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Down the Darling River and the 2014 Bourke Police and Community Outback Trek 
Author and Photos Richard Windeyer 

 
Prologue 

 
Five years ago I completed my 6th Bourke Police and Community Outback Trek (OBT) so this 
was my 7th. The charity event is held every year in the September school holidays and has 
been running for 29 years. This this was the Treks thirtieth anniversary. 
 
All the money raised goes to the Royal Flying Doctor and various local Bourke charities.   
There is an entry fee, meal tickets are available for purchase for some locations, 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 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 Treck Band (Sullo and 
the Outback Band) play at venues 
where we stay. This year Kevin 
Sullivan (Sullo) had enlisted Matt 
Hanley on Lead Guitar and the Caspen 
brothers Mick on Bass Guitar and Jason on Drums, who are all well known in the music 
industry.   

 
In addition to the OBT a couple of 
mates (Norm and Joff) were doing the 
‘Darling River Run’ on motorbikes, Joff 
on a BMW 1200GS and Norm on a 
BMW F700 GS with a support vehicle 
driven by Glenn (GT) and this was an 
opportunity to travel with them for a 
couple of days before returning to 
Bourke for the OBT.  
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Prior to the event my vehicle was serviced and I completed a shakedown trip fully loaded to 
Yadboro Flat on the South Coast of NSW and all was good. As it turned out it doesn’t matter 
how much you prepare, things can still go wrong.  
 
We were leaving Sydney on Saturday 13th September 2014 and on the Tuesday prior there 
was a horrible grating noise coming from the front suspension. As it turned out both the 
lower control arm ball joints were replaced on the Friday and this solved the problem. 
 
This year’s OBT started as usual at Bourke and then we travelled to Quilpie, Longreach and 
Julia Creek to Karumba.  We then journeyed back down to Lawn Hill through Mt Isa followed 
by Jervois Station on the Plenty Highway and across to Alice Springs. I had an extra layday 
rather than go to Uluru with the trek. We came back via Mt Dare, William Creek, Hawker, 
Broken Hill, Bourke then home to Sydney via Mudgee.  
 
The trip was 7900km in just over 3 weeks. My navi for the journey was Ross O'Halloran who 
had travelled with me many times before. 

 
The Journey 
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Sat 13th Sep – Sydney to Mendooran 

 
Finishing work the previous day I had a month’s holiday and was looking forward to another 
outback adventure as it had been over 12 months since the last one. The Toyota 100 Series 
Turbo Diesel Landcruiser had been mostly packed over the previous weeks with stores, 
spares and camping gear. Additional fresh food was purchased in the morning with the kick 
off arranged for just before lunch.  
 
Ross my travelling companion arrived and we packed his gear in the vehicle before setting 
off on this escapade a glorious spring morning. Taking the Bells Line of Road we headed over 
the Blue Mountains in sparse traffic. We stopped for lunch at Capertee on the way to 

Mudgee and then continued 
on through Gulgong and 
Dunedoo stopping at 
Mendooran to set up camp 
at a lovely spot to free camp 
on the Castlereagh River. 
There were plenty of other 
campers in residence mostly 
in motor homes, caravans 
and camper trailers. I 
contacted Norm and found 

he and Joff had stopped at Gunnedah for the night after meeting at Singleton. We cooked 
dinner and had a few refreshments before retiring for the night. 

 
Sun 14th Sep – Mendooran to Walgett 

 
Away at respectable hour we headed on through Gilgandra, Gulargambone and Coonamble 
arriving at Walgett early afternoon. Plan A was to meet Norm, Joff and GT at the Barwon Inn 
and while Norm and Joff had booked rooms the rest of us were hoping to camp however 
when I had phoned previously was told no camping was available. Plan B was to find a camp 
site in close proximity to the Barwon Inn and we scouted along the Barwon River for a 
suitable site just in case. Plan A worked and we were given permission to set up camp next 
to the Inn in the old campground.  
 
While waiting for the others to arrive we 
enjoyed a few cold refreshments. There 
was a cattle dog in residence named 
‘Red’ who thought he owned the place 
and wasn’t adverse to a scratch behind 
the ears. The others arrived late 
afternoon with GT arriving a little later. 
The manager volunteered to do a run 
into town for takeaway dinner and we 
ordered Chinese. We had a bit of a chat 
relating past and future travels before 
we all retired for the night. 
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Mon 15th Sep – Walgett to Louth 

 
After a lovely breakfast at the Inn the riders saddled up and we all headed for Louth. The 
plan was to source the start of the Darling, which we assumed to be the confluence of the 
Barwon and Culgoa Rivers and a waypoint was created for this location. We stopped to look 
at the old road bridge just before Brewarrina before stopping for morning tea in town and 
whilst some of us brewed our own the others had their coffee and cake at a cafe. 
 
Moving on we travelled west to the location adjacent to our Darling River source waypoint. 
We thought it would be on private property and this proved to be the case so we stopped at 
the front gate of the station ‘Sommerville’. Rather all of us turn up unannounced GT and 
Norm drove/rode in to ask permission to try and reach the location we had waypointed. The 
manager told them he believed the ‘source’ was the fish traps back at Brewarrina and in any 
case it would be almost impossible to get where we wanted to go as the area was marshy 
with a number of billabongs. They thanked the manager and we moved on.  
 

At one point we had to slow 
right down for a flock of 
sheep that were feeding on 
the stock route and being 
herded across the road. I 
forgot the bike riders were 
behind and stopped the 
vehicle for a photo only to 
be reminded that they were 
behind with a blast from one 
of their horns. 

  
We arrived in Bourke and 
headed for North Bourke 
and the old road bridge for 
a bite of lunch before 
heading to Kidman Camp to 
have a look at the paddle 
steamer Jandra. On the 
road again we travelled 
back through Bourke 
heading south west for 
Louth. I travelled on ahead 
whilst the others stopped at 
Bourke to search for a replacement low beam headlight for Joff’s bike as it had blown the 
day before. They found one and arrived late afternoon.  
GT, Ross and I set up camp in the campground at Shindy’s Inn whilst the other two had 
booked a cabin. I dropped two yabby traps into the Darling but came up empty handed the 
next morning.  
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That evening Joff almost fully dismantle his bike to replace the blown globe and to look for 
the fuses as the new globe was not working. He finally discovered the bike needed to be 
running for the light to work and there was a round of applause with the successful 
outcome. Happy hour was upon us and we enjoyed a few snacks and refreshments before 
adjourning to the pub for dinner.   

 
Tue 16th Sep – Louth to Yanda 
 
In the morning Ross and I bid farewell to the others who were continuing south west down 
the Darling whilst we were heading north west back to Bourke for the OBT.  
The plan for us for the day was to head into Gunndabooka National Park for a look around 
and possibly camp at one of the campgrounds in the park or alternatively camp at Eight Mile 
Lagoon nearer Bourke where we had camped the year before. We called in at the Belah 
Sharers quarters where I had stayed some years before when running the Out There 
Outback Tour Company. No one was in residence and the place was locked up but the visit 
did bring back fond memories.  
 
We moved on to look at the Dry Tank campground, which lived up to its name, finding it 
very dry and unappealing however we did stop for morning tea. Two other campers were in 
residence. After lunch we headed for the Mulgowan aboriginal art site and took the short 
walk through ‘stone country’ to the art site. It was accessible via a beautifully made stone 
path that must have taken many painstaking hours to complete. On our return to the 
parking area we had lunch and then headed back to the Louth Road.  
 
On the map there was a fairly new national park campsite called ‘Yanda’ right on the banks 

of the Darling. This 
proved to be a lovely 
location and well worth 
the stop. While Ross 
relaxed in camp I reset 
the yabby traps had a 
stroll around the area 
and then built a fire in 
the fire pit prior to us 
cooking dinner of 
herbed chicken breasts 
and vegies. 
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Wed 17th Sep – Yanda to Bourke 
 
Up early I walked down to the river and checked the yabby traps only finding a very small 
fish in one trap which I threw 
back.  
Breaking camp we headed 
towards Bourke stopping of 
at the Bourke Stockade and 
our nearby campsite from 
the previous year. What a 
difference a year makes. The 
water level was right down 
but not as low as I had seen 
it in previous years.  
 
We continued on into Bourke and drove out to the weir finding the river just flowing after a 
small amount of rain through the area in the weeks before. At the weir I noticed that the 
front passenger tyre was scrubbing badly and would most likely not last the trip so it was 
into town to the tyre shop for a wheel alignment. The passenger side was 12mm out whilst 
the driver side was 5mm and whilst the work was being done we walked to the bakery and I 
enjoyed a minted lamb pie for lunch.  
 
So with the job done we topped up our stores with fresh supplies at the local IGA and then 
headed out to Kidman camp where we were spending the night and set up camp. Whilst 
setting up Mark ‘Bushie’ a bush poet who was camped close by introduced himself as a 
National and Qld bush poet winner. When we mentioned the Outback Trek he donated a 
signed CD of his poetry for the auction.  
 
After setting up camp we headed back into Bourke to register 
for the Trek at the Bowling Club. We reunited with many past 
trekkers as it had been 5 years since I completed the last one 
also with Ross. I also unloaded two 700mm X 550mm framed 
photographic montage of past treks for the auction at the end 
of the Trek. One of ‘Sullo’ the “Outback Band’ leader in his 
favourite jacket and another one the same size made up of 200 
individual images from past Treks.  
 
We headed back to camp to have a scrub and then caught the 
courtesy bus back to the club for dinner. We only just made the 
briefing for the next day’s travel before having a Chinese meal. 
Catching the courtesy bus back to camp took us on a mystery 
tour of Bourke and we finally arrived back at camp much to our 
relief.   
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Thu 18th Sep – Bourke to Quilpie 
 
Up fairly early the next morning for the 7am start on the 600km day’s journey to Quilpie we 
headed north north west through Yantabulla for Hungerford and the ‘Dog Fence’. The 
journey was uneventful on good dirt and we stopped at the Royal Hotel for morning tea. 

Ross as navi did the honours 
of opening and closing the 
gate. The fence was 
originally designed to keep 
out rabbits in the 1880's. 
Over the years sections of 
fence have been joined 
together and it now 
stretches from Jimbour in 

Queensland to the Eyre Peninsular in South Australia, with the aim of keeping out dingoes, 
wild dogs and rabbits.  
 
At the pub I made enquiries about an old travelling mate who had a holiday house in town 
however he wasn’t home so we pushed on for Eulo. We crossed the Paroo River and 
travelled into Eulo for a gander, passing the mud baths where some of the trekkers had 
booked in for a relaxing bath to ease their tired bones, and this was only the first day. 
 
After leaving Eulo we stopped on the side of 
the road for lunch before continuing on past 
the Yowah opal fields and Toompine before 
arriving in Quilpie late afternoon. We booked 
into the caravan park and set up camp.  
 
Dinner was at the Golf Club using the pre 
purchased meal ticket. The band played into 
the evening and some of the ladies joined in a 
line dance as the floor show. Everyone 
enjoyed themselves some more than others.  
 
Fri 19th   Sep – Quilpie to Longreach  
 
Leaving Quilpie at 7.30am the following morning we headed north to Adavale on bitumen 
and dirt stopping off for morning tea. The road was good and we bypassed Blackall although 
a few of the trekkers called in for lunch. We were now travelling into Channel Country 
where the rivers have many channels to drain the water from the wet season into the 
centre of Australia to disappear into Lake Eyre and crossed the Barcoo River into Isisford.  
 
We continued on through Ilfracombe and turned right onto the Landsborough Highway 
before arriving at Longreach on the Thomson River.  
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We booked into the Longreach Tourist Park 
and set up camp. Dinner was catch and kill 
so we BBQ’d the lamb chops, tomatoes and 
onions purchased in Bourke and enjoyed 
the splendid repast together with more 
than our fair share of red. 
 
Sat 20th Sep – Longreach 
 
It was a lay day and we relaxed in camp 
prior to heading into town for morning tea 

at the bakery. We checked out the information centre and then drove out to the QANTAS 
Base and viewed the planes from the outside. We also crossed the road to the Stockman’s 
Hall of Fame but didn’t go in as we had seen the magnificent exhibits before. Heading back 
to camp we relaxed for the rest of the afternoon. One of the trekkers had told me Brolgas 
grazed in the paddock next door during the day so I ventured over and found some in 
residence so  took a couple of photographs.  
 
Early evening we visited the ‘Woolshed’ which is a licensed restaurant in the caravan park.  
We had thought there was a meal ticket for dinner as Sullo and the band were playing it this 
venue however this was not the case so we booked a table for dinner and enjoyed a few 
beers prior to scrubbing up. 
 
Returning to the ‘Woolshed’ for dinner we 
asked Robert to join us as he was by himself. 
We all shared plates of Red and Green Thai 
curry and Chilli prawns together with a plate 
of fried rice. Sullo and the boys played well 
into the night and we celebrated Murray’s 
birthday with a cake. We also celebrated 
another birthday of one of the young trekkers 
with another cake so desert was not required. 
The trekkers got into the swing of things and 
danced the evening away entertaining us with 
a crocodile line.  
 
Sun 21st Sep – Longreach to Julia Creek 
 
On the road again we had been told at the previous nights briefing that breakfast would be 
provided by JD and his crew about half an hour up the road. This was a regular event on the 
Trek in memory of past trekker Hilton. Hilton’s two daughters continued the tradition and 
were on this trip with a grandson.  
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Under threatening clouds at 
a roadside stop up the road 
we sighted a number of 
marquees and large number 
of vehicles and trekkers 
congregated on the side of 
the road. This would have 
looked a site to the truckies 
and other non trekkers 
passing by. We enjoyed 
sausage and bacon or steak 

sangers washed down with a soft drink, tea or coffee. Sullo and the boys entertained us with 
some laid back music.  
 
We stopped at Winton for morning tea which we enjoyed sitting on a park bench under a 
shady tree on the nature strip in the middle of town. Morton driving the ‘Love Bus’ passed 
us by.  
 
Moving on we stopped for lunch at Kynuna under another shady tree up the road from the 
Blue Dog Hotel. Robert travelled on to McKinlay to look at the Walkabout Creek hotel of 
Crocodile Dundee fame but was a little disappointed as it had been moved.  
 
Headed straight for Julia Creek we set up camp, the backdrop being a flat paddock with 
brown grass studded with the odd tree as far as the eye could see. Dinner was at the Julia 
Creek Hotel where Sullo and 
the band were playing. We 
walked to the hotel where 
we enjoyed a splendid feast 
of roast beef and vegies 
followed by a lovely desert. 
The band played and an 
auction was held for a 
number of items donated by 
the publican. A few of the 
trekkers got up to some 
shenanigans but all in good 
fun. 
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Mon 22nd Sep Julia Creek to Karumba 
 

Leaving Julia Creek we 
headed North West on dirt 
stopping at the Bourke 
and Wills Roadhouse for 
morning tea. We 
continued on north to 
Normanton and the Purple 
Pub where we enjoyed a 
purple burger for lunch. 
We took photos of the big 
crocodile in the park 
opposite the hotel. 

 
It was only a short run to Karumba where we set up camp in the Gulf Country Caravan Park 
adjacent to the Animal Bar where the Trek Ball was to be held. We caught up with domestic 
duties and did a load of washing and cooked dinner prior to dressing up for the ball. Heading 
for the pub we did not realise the meal 
ticket was for this night. We enjoyed a 
couple of bottles of white wine and 
listened to the band. A number of 
trekkers had gone to a lot of trouble 
dressing up to the nines with the theme 
being ‘Glitz and Glamour’.  Many had put 
their own interpretation on the theme.  
 

During the evening the publican and his 
partner were asked to judge the best costume 
with the categories being Kids, Teens, Male, 
Female and Couple. The contestants paraded 
in there finery with a surprise winner in the 
female category.  
 
 
 
 

 
Tue 23rd Sep – Karumba 
 
The lay day found us up and about to refuel at the fuel depot and we picked up the 
recommended bait of squid. Looking around town prior to finding a spot to drop in a line we 
checked a place recommended by a local. Not finding it to our liking due to the strong 
onshore breeze and also another similar spot we headed to a location near the Sunset 
Tavern that I had fished on a previous trip. There were plenty of snags and we lost a fair bit 
of tackle before I finally hooked up and landed a small mulloway. After losing more gear we 
gave the game away and headed to the Sunset Tavern for lunch.  
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A few other trekkers joined us including the band and the pizza we ordered was very 
enjoyable. The band ordered from the top shelf with a seafood platter and quickly scoffed it 
down.  
 
One of the locals had set 
some crab pots which were 
now exposed to the low 
tide. A lonely seagull was 
pecking at the bait but the 
traps appeared empty of 
crabs. After lunch we 
headed back to camp and 
relaxed before heading to 
the Animal Bar where Sullo and the boys were playing. We watched a magic sunset from the 
river wall and then used our $15 meal tickets from the night before for $10 meals so no 
wonder the tavern manager didn’t object.  
 
Heading back to camp we enjoyed a few more drinks at one of the trekker’s campsites 
listening to a bit of a jam session from some of the other musicians on the Trek. 
 
Wed 24th Sep – Karumba – Lawn Hill 
 

Leaving Karumba we headed back 
through Normanton and stopped at 
some beautiful waterholes on the 
Leichardt River where we found a 
number of other trekkers with the same 
idea. We continued on up to Burketown 
stopping for lunch at the Bakery. They 
were out of Barra pies so we had to 
make do with what was available.  
 
 

 
Heading south to Gregory Downs we then travelled across to Adel’s Grove near Lawn Hill 
National Park arriving late afternoon. We passed by the Zinc mine which has changed hands 
a few times but is now owned by MMG Century which extracts and transports zinc 
concentrate in a slurry by way of a 300km pipeline to Karumba where it is reprocessed and 
loaded onto ship for export overseas. The road past the mine was pretty rough and not very 
well maintained so it was a slow trip. 
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Arriving at Adel’s Grove we set up camp 
in the ‘Grove’ amongst tall palms and 
large Melaleuca trees in a lovely shady 
spot. As it was quite hot I enjoyed for a 
swim in the crystal clear azure waters 
of a Lawn Hill Creek waterhole 
downstream from the national park 
and which runs through the 
campground. The cool water was very 
refreshing and absolutely delightful. 
Kids were swinging from a rope hanging 
from a tree over the water and there 

were wooden steps making entry to the 
water easy with a pontoon floating in 
the water close by. Water lilies were in 
flower and finished off a perfect 
picture. 
 
Dinner was by way of a meal ticket at 
the tavern consisting of corned beef 
and vegies followed by desert. We 
enjoyed a few more refreshments 
whilst listening to Sullo and the boys. 
Sullo broke a guitar string gave us a 

demonstration on how to replace it.  
 
The dress and ensemble that would later be auctioned for a trekker to wear for 24 hrs made 
its first appearance but only for show. The evening was too much for one of the young 
trekkers who found a comfortable position resting his head on the hard wooden table. A 
green tree frog made its presence known in the roots of a large fig growing beside the deck 
where we were enjoying ourselves. A couple of the young trekkers had an arm wrestle with 
a bit of cheating going on whilst some others sat around the camp fire beside the deck. 
 
Thu 25th Sep - Lawn Hill 
 
We awoke to another glorious day. The plan was to have breakfast and then head off to 
Lawn Hill National Park. One of our travelling companions was in a bit of a state. He had 
misplaced his wallet so we all joined in the search after he had been through his vehicle 
from top to bottom. After helping with the search and not being able to be of any further 
assistance we headed off to the national park.  
 
Ross and I booked a canoe and while we waited for the early session people to return I 
headed off to the Cascades where on a previous trip found the creek flowing strongly with 
lush vegetation on either side of the banks. What a difference a few years and a dry season 
makes. The creek was bone dry with hardly any vegetation and what was there was brown 
and dry. I wandered back to the canoe launching area stopping to watch some fish in the 
river. 
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Our canoe became available so Ross and I gingerly boarded the craft making sure not to 
upset it. I was up the bow with the double paddle and Ross was down the stern with the 
single paddle. Sucked in…., as Ross mostly did the steering with the odd paddle here and 
there while I paddled all the time, first on one side and then the other as we completed long 
zigzags upstream. The Indarri Falls were about 1km upstream and we paddled against the 
current and wind so it was a bit of a slog.  
 
Halfway upstream to the 
falls we came across 
Sullo and the boys in two 
canoes returning to 
base. The scenery in the 
gorge is spectacular with 
towering red cliffs on 
each side backed against 
a brilliant blue sky with 
lush dark green verdant 
vegetation growing on the banks above the emerald water and with the odd tree higher up 
with roots cascading down the cliff face to sip the water.  
 

We eventually reached the multiple 
waterfalls where we beached the canoe 
at the landing area. While Ross waited in 
the canoe I swam out to the waterfalls 
finding it hard going against the current 
which was much stronger closer to the 
waterfall. I eventually made it and took a 
few photos from underneath the falls.  
Swimming back I re-embarked the canoe 
and we paddled back to the landing. 

Although we had the current with us the wind had swung around and was against us so it 
was again a bit of a slog. We had lunch at the parking area and then headed back to camp.   
 
Back at camp while Ross relaxed I went for another swim in the waterhole. In the meantime 
we learned the lost wallet had been found missing about $300 but everything else was 
intact much to the relief of the trekker even though some low life had stolen the money. 
 
We cooked dinner and then returned to the tavern to listen to a local play a few songs and 
entertain us with some jokes. 
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Fri 26th Sep – Lawn Hill to Mount Isa 
 
Leaving Adel’s grove we headed southeast 
on a dirt track to Riversleigh where we 
passed a number of trekkers who had 
stopped to view the fossils at this well-
known fossil site. We had stopped here on a 
previous trip so continued south till we hit 
the Barkley Highway. Heading South East we 
stopped for morning tea at a waterhole and 
a whistling kite perched in the tree overhead 
hoping for some scraps. 
 
We arrived in Mount Isa and finally found the Discovery Holiday Park where we were 
staying. We set up camp and relaxed during which time I noticed an oil spray pattern on the 
rear mud flaps and the smell of diff oil. This bought back nasty memories from a previous 
trip where in almost the same tent site in this caravan park I had discovered a blown rear 
pinion seal. I had a chat to Greg and after some investigation the leak was tracked down to 
the passenger side front axle seal which was weeping. Expert opinion from another trekker 
suggested the leak was not serious so I decided to run with the problem but pick up a 
container of diff oil and pump to top up the front diff if need be.  
 
We all gathered for the briefing and the time honoured tradition of a dress and ensemble to 
be worn by a male was initiated. The dress and ensemble consisted of a mauve dress, pink 
wig and a pink feather boa. It was auctioned to the highest bidder and the winner 
nominated a male to wear it for 24 hours. The recipient could then purchase it from the 
winning bidder for the same price and then nominate someone else to wear it. The auction 
was held and raised $65 and then another $65 as it was passed on by the nominee. 
 
Ross had an ingrown thumbnail which was inflamed and getting worse so in consultation 
with the ambo it was decided he should visit the hospital the next day as we were heading 
into remote country for a while. 
 
The boys in the band were playing at a pub in town however we decided to stay in camp and 
cook dinner in the camp kitchen and then settle down to watch the footy final between the 
Bulldogs and Manly whilst enjoying a few beverages. A couple of other trekkers joined us 
and much to Ross’s disappointment Manly lost.  
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Sat 27th Sep – Mt Isa to Jervois Station 
 
Up at the usual hour we broke camp and headed off to the hospital. Whilst Ross had a V 
section completed on his thumbnail I went to the local Supercheap to pick up the diff oil. On 
my return to pick up Ross I waited until the doctor had finished the small operation and we 
were away very late. 
 

We headed down the Diamantina 
Development Road and turned off for 
Urandangi stopping for a short break at 
the pub to check the axel seal leak 
which we did on a regular basis. Sullo 
and the boys were at the pub and he 
had his guitar out and was jamming 
with some locals.  
 
 
 
 

 
Travelling down the Northern 
Territory/Queensland border we hit the 
Plenty Highway near ‘Tobermorey’ station.  
For those who have travelled the ‘Plenty’ 
the term highway is a generous definition 
as the conditions can vary dramatically 
depending on when the graders have been 
through. We found this section in 
reasonable condition although there were 
warnings placed at a few small bulldust 
holes. I stopped on the side of the road to 
take a shot of one of the trekkers towing his camper through one of the holes and as he 
went through a great cloud of dust rose in the air. 
 
We stopped for a cuppa at a bore on ‘Tarlton Downs’ station which was being checked by 
the station manager. Sullo and the boys also stopped and the manager related a horror 
story of the condition of the road just past Jervois Station which was our stop for the night. 
Mining exploration companies had been working the area and had discovered oil on one of 
the properties. The well had been capped for later use however there had been a frenzied 
search for more oil and the heavy vehicles had caused havoc on the road. 
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Arriving at Jervois Station late afternoon we had trouble finding a suitable campsite as we 
were one of the last vehicles in. We set up camp and joined the rest of the mob for a small 

get together in honour of ‘Joe’ a previous 
trekker who’s favourite say was “It’s always 
five o’clock somewhere”  JD had generously 
provided 8 cartons cans of beer which had 
been carted by a number of trekkers and had 
been on ice for an hour or two. Everyone 
thoroughly enjoyed themselves and the party 
kicked on well into the night. A monster fire 
was lit and a number of the camp musicians 

had a jam session to finish off the night. 
 
Sun 28th Sep – Jervois Station to Alice Springs 
 
Leaving Jervois Station we had all been warned by the scout party that left early each day 
that the bulldust holes were about 6km up the track but not as bad as we were lead to 
believe. We did need to slow right down as the holes were the full width of the road and 
hitting them at speed would be disastrous. We continued on the road hitting the blacktop 
about 40km before the Stuart Highway and what a pleasure it was after that rough ride.  
 
Heading south into Alice Springs we continued on to the MacDonnell Ranges Caravan Park 
on the south side of the ‘Alice’ where we were staying. I had decided to stay in the ‘Alice’ for 
an extra lay day as most of the trekkers were heading to ‘Uluru’ the next day and Ross and 
myself had been there numerous times before. This was fortuitous as it allowed me to have 
the oil leak fixed. 
 
After setting up camp we completed another load of washing and while Ross relaxed I 
headed for the pool as it was stinking hot. The water was freezing due to the cold nights and 
it took some time to acclimatise.   
 
Early evening we headed to the Heavitree Gap 
Tavern for dinner and as it was Sunday the 
fare was a lovely roast and we piled our plates 
high. The entertainment for the night was a 
reptile handler from the Desert Park who had 
a number of lizards and snakes on display and 
he spoke about their habits. The kids were 
allowed hands on experience with the non-
venomous reptiles and the brave one’s stood 
in a line while an 8ft python slithered around 
their necks on their shoulders. After the show 
we wandered back to camp. 
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Mon 29th Sep – Alice Springs 
 
I was up early and had breakfast prior to putting the days plan of action into operation. First 
off was to phone the NRMA to see what they could do. The mechanic arrived in half an hour 
in a flatbed truck and confirmed the diagnosis of the leaking front axle seal and gave me a 
list of mechanics in the ‘Alice’. I tried three without any luck as they were busy and got a 
referral for one who said they could do the work. On arriving I found they were a mechanic 
down so couldn’t fit me in. They looked at the list I was given to see who I had called and 
phoned Sprint Mufflers on my behalf who said they could do the work so it was off north to 
their workshop.  
 

After they put the vehicle on the hoist they confirmed the 
problem was the axel seal and they were able to start 
straight away. Ross and I retired across the road to 
Bunnings to spend a leisurely morning in the café and 
complete a detailed study of the range of products they 
had on offer. We also had morning tea and lunch which 
filled in the two hours in which time the vehicle was 
repaired.  

 
On the way back to camp I called in on Jol Fleming one of the well-known ‘Alice’ identities 
who looks after the paperwork for the late Lindsay Bookie of Batten Hill Camp where we 
had stopped the previous year. Unfortunately Lindsay had passed away during the year and 
I expressed my condolences to Jol who was a good friend of the family. We had a chat about 
things since I had last seen him and he gave us some information on the roads we intended 
to take to Mount Dare our next destination. 
 
We headed back to camp and while Ross relaxed I went to the pool for another swim prior 
to us cooking dinner and retiring. 
 
Tue 30th Sep – Alice Springs to Mount Dare 

 
A number of other trekkers had stayed in Alice Springs for the extra day and some left very 
early. A few were travelling down the blacktop to Kulgara and heading across to Finke whilst 
we had decided to head down the Old South Road which followed the Old Ghan rail line and 
also the track between Alice and Finke where the Finke Desert Race is run each year.  
 
We left at a reasonable hour heading south and 
it wasn’t long before we were back on dirt. 
Stopping off at the Ewaninga Rock Carvings we 
had a look around where  
there are a number of well-preserved 
petroglyphs located at this site. 
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Moving on we drove up a hill that 
gave a great view of the road below 
and had morning tea observing a 
vehicle heading south below us and 
leaving a long dust trail. On the road 
again the track passed by the access 
road to Chambers Pillar but it was an 
extra 90km return so we decided not 
to go in. We stopped at Rodinga an 
old railway siding for a quick look 
disturbing the peace of a resident 
monitor lizard.  

 
Leaving the siding we climbed a slight rise through an old rail cutting, as the track follows 
the old rail line, when there was a loud explosion and the rear passenger side tyre deflated. 
Bugger, the first puncture and one of a number on the rest of the trip. As we were obscured 
from the road ahead Ross took a bright yellow sailing jacket from the vehicle and placed it 
up the track to worn oncoming traffic that we were an obstacle. We proceeded to change 
the tyre and while doing so a group of trekkers who had also forgone the Uluru section and 
decided to spend the night at Chambers Pillar caught us up. There was a large hole in the 
middle of the tyre tread and we wondered what might have caused it. On resuming our 
journey it became evident that the tyre had been holed by a railway spike as there were 
hundreds scattered along the 250km track. This called for an eagle eye so as not run over 
another one. 
 
We stopped with the other 
trekkers at the old Bundooma 
railway siding for lunch before 
heading on to the township of 
Finke. The other trekkers driving 
ahead came across some camels 
on the track and they wandered off 
into the dunes.  
 
Arriving in Finke and driving 
through town we found it almost 
deserted apart from some young 
locals playing in the street. 
Continuing on to Mount Dare through New Crown we picked up other trekkers coming 
through from Uluru on the CB radio. We were back in the convoy. 
 
On reaching Mount Dare we checked in and found a suitable camp site noting that we were 
one of the first in. It was stinking hot again so we quickly set up camp and adjourned to the 
air conditioned bar for a few sherbets.   
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Dinner was by way of a meal ticket and 
for an extra cost breakfast was 
provided the next day. We enjoyed 
dinner and then had a few more 
refreshments. I had volunteered to 
have my beard shaved off for the 
charity kitty. It had been planned to do 
it at Jervois Station however there was 
too much activity. I was last clean 
shaven on the 2009 trek where I 
previously completed the same 
exercise at Boulia. The beard was 
actioned off for $100 from JD who declined to do the shaving so there was a further $30 
donation from the shaver. Ross took around the hat and raised a further $89 making $219. 
 
The management refused to let the band play which disappointed everyone and was quite a 
different situation to the trek in 2009 when Mt Dare had been under different management. 
Everyone had to entertain themselves before retiring. 
 
Wed 1st Oct – Mount Dare to William Creek 
 
We arose to a lovely sunrise, broke camp and then headed into the bar for breakfast which 
consisted of bacon and egg toasted sangas washed down with orange juice, tea or coffee. 
 
On the road again we headed to Oodnadatta via Bloods Creek rather than via Dalhousie and 
the Pedirka Track which we were told was in abysmal condition as it was unmaintained. I 
can vouch for its roughness having done it twice before on past trips. This disappointed 
some trekkers who were looking forward to a dip in the large waterhole at Dalhousie filled 
by a warm artesian spring. 

We stopped at Oodnadatta for lunch 
and continued on down the track to 
William Creek. The road was in 
pretty good condition and I pulled 
into Algebuckina railway Bridge for a 
look.  Greg was behind me and as we 
were about to leave Greg blew his 
horn and I got out of my vehicle and 
looked down to find the rear drivers 
side tyre flat. Trying to get to the 
tool box in the rear of the vehicle the 
tailgate refused to open even after a 
number of different methods were 

tried. With the assistance of other trekkers and their tools we managed to get my second 
spare on remembering my first spare was unrepairable.  
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 If I thought I had problems, at 
a section of roadwork, we 
came across Murray 
Horsteman in the statesman in 
a sorry state. The two back 
wheels were pointing out 
sideways at about 20 degrees 
from vertical and a piece of 
broken rear axle was on the 
ground behind the vehicle. He 
was lucky to get the vehicle to 
the side of the road in a gap in 
the roadwork as most of this 
section was single lane. We 
stopped to see if we could offer assistance but the vehicle was not towable so we advised 
Murray we would let Greg know when we reached William Creek.  
 
On reaching William Creek we spoke to Greg however a recovery party was already being 
arranged. There was a car trailer on site at William Creek so Greg soon had it hitched up to 
Brushy’s ute and they headed off to bring the disabled vehicle back. 
 
We set up camp and I borrowed a tyre repair kit, tools and compressor to repair the tyre. On 
putting in two plugs and pumping it up it was evident that the side wall had been damaged 
as there was large bulge in the tyre wall it but I thought it was still serviceable. 
 

Late afternoon there was 
some commotion on the 
track outside the pub as the 
recovery vehicle returned 
with the statesman in town. 
Murrays air horns still 
worked so there was a loud 
blast as he paraded past the 
pub much to everyone’s 
amusement.  
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We headed into to the pub for refreshments and stayed 
for dinner using the meal ticket. Following dinner the 
band played until well into the night making up for the 
previous evening. A young trekker who had been growing 
his rat tail for a number of years decided to auction it off 
to the highest bidder. Murray had the highest bid and did 
the honours while the young lad sat on the bar. 
 
Thur 2nd Oct – William Creek to Hawker 
 
What started out as lovely day soon turned nasty again.  
We stopped at the South Lake Eyre lookout for morning 
tea and continued on. On reaching tar just before Maree 
there was a loud explosion from the rear and as I glanced 
at the side mirror I saw pieces of rubber flying all over 
the road. I managed to keep the car under control and 
eased across to the side of the road. Trekkers to the 
rescue again loaned me their tools to change the tyre 

and put on the plugged and suspect spare. It only lasted 500m and as I had aimed the side 
mirror down to check on the tyre watched in horror as the bubble quickly expanded and 
then burst immediately deflating the tyre and I again pulled over to the side of the road. 
With no spare tyres left the plan of attack was to wait for Meryl, in another 100 Series 
Landcruiser and who was just behind me, to arrive. Her rims had the same stud pattern as 
mine however the tyres were 1” smaller in radius but beggars can’t be choosers.  
 
After changing the tyre again with borrowed tools I drove gingerly into Lyndhurst to enquire 
about tyres however the tyre shop didn’t carry any spares. They did advise the Servo in 
Copley should have some so we continued on. 
 
Stopping at Copley where we found Jeff had his bull bar welded up for the third time. Luckily 
the servo had two new Cooper AT tyres in my size so I took them both replacing Meryl’s 
spare on the rear and putting both one new tyre and Meryl’s wheel on the roof. I also 
purchased a new jack and wheel brace, just in case. The rest of the trip into Hawker was 
uneventful and we set up camp in the Hawker Caravan Park which was very well set up.  
 
During the afternoon I posted my predicament with the tailgate on facebook and was given 
instructions on a solution. I removed the trim from the inside release and attached a length 
of wire so I could unlock the tailgate through the rear passenger door. There was a round of 
applause when this solution worked. 
 
We decided to eat at the hotel where the band was playing that night and have a quiet night 
following the harrowing events during the day. We headed back to camp before the band 
started playing but heard later it had been a good night. 
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Fri 3rd Oct – Hawker to Broken Hill 
 
Rather than head to Broken Hill on dirt as we had travelled this route the previous year we 
decided to stay on the bitumen which proved to be a mistake. Ten kilometres north of 
Carrieton I only heard the third call of ‘Roo’ from Ross and there was a thump as I saw the 
perpetrator down on the road behind me. It was a decent size roo and had bent the driver’s 
side of the bull bar, creased the front quarter panel and taken out the rear mud flap. The 
vehicle was still driveable so we continued on through Peterborough, Yunta and onto 
Broken Hill where we booked into the Broken Hill Tourist Park. We set up camp and cooked 
dinner in the camp kitchen.  
 

The band was playing at the 
Mulga Hill Hotel so we 
decided to catch a cab there 
and back as it was too far to 
walk. On being dropped off 
at the pub we arrived at the 
same time as the boys in the 
band. They lined up against 
the mosaic brick pub wall 
and I shot a photo of them 
for posterity. It was great 
night with the band playing 
till 10pm and then a large 
group of young people came 
in and danced to video 
music. We left fairly late 
catching a taxi home and in 

the process rescued a lone trekker who was being led astray by the bar girls.  
 
Sat 4th Oct – Broken Hill to Bourke 
 
Leaving Broken Hill it was plain sailing on bitumen till Wilcannia where we turned off onto 
dirt up the Darling River. The track was in excellent condition and very smooth as we 
stopped at Tilpa for lunch with a few other trekkers before continuing on. We travelled on 
through Louth and arrived in Bourke early afternoon were we booked into Kidman Camp 
again and set up camp.  
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The main Trek auction and dinner 
was on at the Bowling Club so we 
tidied ourselves up and headed 
into town. It was some time 
before the show got underway as 
trekkers were still trickling into 
Bourke. The auction apart from 
the entry fee was the main 
fundraiser for the Trek and the 
auction items of which there were 
many were on display and 
included the major raffle prize of 
a 45L Engel Fridge. Greg a 
practised auctioneer got the show underway and the bidding war started fast and furious. I 
had a couple of items up for auction including a photo portrait of Sullo I had taken a few 
years earlier and had a large print framed. Sullo offered to purchase it beforehand as he 
knew other bidders would force up the price however I let it go to auction. Sullo ended up 
with the highest bid.  
 
The auction was interrupted when dinner which was a Chinese buffet was ready. The 
auction continued and when it was fished the floor show started. First off and the highlight 
of the evening and in remembrance of Stan who had passed away previously a number of 
male trekkers who will remain nameless walked onto the dance floor naked from the waist 
up and wearing leis danced to the music of ‘Pearly Shells’  played by Sullo and Matt. The 
formal part of the evening then commenced with a number of speeches and awards being 
presented to Trekkers for various outstanding achievements. Finally the night finished with 
the muso’ s playing dance music while trekkers danced the night away. A fitting end to 
another magnificent Trek. 
 
Sun 5th Oct – Bourke to Mudgee 
 

We broke camp and looked at a number 
of options to head home. The one that 
won out was to turn off at Nevertire for 
Warren and down the river run to stop at 
Mudgee for the night. On the way we 
stopped at Giriambone for morning tea 
and arrived in Mudgee mid afternoon 
where we set up camp in a lovely 
location at the Riverside Caravan Park on 
the Cudgegong River which was flowing 
strongly. The plan for the evening was to 
have a few nibbles and then walk to the 

Lawson Park Hotel to watch the NRL Grand Final between South’s and Canterbury. 
Afterwards we wandered back to the caravan park where we found a few other travellers in 
the camp kitchen which had a fire pit.  As I still had a bag and a half of fire wood on the roof 
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it wasn’t long before we had a fire going and had a natter and a few refreshments around 
the fire before retiring. 
 
Mon 6th Oct – Mudgee to Home 
 
On the road after breakfast it was an uneventful trip home with hardly any traffic. This was 
surprising as it was a Monday public holiday at the end of the school holidays. We arrived 
home in time for lunch. 
 
Epilogue 
 
The journey covered some 7,900KM at an average fuel consumption of 12.6L/100KM and an 
average fuel cost of $1.76/L. This was also a great opportunity to combine two events into 
the one trip and with a bit of planning worked well. 

 
There was a bit of damage on the journey:- 
 

 The lower ball joints had to be replaced 2 days before I left. 

 A wheel alignment was required when I reached Bourke. 

 A leaking front axle seal was replaced in Alice Springs. 

 A rail spike through the tyre tread on the Old Ghan Railway was not repairable. 

 Two blow outs between Maree and Lyndhurst, SA required a borrowed spare. 

 Two new tyres were purchased in Copley, SA. 

 I hit decent sized roo between Hawker and Broken Hill. The bull bar, front quarter 
panel and rear mud flap were damaged. 

 
It was an excellent trip with a great bunch of people. The camaraderie is what makes this 
trek special. Holidays are already booked for the Trek next year. 


