
2016 Bourke Outback Trek – A Journey around the Big Paddock 
 
The Journey 
 

 
 
Prologue 
 
This was my 8th Bourke Police and Community Outback Trek (OBT) having 
completed my first in 1997 and others in 2001, 2004,2007,2008,2009 and 2014. This 
charity event is held every year in the September school holidays and has been 
running for 31 years.  
 
All the money raised goes to the Royal Flying Doctor Service and various local 
Bourke charities.  There is an entry fee, meal tickets are available for purchase for 
dinner in some towns, smaller raffles and auctions are held along the way, from 
donated prizes, and there is a major auction and raffle at the end of the Trek. Awards 
for various acts of bravado are also handed out on the last night. 
 
The Trek has a mechanic/truck workshop who trails the field, driven by Dribbles. An 
Ambulance travels with us and the Trek Band, this year the Lumpy Undedacks, 
played at venues where we stayed. This year Murray Dougal had enlisted Clint 
Bopping, Brett Bamford and Luke to entertain us on the journey. 
 
The original plan was to travel as many dirt roads as possible on this year’s route 
however due to most of central NSW being waterlogged this proved difficult and 
diversions had to be made on a regular basis.  
 
Prior to the event my vehicle was serviced and some front end suspension parts 
were replaced having reached their use by date. In addition all the tyres were 
replaced with new ones as they had let me down on the previous trek. As it turned 
out it doesn’t matter how much you prepare, things can still go wrong.  
 
This year’s OBT started as usual at Bourke and the plan was to travel around 
outback NSW with a small detour into Victoria and a day trip into SA. 
 
The trip was 4000km in 2 weeks. My navi for the journey was Ross O'Halloran who 
had travelled with me on outback trips many times before. 
 
 



Saturday 24 Sep Sydney to Bourke 
 
The vehicle had been packed and prepped the previous weekend with Ross’s 
camping gear being loaded on board as well. Supplies had been purchased and 
loaded after work on the Friday afternoon and we were ready to roll.  
 
Up before dawn, Ross arrived around 5am and we were away. It was a 
straightforward trip over the mountains on the Bell’s Line of Road to Lithgow and 
then onto Bathurst where we stopped for a cuppa in Berry Park on the east side. 
 
We stopped at Wellington for a bite of lunch before continuing onto Dubbo. Between 
Dubbo and Nyngan the air conditioner was not cooling as it should. Not long after the 
belt started screeching with clouds of smoke coming from under the bonnet. There 
was a loud bang as the belt broke. A quick investigation indicated the idler pulley 
was loose and we thought this was the problem and decided to try and fix it at 
Nyngan. Luckily the air conditioner compressor has its own belt with the other 
important parts of the motor being driven by separate twin belts.    
 

We pulled into the park at 
Nyngan for a bite of lunch and 
further investigate the issue with 
the air conditioner. The park 
was half under water due to the 
height of the Bogan River 
following the rain bands that had 
come across from the west in 
the preceding weeks. Whilst 
having lunch Bob pulled into the 
park for a bite to eat as well. 
Following lunch we inspected 
the air conditioner compressor 

and determined it had ceased so removed the 
replacement belt and decided to have it fixed in 
Sydney at the end of the trip. 
 
Leaving Nyngan it was straight forward drive up the 
Mitchell highway to Bourke where we arrived early 
afternoon and headed for the Kidman Caravan Park 
where we bagged a camping spot. Late afternoon we 
headed back to Bourke to register for the Trek at the 
Bowling Club and catch up with trekkers from previous 
years. They had a replica of the Australian version of 
the TARDIS. Larger on the outside than inside. 
 
We headed back to the caravan park and set up camp 
before catching the courtesy bus back to the club for 
dinner. 



Sunday 25 Sep - Bourke to Nymagee. 

Before leaving the caravan park Ross 
and I drove down to where the 
Jandra, a replica paddle steamer, 
was moored on the Darling River. The 
river was well up and the boarding 
ramp partly submerged. We then 
headed for town, stopping off to view 
the North Bourke Bridge which had a 
strong flow of water passing under it. 
Our next stop was the Bourke Weir to 
find it completely covered with water 
and not visible. 

We were checked out of the main street of Bourke around 8.30am by the officials 
and cruised down the Kidman Way to Cobar where we stopped for morning tea at 
the Mining Monument. Before leaving town we paid our respects at the Setree 
Monument. The Setree’s were trek stalwarts who were tragically killed in 2014.   

Our original route through 

Canbelego was out as the dirt 

road was closed so it was 

straight down the blacktop 

turning off at the Priory Road 

junction and arriving in 

Nymadgee around lunch time. 

We set up camp on the cricket 

ground and being one of the first 

trekkers in watched as the rest of 

the trekkers arrived and set up 

their tents and campers.  

The small town had a 

number of interesting old 

buildings in various states of 

repair and whilst I looked 

around a cricket match was 

started on a patch of grass 

at the side of the 

Metropolitan Hotel. During 

the afternoon the hotel was 

buzzed by an ultralight 

piloted by one of the locals 

and Murray from Orange 

paid us a quick visit in his old Holden statesman. He is a regular but couldn’t join us 

on this year’s trek. 



Dinner was provided by the locals in the community hall and we enjoyed a 

sumptuous feast. Later Murray and the boys in the band entertained us into the 

night. 

Day 2 - Nymagee to Ivanhoe 

The original plan was to head south west and follow the rail line to Ivanhoe however 

due to the condition of the dirt roads i.e. closed, this was not possible so we had to 

take the long way round on the blacktop through Hillston and Hay. 

It was a fairly uneventful journey 

with the only excitement being a 

herd of cattle on the long 

paddock, being shepherded 

across the road by a drover on 

his horse. We parted the mob 

driving slowly through the middle 

and they parted like a knife 

through butter.   

Just out of Hay we stopped at 

the old One Tree Hotel for a 

gander however the pub had not served a drink for many a long year and the 

building itself was not accessible. 

Arriving in Ivanhoe the welcoming committee checked us in from the deck of the 

Ivanhoe Hotel and we set up camp on a patch of grass in the caravan park. 

We heard that Bob had a problem with his motor and could not continue with the 

current vehicle. As luck would have it he found an almost identical vehicle for sale on 

the side of the road and 

purchased it, sending his 

original vehicle back 

home on a truck. He re-

joined us a couple of 

days later. Now that's 

dedication.   

We enjoyed dinner at the 
RSL club and the band 
again entertained us into 
the night. 

 

 



 

Day3 to 5 - Ivanhoe to Cullulleraine 

Another planned route was thrown out the window as our original route through 
Mungo National Park was out of the question due to the amount of water about. In 
lieu the new route was through Balranald, then Mildura and onto the Bushman’s Rest 
Caravan Park at Cullulleraine.  

We left Ivanhoe and even 
though there was a small 
section of dirt on the 
Balranald Road it was 
mostly in good condition 
with the odd section where a 
heavy trucks wheels had 
dug into the soft clay. 

Arriving at the outskirts of 
Balranald there were 
myriads of Gazanias in 
flower along the roadside 
and the town was a riot of 
colour. We stopped for 

morning tea in a park on the banks of the Murrumbidgee River before moving on.  

Our next stop was Mildura for lunch and we found a quiet spot near some wetlands. 
Mildura was hosting a country music festival so it was chock a block full of people 
including many musicians. 

We arrived at Lake 
Cullulleraine midafternoon 
and set up camp. As we 
were staying three nights at 
this picturesque location just 
of the Sturt Highway we set 
up a more permanent camp 
however this proved to be 
short lived. The lake was 
absolutely beautiful, 
glistening in the sunshine on 
this brilliant afternoon. After 
dinner, which we cooked in 
the camp kitchen, we 
admired the beautiful sunset 
on the lake. 

 

 



I was up early Wednesday morning to view 
the sunrise on the lake which again was 
spectacular and later walked some way 
around the lake to look at the old 
windmills, some still working. A number of 
trekkers had arranged upmarket 
accommodation in cabins which turned out 
to be a big bonus for the rest of their stay.  

Late morning we decided to drive down to 
the adjacent Lock 9 on the Murray River to 
view the gates. The weather in the south 
west was looking decidedly doubtful and 
further west in South Australia had already 
copped a hammering. Bob called us and 
suggested we get back to camp as soon 
as possible and pull down the tents as a 
storm warning had been issued. The park 
manager had opened the community hall 
and invited us to set up digs inside which 
we had no hesitation in doing.  

 

 

No sooner had we settled 
down when all hell broke 
loose with very strong 
winds and pelting rain. 
The tents would not have 
stood a chance. 

In the camp kitchen Bob 
had a roaring fire going 
and we joined him for a 
promised roast lamb diner 
cooked by Michelle his 
partner. The weather 
wasn't going to stop us 
enjoying this delectable 
feast. 

The storm raged through the night and then abated to an overcast but fine morning.  

Due to the inclement weather we decided on a day trip to Renmark and travelled the 
80km, stopping at the fruit fly inspection station and disposing of some fruit and 
vegies. On the way into town we checked out Lock 5 before stopping at the Tourist 
Information Centre to obtain a map of the local area. A replica of an old paddle 
wheeler was moored alongside the wharf looking a bit dismal in the light rain. 



We headed out of 
town and took a quick 
trip to a micro-
brewery located on 
the river however 
decided not to sample 
their wares. On the 
way back to Renmark 
we stopped to view 
the red cliffs of the 
Murray from a 
lookout, marveling at 
their brilliant colour in 
the rays of sunshine, 
breaking through 
openings in the 

clouds, between bouts of light rain. Back in town we had lunch at the Renmark Club 
before heading back to camp.  

On the way back to camp we headed for the Werrimull Hotel where the band was 
playing that night. We inspected the campsite opposite the hotel finding it overgrown 
and soggy due to the rain and not worth moving our camp. 

We had dinner at the pub and enjoyed the entertainment from the band before 
heading back to our camp on the lake.  

Day 6/8 - Cullulleraine to Silverton 

The leg to Pooncarrie had to be abandoned as the dirt road was closed so this gave 
us an extra day in Silverton. It also meant missing the section through Menindee, so 
we missed the lakes. 

It was only a short trip up the blacktop to Broken Hill and we left Lake Cullulleraine,  
backtracking to just short of Mildura, before turning north and then west for 
Wentworth where we turned north again for Broken Hill.  

We stopped for a cupper in a park at Wentworth on the confluence of the Darling and 
Murray Rivers. The Pelicans and Cormorants were having a field day feeding on the 
fish being stirred up in the eddying waters of the river.  



Stopping at Broken Hill for lunch we enjoyed fine fair at the Musos Club before 
heading on to Silverton and the campsite at Penrose Park.  

The spot at Penrose Park near the pagoda where we usually set up camp is 
normally nicely mown grass. On this trip however the overgrown grass was overrun 
by tall weeds so we found a nice grassy spot near the newish camp kitchen. This 
was short lived as we were moved on by the caretaker to another spot near the old 
tennis court. The drought and water restrictions had taken their toll on the grassy 
areas in the park and it was generally overrun with weeds although some of the 
facilities had been upgraded since the last time we were there some years before. 
We spent the rest of the afternoon relaxing around camp before cooking dinner in 
the camp kitchen and enjoying a few refreshments. 

Saturday dawned fine and 
sunny and it was 
Hawaiian day so we 
donned our Hawaiian 
shirts and then took the 
opportunity to cover old 
ground around Silverton. 
We headed out to the 
Mundi Mundi Lookout and 
then the Umberumberka 
Reservoir which was full. 
It was then back into 
Silverton to look around 
some of the art shops and 
other sites in the area. We 

headed back to camp for lunch and relaxed before heading to the pub for the rest of 
the afternoon.  

Most of the trekkers were 
dressed in their Hawaiian 
gear and we enjoyed a few 
beverages before dinner was 
served at the pub. The band 
again entertained us for the 
evening.  

The next day a storm was 
forecast for the afternoon 
and we headed into Broken 
Hill to look around. The café 
at the Line of Load lookout 
was closed so we moved on 
to the supermarket to stock 
up with a few necessities.  

 



On the way back to camp we 
drove past the hotel and then 
took the shortcut through the 
creek back to camp which 
was lucky for Mort, as he 
was bogged, in the sandy 
river bed. We were able to 
pull him out then continued 
back to camp for lunch.  

Whilst relaxing around camp 
I found I had a flat tyre and 
the culprit was a bit of timber 
which had staked the 
sidewall most likely in the 
creek bed. It took four strings 
to plug the hole.  

Late afternoon we headed 
back to the pub for dinner 
and a few beverages. 
Before we left camp we 
battened down the hatches 
for the expected storm and I 
dropped the legs of the tent 
which proved to be a 
mistake. During the 
afternoon the expected 
storm swept through 
Silverton with very strong 
winds, thunder, lightning 
and torrential rain. After it 
passed, a brilliant rainbow 
arched high over the town. On returning to camp I re-erected the tent only to find it 
full of water which I had to bail out before retiring. The gale continued through the 
night and we were lucky as some trees protected us from the main onslaught which 
sounded like the roar of a cyclone through the trees above. 

Day 9 - Silverton to Packsaddle 

After drying out all the camping gear from the previous night’s storm and strong 

winds we broke camp and headed for the checkout point at the pub. A few horses 

were grazing nearby and ignored our intrusion. In no time we were back in Broken 

Hill and heading north up the Silver City Highway. The roads were drying out 

however there was still a lot of water lying around.  

We reached Packsaddle around lunch time and set up camp in the small caravan 

park at the back of the pub and then had lunch. The rest of the afternoon was spent 

relaxing around the pool table where a number of trekkers showed their prowess at 

the table or more likely miss spent youth.  



The Fancy Dress Ball 

had been moved to 

Packsaddle from 

Ivanhoe, as the leg from 

Ivanhoe to Cullulleraine 

was much longer than 

originally planned, due to 

the detour we had to 

make. 

The theme for the ball 

was the 'first letter of 

your christian name' and 

all the glad rags were 

dragged out of storage. There were some magnificently splendid and sartorially 

elegant costumes with just about everyone dressing up. We all enjoyed a sumptuous 

meal before the festivities began. The band played their renditions of our favourite 

songs adding to the revelry. Later on the costumes were judged by a local panel of 

experts. What a great night. 

Day 10 - Packsaddle to Tibooburra 

This was to be another short journey of around 150km, half on dirt and half on 

bitumen. We headed off and made good time stopping at Milparinka for morning tea. 

Looking around this historic town we observed some well-preserved old buildings 

and some unrepaired ruins. 

Leaving the town 

behind us we 

arrived in 

Tibooburra late 

morning and set up 

camp in the 

Granites Caravan 

Park. Once this 

task had been 

completed we had 

a bite to eat for 

lunch from our own 

provisions and whilst Ross relaxed I climbed the granite bolder hill behind the camp 

ground. Following this I strolled around town having an ale at each of the two hotels 

to quench my thirst.  



Late afternoon we returned to 

the Tibooburra Hotel for a few 

more refreshments and later 

enjoyed dinner in the dining 

room. The kids again delighted in 

a game of pool and afterwards 

charged us a $1 each to have 

our fingernails painted. The 

money raised was added to the 

RFDS donation funds. Later on 

the band entertained us and 

Brushy gave us his rendition of ' 

Sad Movies'. 

 

Day 11 - Tibooburra to White Cliffs 

Due to the expected poor 

condition of the White Cliffs 

Road it had been decided 

the night before to all meet 

back at Packsaddle and 

then reform in groups of 5 

leaving at regular intervals. 

It was agreed I would travel 

down the back with Dribbles 

as I had recovery gear if it 

was needed. As it turned 

out there were no real 

issues apart from some shallow water on the road which some trekkers took 

advantage to wash their cars. 

It was funny hat day and just about just everyone had on some sort of hat, some 

quite hilarious. 

We arrived in White Cliffs around lunch time and booked into the Caravan Park. 

Whilst Ross relaxed in the caravan park I strolled around town. There was a huge 

stack of hay bales deteriorating in the open which had been donated some time back 

during the drought but had not been used.  

Many of the trekkers were having refreshments on the veranda of the pub and one of 

the locals came by, selling membership to the 'Veranda Club', with donations going 

to the RFDS. The back of the card said he was the 'Joker' so I hope the donations 

found the right home.     



 

Across the road from the hotel there was a large mural of a camel train and one of 

the trekkers said to have a look at the camel whose eyes followed you from all 

angles. I didn't believe it however took a photo from 3 angles and it proved correct. 

This is much like a mirage which the camera will capture. 

 

Early evening dinner was served at the back of the pub and the band continued to 

entertain us into the night. 

Day 12 - White Cliffs to Kallara Station 

Before we checked out of White Cliffs 

we toured through the mining area of 

White Cliffs observing the mullock 

heaps from the opal mines and some 

old relics from days gone by. The dirt 

road to Tilpa was in pretty good nick 

after some strong winds and sunshine 

had dried it out.  

We arrived at Kallara station around lunch time, 

set up camp and had a bite to eat. The station is 

just on the other side of the Darling River but 

upstream from Tilpa and a few of the trekkers 

took the opportunity of having a coldie at the pub 

before checking in to the homestead.  

Mid-afternoon saw another game of cricket in full 

swing and a few trekkers took the time to throw a 

line into the river. There were no reports of any 

catches and a few other trekkers tried their luck 

with yabby nets.   

 



Early evening the some of the 

station hands prepared a 

sumptuous feast for dinner and 

later two of the band members 

entertained us with a few of the 

girls on the trek joining in and 

adding to the fun. 

This was our last night on the 

Wallaby and the next day would 

see us back in Bourke.  

 

Day 13 - Kallara Station to Bourke 

It was another short day travelling up the north side of the Darling. We crossed over 

the river at Louth where we stopped for morning tea outside Shindy’s Inn with a few 

other trekkers’.  

Continuing on we took a 

break at Yanda 

Campground which is also 

right on the Darling finding 

it inundating the river gums 

on the flats beside it. As we 

turned onto the main dirt 

road we saw a cloud of 

dust approaching and 

stopped on the side of the 

road as a road train 

thundered past. We arrived 

in Bourke and I found a 

tyre repairer who put a tube in the punctured spare as the hole was too large to 

patch. 

Following this we headed out to the Kidman Camp and set up before returning to the 

Bowling Club for the Auction, Awards and dinner. 

Another awesome trek was just about over and what a great job the organisers did. 

Hoping to catch up with everyone again next year. 

 


