 175
coal hoppers - quite spectacular. | forgot to mention
that after Leigh Creek we detoured about 15km from
the main road to the almost abandoned mining and
railroad town of Beltana (the original Ghan used to
pass through the town). We spent quite some time
here absorbing the history and met one of the locals
who had restored the original underground bakery.
Jenny decided to stay on and drive a further 20km
and stay at the former mine sites in the Warraweena
Homestead Sanctuary. That afternoon we arrived in
Orroroo to stay in the local caravan park. This is
another lovely SA town with history and beautiful old
homes.

Happy Hour Kinchega Station woolshed. We were
anticipating a spectacular sunset.

Now well and truly on our way home most of us met
at Broken Hill for lunch with some choosing to drive
onto Cobar and then to Newcastle the next day.
There was some long driving hours involved in this
option. Six of us on the other hand drove to the
Menindee Pup for a cool drink and then onto
Kinchega National Park, which was very dry and had
no water in it's famous lakes. It was blowing hard with
heaps of dust in the air, which encouraged us to stay
in the shearer’s quarters of the old woolshed rather
than camp on the Darling riverbank as planned. We
enjoyed an evening stroll through the history of the
old woolshed and an early morning walk through the
River Red Gum forest along a section of the Darling
River as we tried to imagine what it must have been
like when there used to be 400,000 sheep, 60
shearers, four cooks and paddle steamers etc.

Our return drive took us along a good gravel road on
the western side of the Darling River to Wilcania with
the countryside becoming progressively greener as
we headed east to Warren. Warren is a great little
town and in fact one of the well-known Silverton
artists has now relocated to Warren.

The next day we drove to Newcastle again spending
time at a number of small towns on the way
(Gilgandra, Dunedoo, and Denman).

All up a most successful eighteen-day trip through a
magnificent part of Australia with a wonderful group
of people who were great company and who all
enjoyed themselves.

- Bob Clifton



