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Introduction

On the 25th of August 2008, two likely lads fromd8&gy grabbed their kayaks, kissed
the big smoke goodbye, and commenced an epic jpwi¥0 paddles and 40 pubs in 40
days all over NSW and the ACT. Scott Rawstorne @edff Greenwood aimed to find

the best places to kayak and then let the worldwkrabout them through their

Escapology web site. They hope that their expeeenill inspire others and give them a
great reason to be interested in our waterways velmat can be done to keep them
healthy.

The 40 paddles in 40 days were also undertakeaise money for Heartfelt House, an
organisation based in Northern NSW that provideppsu to adult survivors of
childhood sexual abuse and their family and friend@® find out more, check out their
web site (www.heartfelthouse.org.au) or give thetalhon (02) 6628 8940.

Swamp by name but not by nature
Rylstone — Day 1: August 25

After a flurry of last minute activity and one falstart, 40 paddles and 40 pubs in 40
days finally got underway. The 3.5 hour drive to st paddle at Dunn’s Swamp in the
Wollemi National Park was a quiet one, partly beseait hadn’t quite sunk in that we
were on our way, and partly because one of the wwamdoing his best to sleep off an
excess of “last minute activity”.

Our arrival was not so quiet. The guys from WolleMfloat had arranged a welcoming
committee armed with morning tea and quickly madefeel right at home. Local
Councillor Peter Shelley even made the time to cantegreet us. We can only hope that
we get to meet such good people on the remainirdag9 of our trip.

Dunn’s Swamp is not the largest waterway in NSWthat didn’t stop us from quickly
agreeing that it is definitely in the top 5 of tNEW paddling spots that we have been to
so far. The water is crystal clear, and the sumown rock formations and eucalypt
forests are beautiful. Birdlife is also abundant ame were lucky enough to see the
resident musk duck couple struttin’ their stuff.

It's pronounced Muck-er-war!
Mookerawa — Day 2: August 26

We left Rylstone’s Globe Hotel at 7am. Frost onwhedscreen and a temperature gauge
stuck on 2 degrees confirmed how chipper the mgrnias. A great breakfast in Mudgee
warmed us up, then we passed through historic @glgehich prides itself on the
notoriety that comes with featuring on Australiatgginal $10 note.

It was nearing midday when we made it to Stuart fopopulation 300. When we
mentioned to Debbie in the General Store that we\meading to Mookerawa Lake, she
gave us a puzzled look before realising that Skatt, not for the first time, got the
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pronunciation wrong. In his defence the locals ssknio have many variations
themselves. Eventually we settled on Muck-er-war.

As we commenced our paddle, a handful of Kangaveaished us from a safe distance.
They stood near the tree line which is currentlyn€tres above the water and provides
an alarming reminder of the currently low waterelevt wasn’t long before we had lost
count of the number of Roos and Wallabies we saudIifé¢ was everywhere, including
loads of Pelicans, Goats, and Sheep; two partiguéarergetic specimens followed us
from the bank for at least 10 minutes!

The landscape was brown, contrasted with clustegreen pine-like trees. The scene
was dotted with magnificent yellow wattle bushese Wayaked a long way through a
beautiful valley, and in four hours only passed saoel in a tinnie, two if you include his

dog! We glided through kilometres of formerly greeges: grey, lifeless, and stranded
from a bygone damming project that had successfatiaimed land for the river.

Stuart Town is a former gold rush town originallyokvn as “Ironbarks”, made famous in
the Banjo Patterson poem “The Man from IronbarkitiAthis knowledge in hand we
felt it only appropriate to find digs at the towrtenbark Inn. We had a great night
having interesting yarns with friendly locals.

Water found on Mars
Wyangala — Day 3: August 27

We departed the 18% full Lake Burrendong boundtha 10% full Lake Wyangala
wondering what we might see there. A preliminarivelrover the dam wall gave us a
good preview of what was to come. Whilst it is daély not desirable for the water
supply of Cowra and surrounding areas to be so tbe/red and orange landscape that
remains is somehow beautiful in a Mars landscapé &f way.

Upon entry to the park, Marie in the front officavg us the once over and said “I know
who you are”. We were surprised as we were prefty that all the mug shots of us had
been taken down. When she added she had readde about “40 paddles” in the local
newspaper we both breathed a sigh of relief. Ska bought some raffle tickets!

After 4 hours of paddling, we adjourned to Cowra \ichat was undoubtedly the most
flash accommodation of the trip so far... a motelwhks so nice that we had trouble
motivating ourselves for the pub part of the dagm@ron Diaz’s performance in the
classic movie The Mask had us spellbound, evengthave have both seen the movie a
number of times before.

When we finally made it to the pub we met a numifefriendly locals. Most notably

Dave, who valiantly but unsuccessfully attempteday us a drink. When we politely
turned down his offer in favour of a recuperativghti's sleep he memorably said “Don’t
say that Cowra didn’t offer to buy you a beer!”



More than just a couple of galahs
Euabalong — Day 4: August 28

We started the day having breakfast in CondobliardHas we tried we couldn't spot
Shannon Noll.

Back on the road the scenery continued to change.avé well west of the Great
Dividing Range, in central NSW, and all the signs there that we are deeper and deeper
into Outback Australia: roads straighter for londgezes sparser and smaller, the soil drier
and redder.

We got to Euabalong by lunchtime and launched ayaks into the Lachlan River. We

weren't the only Galahs to be enjoying the bealtiaather - there were heaps of the
pink feathered variety playing silly buggers in tinees, not the mention the countless
flocks on the road on our drive here.

This paddle would not have been easy to find witHocal knowledge, and we got that
from a bloke called John Roberts. His plan wasu®ito go from Euabalong Bridge to
Cleavers Reserve and back. Trouble was we had p@faowing how to find Cleavers
Reserve. John came to the rescue again by creatithdranging the sign shown in our
picture, and even waiting beside it for us to &riwe had such a great chat with him that
suddenly we were looking a twilight finish in thpeé

Finding the flow
Euroley — Day 5: August 29

The flat landscape beyond the Great Dividing Racrgates an impressive snow dome
effect - the sky seems to go on forever. It appkaoeplay havoc with our navigation
equipment too. Not long after leaving Lake Cargells spectacular sunrise Scott's GPS
sent us the wrong way and tried to do so againraéu®re times. We made the most of
the situation and took the opportunity to explocene of the back roads leading to
Leeton. Fortunately we have an “old school” staiegctory on board.

After an extended but enjoyable journey we finalyived at the Murrumbidgee River
for our paddle from Euroley Bridge to Gogeldrie Wdihe flow of the river meant that
an out and back trip as we had done on all ouripusvpaddles was not possible.
Fortunately, Joyce & Harry from Bidgee Kayak Hirieced to pick up our car from the
bridge and have it waiting for us at the weir. Wk had to do was launch and enjoy the
ride down stream. It was all so easy, but our fegtuwere about to change...

On the way back to town we discovered Geoff's barj had gone missing! It had been
in and out of the car a number of times so neitifeus was quite sure where it had
disembarked. It could even be 200km back, near Caegelligo. To make matters worse
the bag contained a shirt Geoff had inherited flosngrandfather. This was NOT good.
On a million to one shot, we returned to the weur headlights picked up its crumpled
form lying in the middle of the road and Geoff juaapout of the still moving car, lifted it



above his head, and jumped up and down in shegoreldt was definitely a Kodak
moment.

For several days, Geoff had been declaring how rheclvas looking forward to seeing a
movie at Leeton’s art deco Roxy theatre. Howevdterahearing the choices were
Mamma Mia or Mamma Mia, those plans were shelvedefathan World Youth Day
memorabilia. Plan B was required. The Whitton pusisweverlooked due to lack of
patrons and we settled in the nearby Leeton Ssldiéub where we were treated to some
guestionable tunes by a local cover band.

With the sounds of Dragon still ringing in our earg returned to our motel only to find
that neither of us seemed to have the room keyreltvas no response at reception and
we didn’t have car keys either so our immediateiritiooked bleak. Just when all
seemed lost, Scott found the room key... in his pbckewas a fitting end to a
rollercoaster of a day.

The Wagga Effect

Wagga Wagga — Day 6: August 30

After spending a large proportion of the first 5slan the car it was a relief to only have
to travel 128km to Wagga Wagga, more commonly knaaqust Wagga. In true Aussie
style, why say something twice when you can getyamigh saying it just once.

We picked up Bruce Graham from the Wagga Bidgeeo€ablub on the way to the
starting point of the paddle at Oura Beach. Helagdndarily offered to return our car to
the final destination at Wagga Beach. This “carfii¢iumade it possible for us to have
another one way paddle with the flow of the greatrldmbidgee River. This was not the
last we would see of Bruce either as he later reedruthe river with his buddy Pete. To
top it off he also let us into the clubhouse at ¢inel of the day for a beer and the best
tasting sticky bun ever.

We were soon readying ourselves for another Muridgee River paddle. We were
watching our P’s and Q’s as the Mayor of Wagga rKeascoe, was there with WIN TV
to meet us. Rhys the cameraman was keen to captuméever pre-paddle rituals we
normally do. We scratched our heads to think upesovihen Rhys asked if we did
stretches, Scott replied a little bit sheepishlye'¥¥ not really finely tuned athletes”, but
Geoff invented a few anyway for dramatic effect. 'Wenot entirely sure if this was
exactly what he was after, but he did seem hapgy the close up he got of Geoff filling
his water bottle.

The river’'s flow added an appreciable 2km an houour paddle speed. This gave us a
lot of assistance in completing the 26km trip. Beeh a little too much help as we

finished at 3pm - way too early to get any asse#dmom the 5 o’clock wave said to pass
through the river following the release of wat@mnfrthe feeder dams.

In addition to being the birthplace of Chiko Rolls/agga is famous for the “Wagga
Effect”, the name given to the mystery of why thewth has produced a



disproportionately large number of champion spoetsrand women. Geoff asked Kerry
what his take on this was, and he said with jubind of dryness “They say it's in the
water”. We’'re looking forward to seeing whetherrzeon the river will improve OUR
performances on the field!

A day of Biblical proportions
Gundagai — Day 7: August 31

We had gone to bed the night before our Gundagidlpdeeling sure it would be a day
bigger than any other on this trip and one thatldsort out the men from the boys. We
just weren’t sure which category we would fall into

A quick check of the map over breakfast in the MragCafé resulted in 15km being
sliced off the journey. It also resulted in a dadling placed to our local contact Ron
Moses to secure a lift back to the car at the drndenday. At this point neither of us were
too keen to talk about the men or boys questionithd been raised the night before.

The first third of the journey was on the Tumut &iand the rest on the Murrumbidgee.
We launched into the fastest moving waters thatweelikely to see, and spent the day
manoeuvring our less than purpose-built 5.4 meargaks down grade 1 and sometimes
grade 2 rapids, and somehow managed to elude #sp @f the rampant Willow trees
that reached out from either bank.

Occasionally a Platypus would pop up out of theenir, spot us, and then vanish faster
than a Spice Girls reunion tour. There was onalamdi where Geoff's paddle came into
contact with the head of one but he insists thatettwas no intent on his part. “The
platypus simply ran into it” he says. The realliratay never be known...

As the paddle neared its end it became clear wephatohbly still covered 35km. Our
smiles were growing with each stroke as we realibatlthis was by far the most ground
we had ever covered in a day... but they say prideesobefore the fall. Black clouds
started amassing above the horizon and moving ayr Before long there was lightning
all around and we were scampering for the comperatfety of the shore.

Luckily the storm passed quickly. The electricitythe air may have raised one or two
increasingly long whiskers on our faces but thathgng thankfully struck elsewhere. As

we glided in to the finish we allowed ourselvestart smiling once again. We had made
it!

Ron Moses arrived with his mate Drew and pickedSeaptt to take him back to the car

while Geoff stayed on the beach to look after tagalks.

After waving goodbye to the locals, Scott realifieel worst. The car had TWO flat tyres!
Not only that, he was a long way out of town withphone reception. There was nothing
for it except to start walking, look for the nedréarm, and hope for some mobile
coverage. Things were looking bleak, especiallgsiGeoff was stuck on the beach and
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temperatures had plummeted into single figuresnTRen’s car came over a crest. Scott
still swears that there seemed to be a glowing atrand it.

Ron increasingly reminded us of his namesake dschas out of trouble. He and Drew
not only brought Scott and our clothes back to totney picked up Geoff and the
kayaks, gave us a place to stay, and contacteld¢hé NRMA guy to organise a rescue
mission for the next morning. We cannot praise tlesiough for what they did for us. A
big thanks also goes to Drew's wife Nicki and theuo kids Amelia and Doug for

making us feel so welcome in their home.

The only way is up
Burrinjuck — Day 8: September 1

We awoke in Gundagai on the 8th day of our odysgly the knowledge that the car
still had two flat tyres and was on a dirt road @tiz0km out of town. Geoff tucked into a
steaming bowl of porridge as Scott braced himsedf dived out the door for an early
morning rendezvous with Don from the NRMA. He tutr@t to be a man of few words,
but that was fine with us as his actions did plesftyalking. Not only did he get our car
back to Beaurepaires, he overcame the seeminghstdigis bogging of his rescue
vehicle without so much as a murmur.

One would have thought that getting the car totyine shop would have meant that we
were out of the woods, but no. It turned out thatissan X-Trail isn’t the easiest to fit.

There were no tyres of the required size for maesind and we wouldn’t be able to get
replacements ‘til the following day. This of courseuld not enable us to stay on
schedule. As such, we pushed for another solufifter digging around in the back of

the shop for about half an hour, a couple of dio®king second hand tyres that were
“Just to get you out of the shit” were installeditidvthis fresh on our minds we set off for
Yass, making a brief stop at the iconic “Dog on tilekerbox” monument so Geoff could

tick another thing off his sizeable to-do list.

The wind was picking up as we launched onto hugeeLBurrinjuck for our coldest

paddle so far. We hugged the shore for much ofvdne The sound of water lapping on
the rocky banks reminded us of the ocean. A men®raight was Cathedral Rock,
which was really light in colour and seemed to atglow in the setting sun.

We made Yass itself well past dark, relieved tihat dodgy tyres had held their own.
Geoff dropped in to the Australian Hotel vainly keg for a room and promptly

encountered some local attitude. That incident, moed with some mysterious earthy
smells that seemed to rise like hot air, convinegedo overlook The Australian in favour
of the more people friendly Royal Hotel.

Home away from home
Canberra — Day 9: September 2



Clothes were becoming thin on the ground justdise tyres and both situations had to be
rectified without delay. Sure, the Icebreaker gkad lived up to its promise of not
getting on the nose even after a few days, butimgaome smaller items more than once
just isn’t ok no matter how you look at it. A vistt Scott’s sister Jo Murphy in Canberra
could not have been timed better.

We paddled on Lake Burley Griffin in the afternodinere was barely a breath of wind,
the water was pure glass, and the day had an agnhafamity. We got up close to
Government House but a lot of the other famousratts eluded us when a 25 knot
wind sprang up out of nowhere and forced us tmaupaddle short.

Back at the Murphy house Jo had kindly hung all washing round her house Chinese
Laundry style and also managed to whip up a bedutdgetarian meal with piles of
pesto pasta and home grown salad, finished off avithouth watering Raspberry & Pear
Crumble. We tried to coax the recipe from her thg semained very coy. Afterwards,
Jo’s husband Gav took us to an Irish pub with gleat character called Filthy
McFaddens. They didn’'t have Kilkenny on tap whichsva disappointment, but they did
have cans of the stuff so we resolved to polishegffrything they had. Two beers later
we were on our way...

A special thank you goes to Scott’s “not little ampre” niece Ari for lending him her
room for the night.

Fresh rubber
Nelligen — Day 10: September 3

Things were looking great as we roared out of Caab&Ve felt refreshed from our 24-
hour stay, had clean clothes, and more importaily brand new tyres.

The drive to Shallow Crossing on the Clyde Riverluded a final section of dirt road
and, not for the first time on this trip, direct®had been scribed on a makeshift sign. A
combination of our late arrival and inclement weathlso led Geoff to put on a display
of his rally driving skills and take Scott on a wehknuckle ride to the finishing line.

David and Marilyn from Boots Great Outdoors Ulldduhad generously offered to be
our support crew for the day and met us at the stin an abundant supply of muffins

and Anzac cookies to get us started. Then, as yogazha tide assisted trip down a wide,
open Clyde River featuring wattle in full flower doth banks, they drove the car to the
finishing point at Nelligen. Later they even kaydKepstream” to meet us on the water,
armed with more food!

Afterwards, we celebrated the day - and hittingldedigures for paddles and pubs, with
a convivial beer at the nearby Steam Packet Htgeblazing open fire made it all the
more hard to leave after just one, but we had tdRgdary had invited us to a dinner that
night in Moruya, which is famous for supplying teandstone for the Sydney Harbour
Bridge.
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Keith Armstrong was the man who had invited ush® Rotary function. He introduced
us to the whole room and gave Geoff the microphaomet thus the chance to sharpen his
public speaking skills and spread the word aboutmuand fundraising efforts.

We had the surprise honour to hear a great spegchirbVice Marshall Dr Eric
Stephenson. He was in the Air Force during WorldrWand spent time in a German
POW Camp. His stories included an interesting misatcount of the camp that became
the basis for the film The Great Escape. The nigdg a great success and we managed to
raise additional funds for Heartfelt House.

We accepted Keith’'s offer to stay the night at haise, and carefully followed his
Honda Jazz through dark streets and sections bfuMaig so we wouldn’t get lost. After
about 15 minutes of fatigue-induced silence Scsiied Geoff, “Are you sure it's the
right car?”

The Tuross Posse
Tuross Head — Day 11: September 4

For the paddle at Tuross Head the 40 Paddles temsrexpanded for the first time when
we were joined by a group of fellas from the Turbtesd Kayak Group. The waterways
at Tuross Head can be a labyrinth for the unimtlatcontaining hidden surprises like
emus, dolphins, and native orchids, so it was dgredtwe had a team of escorts to show
us the way. Lei Parker and Co. made it easy fotouysist sit back and enjoy the ride.
Lunch at the Pickled Octopus, overlooking the wdtad even been booked in advance!
If you ever plan on coming to Tuross Head for adbadmake sure to get in touch with
these guys first.

Just before we got off the water John Wilde, a wethwn sea kayaking identity, led us
to where Tuross Lake meets the ocean and then eugrtb catch a wave or two. We
contented ourselves with providing “expert” comnaggtfrom the beach.

We spent the evening in Narooma. The combinatioa pfe-emptive email from Keith
Armstrong and an impromptu phone call from Scostuled in Geoff getting another
opportunity to polish his public speaking skilleedrBladwell gave us the nod to present
to the people at Rotary Narooma. Geoff performed wdront of a crowd who seemed
keen to test his grace under pressure. Their subségenerosity was testament to his
success at winning them over.

Million dollar view
Narooma — Day 12: September 5

We had a fantastic breakfast at the Roxy café imblaa, where Scott, after seeing
Geoff YET AGAIN order double helpings of food, segted that from this meal
onwards the lads should stop doing alternate “sfiobtir play.
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Geoff bought a still warm copy of the Moruya Exasrirand saw that half a page had
been dedicated to his earlier interview. It was edim morning as hot on the heals of
Scott’'s interview with Snowy Mountains Radio, logalurnalist Stan turned up and
combined a brief Q & A session with an even brigfieoto shoot. We did all this at the
speed of light because by 9:30am we were on thenaatVagonga Inlet.

The wide open spaces of this waterway feature saagrass meadows, glassy green
water, and rows of oyster beds. There was littleebh a sky of brilliant white. Every
glance from our kayaks seemed to reveal a millioltad view, which incidentally was
the name of the local pub we were at the nightdeefdhen we each downed a couple of
creamy Guinness’.

After a brief meeting with Dennis from Narooma Sgo& Game Fishing, whose club
was right next to our launch site and looks likeridiant place to enjoy a cold beer after
a day on the water, we headed south, stoppingufwchl at a tiny village called Tilba
renowned for its historical architecture.

At the rustic Rose & Sparrow café the lads meetkNte chef. His name was included in
the title of most of the advertised meals, but wientried to purchase any of them he
seemed pleased to advise us he had sold out. ERen we finally ordered something
available, he kept reminding us of all the stuff esldn’t order. At one stage we both
looked at each other like we were in a paralleverse.

That night we drove to Tathra a little further dothme coast. We found out the hard way
that a wedding in town had resulted in all the redmeing booked out. It was getting
close to 7pm and we realised we only had two optioamping or find another town. We
found another town...

Return to Eden
Mogareeka — Day 13: September 6

Breakfast definitely seems to be the main mealwftdp. You have probably noticed

that we can’'t seem to stop mentioning it. Today wasexception. The bubbly and

informative Deb and Karen who run the Countrysidgea@an Park in Kalaru, that was
our home for the night, laid on a spread to rememnibi@: hash browns for breakfast are
the way to a man’s heart. The hospitality that weeived here was fantastic and it is
without doubt a place that we would visit again.

Mixed reports had been given to us about what dlpazh the Bega River upstream from
Mogareeka might be like but we found it to be guéautiful. Scott was even taken to
spouting advertising slogans for Bega Cheese. Hangmy of them completely wrong
but one that is correct and seems entirely ap@tgpis “The Magic of Bega”.

Afterwards, we set off for Wonboyn comfortable hretknowledge that Deb & Karen,
absolute stars, had pre-booked our accommodationsfahere. We had also been told
about a Wonboyn Tavern that could be our pub ferdhy. However, the story of the
tavern was told in a “stuff of legend” way that reads pause as we passed through Eden
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thinking we should possibly have a beer there, ijustase. The falling rain undoubtedly
helped to make up our minds to stay in the car duek the remaining 35km to our
destination.

The Wonboyn Cabins were there and had been bobkeadur scruffy appearance led to
some questions about our identities and the authignodf our quest and even Heartfelt
House. The smooth talking Geoff, whose skills hagrbpolished by his two recent
Rotary performances, managed to put proprietor Btgknind at ease. The mysterious
Wonboyn Tavern unfortunately did not exist. Thegsvess than a second’s pause before
we agreed that we could not bypass the pub patteomission for the day, and we got
back in the car for the 70km round trip to the Gr@authern Hotel in Eden for a drink
and a feed.

It was after dinner that we saw Australia’s nex@ajrhope for gold in the 100m sprint. As
Scott once again negotiated the dirt road into Vdgnb a wombat tore out from the
bushes and almost collided with the car. Usain Bolucky that this little fella hadn’t
been discovered in time for Beijing!

Wild Wonboyn

Wonboyn — Day 14: September 7

In the coastal hamlet of Wonboyn you feel a millioles from the big smoke. The
nearest town is 35km away and furry creatures rtaarsurrounding bushland. Outside
our cabin mysterious noises filled the night aieo® went for a closer look but returned
quickly when he encountered a mob of impossibly sm@skangaroos, one with a tall
thicker than Scotty R’s right leg. He may have loa@ or two but he swears he saw a
Bunyip as well.

The next morning we had a chat on the boat ramp tegh as nails Titch the oyster
farmer, whose lived-in face suggested a knockahature. We learnt stuff from him...
he showed us alternative ways of doing things aow to talk to the animals. After one
particularly poignant moment, we decided that a rtewn should be added to the
Macquarie Australian Dictionary: Titch - To answise call of nature whilst in the
company of others without feeling the need to eserdiscretion. It took a bit of
coaxing, but eventually he also showed us his figkilled “Pelican Call’. He picked up
the lid from a twist top bottle, extracted a haorh his head and fashioned them into a
tool which he lifted to his pursed lips and startedlow. Nothing seemed to happen, so
he made some slight adjustments and lifted it $olips again, took a deep breath in and
said loudly... “Calling all Pelicans, calling all Redns!”

We paddled out of the bay and turned left into\enboyn River. From there until the
end of the river the purity of the landscape lefieap impression on us. Sea eagles soared
above us as our kayaks glided over smooth, cleggrw@he banks were thick with tall
woodland. For a long time we passed through shddemiess and it was difficult to see
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man's influence ANYWHERE. Eventually it came in ttoem of a single house - the
only one we saw all day, which was out of place gsb such unspoilt surroundings.

Just before we turned around, a lone fisherman Salutt that hundreds of salmon were
“further on up”. It sounded like your typical fistg story but less than 10 minutes later
the river petered out around a series of rock pants to our surprise he appeared to be
right. It took a minute or two as we clambered dighren-covered rocks for a better view
but soon we could see hundreds of foot long fistmemmng in the shallows, though they
showed no “salmon” pigment. When Scott mentionesd th the fisherman on the way
back, he changed his story faster than a threegtdaraught with his hand near the lolly
jar when he said “They may have been Tailor”.

Comeback Kings
Buckenderra — Day 15: September 8

After managing to complete all of the first 14 dagscheduled, the loss of the 15th at
Bombala due to a lack of water almost called foniaute’s silence. 39 paddles in 40
days was not something we wanted to contemplateesgot out the map of NSW and
opted to include an extra day on the South Coastdnl, kayaking on Merimbula Lake.

We stayed in Merimbula the night before so we wdddready to start first thing in the
morning. Our motel had a nice view of the lakewden we drew back the curtains to let
in the morning sun we could see that it lookedtke lbreezy out on the water. A quick
check with the Bureau of Meteorology confirmed &herould be some wind about, but
we really didn’t know what we would be in for untile arrived at the launch site. “A
little breezy” was an understatement. It would hblavn a dog off a chain.

There was some consternation in the camp. Whatlagelldo? Strong winds were hitting
the entire south coast today so no replacementlgmad the area were possible. Then
Scott’s eyes lit up. “Let’s go to Lake Eucumbenké said. “Lake Eucumwhere?” asked
Geoff. Lake Eucumbene is just north of Lake Jinsebwhere the 16th paddle was
scheduled, so even if it didn’t work out we woulel Wwell on our way there. There was a
quick high five and we were on the road, hopefubeing able to fit in a paddle before
nightfall.

We pulled into the servo at a little town called Mfuola to replenish our dwindling fuel
supplies only to discover, from a handwritten caatd sign, that it had no petrol. The
owners seemed to have left town in a hurry. Whenthwveight we heard strains of the
instantly recognisable music from the “The good Had, and the ugly” playing in the
background, nothing needed to be said. We got foilese quickly. Even the appearance
of something falling off the roof of the car failéal slow us down, especially when it was
confirmed that all wallets, phones, cameras, aiyd keere close at hand.

A few quick phone calls later we had confirmed thaarby Candelo had petrol and
someone to sell it to us. Although when they trteddo so, we discovered that the
“something” that had fallen off the roof had bedmw tpetrol cap. The backtracking
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required to get it meant that our arrival at Eucan@dwould be further delayed but the
thought of petrol splashing out the side of thefoaithe rest of the day was not exactly
inspiring.

We eventually made it onto the water at 2pm. Theas an icy wind blowing that
resulted in the addition of snowboarding glovesuo usual paddling kit. We managed to
squeeze in a 2 hour paddle, which was a greattrgsidn everything we had gone
through to stay on track — 15 paddles completetbimlays. Oh, and the Banjo Paterson
Hotel that night was the 16th pub...

Still paddling
Jindabyne — Day 16: September 9

The town of Jindabyne has been at its presentitotatnce only the mid 1960’s. When

the Snowy River was dammed as part of the Snowyrtéoiis Hydro-electric Scheme,

the creation of Lake Jindabyne consigned the olahttw a watery grave. It is said that its
remnants can sometimes be glimpsed when the veater ¢f the lake drops too low, but

this could be an urban myth. Hard as we lookedsawe no evidence of it. Just as well —
sounds a bit spooky. Incidentally, the Snowy HyS8oleme took 25 years to complete. It
consisted of 16 large dams, 7 power stations, M®ktunnels, and 80 km of aqueducts
channelling water from the Snowy Mountains for uspower generation and irrigation.

Given that it is a town that caters for alpine $gbrill seekers, and the time of year; we
probably looked more like snowboarders on the Hontsome late snow when we
checked into the Banjo Paterson Hotel. One or tyebmws were raised when we told
staff we were actually here to go kayaking on tilee) but later on one of the girls at
reception did tell Geoff that she heard Scott'eimew with Snowy Mountains Radio.

It was very late when we checked into our room pexhaps our tiredness partly hid the
potency of the “wet ski gear smell” that hit ourses after we turned the key. Also, when
it was time to sleep we were forced to turn thddge off because it perpetually sounded
as loud as a kettle about to boil. Then the nextnmg it became apparent that
Housekeeping had not recently applied Exit Mouldhe bathroom’s ceiling. Well not
this decade anyway. That was enough for Geoff, edroplained to reception and put his
persuasive skills to work, promptly getting us wmgd to a much flashier room at no
extra cost. Gotta be happy!

Locals had told us that the water level was atarlow, and as a result the surrounding
scenery had that “Marscape” look we had come teeixfrom semi filled lakes. When
we got out onto it, we took plenty of winter closhie case the temperature dropped and
the wind came up. Thankfully the weather was lamiti with the sun out the whole time
and the lake’s surface super smooth. It was attiadyhy on the water and the second day
in a row that we had paddled with snow capped nansin the background.
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Timeless Talbingo
Talbingo — Day 17: September 10

It had been the first place we had stayed in foremiban one night and it had also done
our laundry for us so it was with a lump in ourditr and a tear in our eye that we drove
out of Jindabyne that morning. But not before Gewffssed another item off his to do
list by disappearing to get some happy snaps oftidueie of Sir Paul Edmund Strzelecki,
the Polish explorer who in 1840 discovered and mhrkunt Kosciuszco after a
national hero of Poland, and was reputedly thé fiesson to discover gold in Australia.

We were bound for Talbingo on a drive that woulletais on narrow winding roads

through misty mountains and over snow covered pekddbingo Reservoir is nestled in

an area of pristine forest about 30km south of Twi@teep wooded hillsides punctuated
with soaring cliff faces and an absolutely incréelivaterfall provided the setting for the
paddle that we immediately agreed sits comfortablthe “Top 5” of paddles we have

done. At times it was like kayaking through anpalinting.

We finished packing up the boats just as the soppmhd over the horizon and headed
into Tumut to find a place to sleep. This was & xsn simple task as most of the motels
in town had been booked out. It turned out thathae arrived on the same night as the
2008 Great Escape car rally, which is raising moloeyresearch into cystic fibrosis. It
was great to see others on the road supportingod gause but we did wonder about
their stamina. Only 10 days?

After finally managing to find a motel on the outsk of town, we came back in to
decide which of the six pubs would be our venuetliernight. The Wool Pack Hotel got
the nod and it proved to be a great choice asditikkenny on tap. Nothing beats a cold
Kilkenny after a sunny day on Talbingo.

Bigger than Uluru
Jingellic — Day 18: September 11

We left the cold mountain air of Tumut behind andwe towards Jingellic, a tiny town
of just 26 people located on the NSW side of thetdfian border. As we got closer,
rolling, lush green hills replaced the bleak, dasml almost sepia landscape of the
Snowys. When our car momentarily crossed into ViaidGeoff ticked yet another item
off his lengthy to do list.

The river here flows very quickly, which meant wadhbugger all chance of doing a
return paddle. A “shuffle” was required but on tbixasion we had no outside help. For
the first time we had to unload our mud encrusikd<from their rack. As we planned to

finish our paddle at the Bridge Hotel in Jingeliwe arranged to leave them with pub
owner Dave Robinson, known to us as “Country Ddeereasons you will have to ask

Geoff.
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We drove about 15km to our starting point at N&é&serve, where we had a great view
of Pine Mountain, the largest monolith rock in therld. It is spectacular at 1.5 times the
size of Uluru. Perhaps it would be more widely knoivit wasn’t covered in trees and
didn’t blend in quite so well with the surroundiacga...

The flow behind us added 3 kph to our paddling dpa¥e were flying along and
averaging a kilometre every 5 minutes. This wasdasd great fun. The river felt so alive
and its speed challenged us to paddle with skibbugh the tight sections. We hadn’t
been in the water long when Scott's sharp eyescadte more to our Platypus tally.
Both of us agreed this was yet another paddlewbatd go straight into our “all time top
5 list”.

Unfortunately one of the faster sections got th#ebeof Geoff. He was momentarily
snagged and tipped into the less than warm watarfnptruding Willow Tree, otherwise
known, for quite serious reasons, as a “Strain8cbott, pleased at having just spotted
another Platypus, was startled to hear his nametsti@and turned around in time to see
Geoff's yellow kayak racing down the river with ibsvner, arms and legs everywhere,
just managing to sprawl himself across his now whited craft. All was well in the end.
Predictably, bottomless pit Geoff managed to sdvimad items, including a muesli bar
that floated past. He also somehow kept his RaysBamduring the entire ordeal.

We ended up covering the 18 km paddle in 1.5 handsit was true to say we felt a tinge
of disappointment it was over so quickly. Kayaksevewapped for bikes and we rode
towards Pine Mountain. On the way, Scott reliveslyaunger days by “popping a mono”
or two, then falling over.

We finished the day by completing a ritual that nteeyunique to Country Dave’s pub.
Whilst we were downing a schooner, we wrapped k el 50 cent piece inside a ten
dollar note and threw the bundle towards the agilifhe aim is to make the note stick to
the roof. The pub then donates the stuck moneyhé¢oldcal hospital. Geoff proved

himself to be a champion at this game, successfid aut of 4 attempts. Scott only

managed 1 from 8!

Not entirely NSW

Bundalong — Day 19: September 12

The night before our paddle at Bundalong was ke ljittery after Alan at the Murray
Valley Motel told us about someone recently beittgcked and killed just up the road.
We are not sure what Tourism Wodonga might thinkisfcontribution to promotion of
the town, but we were pretty sure that his head imathe right place because he was
only telling us out of concern for our safety.

Despite the warnings, a hungry Geoff ventured otd the darkness for a feed and was
rewarded with a beanie to add to his collectiorsghe honour of having one more pub
than Scott on the scoreboard — Geoff 21, ScottT2& pub was offering Guinness
beanies to anyone who downed 4 of the creamy bg&sran one night. Whilst Geoff



17

only managed one drink, the barman slipped him ‘emeler the counter”. Must have
been his slick negotiation skills at work again...

We woke up alive, which was definitely a relief,damade tracks to the Bundalong
Junction boat ramp for our rendezvous with Scottége “Skratcha” Shayne Preer from
Yarrawonga Outdoors. We hadn’t had to lift a finderorganise today’s paddle as
Shayne had arranged to take us on a tour of tre arée junction of the Murray and
Ovens Rivers and had also kindly offered to lestay at his place that night. All we had
to do in return was provide a couple of muesli blarsa snack. Whilst this meant a
serious reduction in Geoff's food intake for theyd# was a worthwhile trade as
Shayne’s guiding abilities and local knowledge wearealuable. There are seemingly
endless junctions at which decisions have to beemadd without him we would have
been like little children lost in a department stor

Near to where we were paddling is the renowned vdisrict of Rutherglen. Did
someone mention Geoff's to do list? This was atidpeof it. To go there after our paddle
meant back tracking for 50km, but to do it beforahavould have meant Geoff could
have been slightly less than sober on the waterojted for the former and, with a few
helpful text messages from his wine buff mate Adaér managed to settle on a couple of
bottles that suited his refined taste.

Ute On The Pole

Deniliquin — Day 20: September 13

Deniliquin is on the Edward River in NSW’s Riveridgstrict and sits on the edge of the
world’s largest red gum forest. Deni, as the localk it, is also in the Guinness Book of
Records for the most utes in the one place. Whéwolds its annual Play on the Plains
Festival, it includes a “ute muster” to reaffirns $tatus as the ute capital of the world.
They have even gone to the trouble of placing av&lHolden on a six metre high pole.
This was something we just had to check out foselues. After all, going to Deniliquin
and not seeing the Ute On The Pole would be lils#ting Disneyland and not seeing
Mickey Mouse.

This was the first real hot day of our trip. At 3@degrees Celsius, the snowboarding
gloves would definitely stay in the car.

Jim McDonald from the local canoe club was kindwegioto give us a guided tour of the
river. As well as being a keen paddler, “Slim Jisva wheat and barley farmer. We had a
great day paddling with him along a river linediwgum trees and full of birds.

Scott mentioned to Slim Jim that we were thinkirfiggoing to The Edward River Hotel
for our after paddle drink. He responded with “Aa@he Buncha”. We were intrigued.
He explained that one time after being ejected fioenvenue his friend’s Grandad turned
and called the door staff “a buncha ....” These ddys Buncha has been refurbished and
management are probably very friendly but we wenkhe Globe because the food there
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was meant to be better. It also seemed approghatehe restaurant inside is called “The
G’s”".

We are now at the half way point of our odyssey. Ndge met a number of great and
interesting people during these first 20 days. \@eehtravelled back and forth over the
Great Dividing Range, spent time in the rich Rimariand explored a huge chunk of
NSW'’s idyllic south coast. We have paddled along Murray River on the Victoria
border, and now we were back in the Riverina piagaio head west towards the fringe
of the desert. But perhaps most importantly we hragehed this milestone on schedule.

Hurricane Harley
Hay — Day 21: September 14

To steal a line from Bob Dylan, “Here comes thenstof the Hurricane”. Dylan was
writing about a boxer and whilst the lad who showsdthe Murrumbidgee at Hay is
handy with the gloves, it is his paddling abilityat led to us giving him that name.
Harley Paterson talks like a future Olympian andke/ghe talk too. He has represented
NSW at the Nationals and had more gold hung ardusmideck than Snoop Dog and Fifty
Cent put together.

An early start meant that McDonalds was the onilgghn Deniliquin open for breakfast.
We overlooked the golden arches in the hope ofifipdomething more nourishing on
the way. 10am arrived as we drove into Hay withhstohs growling. We would have
kissed the oversized feet of a red and yellow claworder to get an Egg McMuffin. No
such luck. The only thing open was a fish and shipp. This seemed a surprise until we
discovered that chips with BBQ sauce is a locahkiast favourite. Our cultured Sydney
appetites didn’t stretch to that so we asked thenméke us the Hay version of a
McMuffin. It was great! Ronald would have been piou

The water level in the river was very low and thevas a bit of wind around but

Hurricane Harley still managed to take us 9km wgastr, almost to his Pop’s place, and
then back to the start at Sandy Point. The crackmce that the two old fellas were
setting undoubtedly pushed this 15 year old prodigg his K1 to the limit, but he didn’t

complain once.

Hurricane wasn’t the only memorable character wetogay. Instead of staying in Hay,
we decided to get ourselves a little ahead of adkeesind move on to Wentworth for the
night. When we checked into the Wentworth CentradldHand mentioned what we were
up to, owners Simon and Julianne and Chef Daveeatfféo keep their restaurant open
later than usual just so we could have a beer amga. We had a good yarn with the
boys, who we now affectionately refer to as Diamdalve and Simon the Likeable,
before heading into the Captain Sturt Hotel to mmeete of the locals. It was awards
night for the tipping competition so quite a fewopke were keen to tie one on, and take
us along for the ride.
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Windy Wentworth
Wentworth — Day 22: September 15

We had arrived in Wentworth in the lower westermt md NSW. Hot on the heels of
Geoff's early morning chat with ABC Radio Milduraass a phone call from WIN TV.

Reporter Gemma had caught wind of our arrival aad kween to conduct an interview
with us for the 6:30 evening news. When Scott keddwe would be at the junction of the
Murray and Darling Rivers at 9:30am, she said “Mabpem. We're in the van now!”

We arrived at the junction 178 years after Chafest, the first white man to see where
the two great rivers shake hands, and resolvedddlp on both rivers. Gemma turned up
with Cameraman Dave and conducted an interview w#ébh of us separately before
filming us paddling away. This time the subjectpoé-paddle rituals was not raised and
Scott was relieved that Geoff didn’t offer to derswate any more of his stretches. Later
that night, Scott was a little disappointed to fithcht his entire interview had hit the

cutting room floor. Clearly he has some work tolsidore he can have the star quality
that seems to come so naturally to Geoff.

High winds had been forecast, but the conditionsevaill manageable when it came
time to launch. It wasn’t until we were well intbet Murray leg that the wind really
picked up. We had to stay close to shore to tak@amsdge of the shelter that it offers.
Although this too became a bit of a worry when vatiged that we were underneath
overhanging gum trees. They were swaying back arnfi fike a boxer hit by one too
many right hooks. Getting smashed by a giant fg@lbranch was even less attractive than
being tipped into the water by a freak blast ofdyiso we moved out again.

After two and bit hours on the Murray, we madeaiffiedy back to the junction. The wind

was now gusting at up to 50 knots (90kph) so afteuick conference we decided to pull
the pin on the second half of the paddle. Our w@ffilntro to the Darling had to be

postponed for 24 hours. In addition, the very highd warnings for the rest of the day
meant it would be very risky to attempt to trang$gbe kayaks to our next destination.
Once again Simon the likeable helped us out. Intiaddto giving us a room for another
night, he washed our clothes for us. Top bloke! Andop things off Diamond Dave

dished up a gem of a meal for lunch.

Just like Burke and Wills?
Pooncarie — Day 23: September 16

The next item on Geoff's to do list was the stadfi€The Possum’, a hermit who lived

near Wentworth during the 1900s, sleeping in tkeng the day and working for local

farmers at night in return for food and clothes.we were paying homage to this local
character we discovered another. It was a tracta pole. Yep, they love putting things
on poles in southern NSW. Immortalised here is giegr the Grey Ferguson tractor
which was used to build levee banks that saved Wttt from being “washed away” in

1956 when the Murray and the Darling both flooded.
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We rolled out of town on our way to Pooncarie badint gone far when a humble blue
sign flashed by. It took a while to process theinfation it provided but eventually it
clicked. There were 250km to the next servo andfoal gauge was right on empty.
Mysterious forces seemed to be suggesting we stayantworth for yet another night,
but our schedule simply wouldn’t allow for thatf#ll tank later, we were off again.

As we were driving, Geoff mentioned that in the glod night before he had heard about
a more scenic route. The directions were more #hiittle bit sketchy and the person who

had provided them was more than a little bit hanedebut in the spirit of adventure we

decided to give it a burl. 20 minutes and numentead ends later we were asking a local
about the quickest way back to the main road.

Pooncarie is on the Darling River and used to limustling river port. Looking at the

vanilla milkshake coloured flow metres below thenkaand considering that only 48
people live here now, it is difficult to imagineutkily, there was still enough water for
us, so we descended the surprisingly impressiveraag and started paddle number 23.

Afterwards, we dropped into the Pooncarie Telegrifdtel for a quick beer and
hopefully a bite to eat. We attempted to strikeaugpnversation with Sharon the Hotelier
and found her to have a wit drier than the outbamkntry she calls her home. When we
explained that high winds had prevented us fronviag the day before as scheduled,
she asked “Did you come by plane?”

The Telegraph didn’t have any vegetarian optiong, we noticed there was a ham,
cheese, and pickles sandwich on offer. This gawe gismmer of hope, so Geoff politely
asked for just cheese and pickles. His request suaprisingly denied. “No. The
sandwiches are pre made.” The message was clegsltheir way or the highway. We
chose the highway.

Our plan was to go to Maidens Hotel in Menindeet thight. Steve Cooper from Q-
Kayaks told Scott that it is a great place to sBwrke and Wills apparently visited there
in 1860. Rawstorne and Greenwood weren’t so luakythey arrived to find it all booked
out. On the up side, a quick sprint across the noathe “Burke & Wills Menindee
Motel” saw us grab the last room in town and lethestents still untouched in the back
of the car.

Amaze ‘n’ Outback
Menindee — Day 24: September 17

There are a number of lakes in the Menindee systecott's earlier research had
identified Lake Wetherill as the one for us. Darfrein the Motel agreed. “It's the best
for bird life.”

The lake is amazing. It was formed when a weirthborl the Darling reclaimed a vast
amount of land. This created a maze of channedsl limith the grey skeletons of former
great trees. In some areas pockets of land andylagy bushes survive. Elsewhere, semi
submerged barbed wire fences are not doing quiteetio Concerned we may get lost in
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this interesting labyrinth, Scott cunningly tieghlastic bag to a tree to mark our point of
exit before we traced the still visible courseld tiver.

Darrel's words echoed in our ears as we saw aredilale variety of birdlife. Pelicans,
ducks, cormorants, ibis, kingfishers, and othedsiwe had never seen before. Scott
immediately dubbed one the “Elvis Bird”, not becawd how it moved its hips, but due
to the black quiff on its head.

Afterwards, Geoff started a long stint of dirt roddving. He would need to keep the

pedal to the metal to make Tilpa by dark. Althowgh followed the right signposts, we

later realised we had taken the more hard corgahd, which added about 30 km to the
first half of the journey. On the plus side, we gotdrive through an entrancing dry

landscape with alternating red and brown hues.&he&re dozens of enigmatic emus and
hundreds of kangaroos that often hopped out of bamay at the last moment. What

didn’t hop out of the way were the regular cattlielg, which provided a good test for the
suspension when Geoff seemed to see them as @opsalbks where he might be able to
“get some air”.

Our stomachs groaned for food as the evening appeoh And it was well past Beer
O’clock. When the glow of the sunset had ceasedddter in the rear vision mirror, our
AWD was still searching for the sealed road andyadagwayward kangaroos.

Tilpa is tiny — just 9 people live here, but theneey old pub in which we stayed has a
huge reputation. It is made from corrugated iron &amber and its inner walls are
scrawled with the names of the hundreds of peofile nave passed through. Scott got
talking with some lively bush characters. Colin veasex shearer who has become an
outback “odd jobs man”. He told us a few yarns: sagood, some not so good. He was
happy to tell tales from yesteryear, including tteey he sheared 267 sheep in a single
day. Perry was a fencer with a wide brimmed hatsaripaper hands who doesn’t mind
testing his false teeth with the odd bit of jerky.

When we left Tilpa the next morning another two earhad been added to the pub wall.

The Wild West
Louth — Day 25: September 18

As we bunked down in Tilpa the night before, Sdettided to run some routine tests on
the wiring. His first attempt to plug in the heatesulted in more sparks than NYE on
Sydney Harbour, but he refused to be deterred.s€hend attempt plunged half the town
into darkness. Scott looked a little dazed for aleyhwhich admittedly may not have
been the result of this incident, but by the timermmg came he was ready to take the
wheel for our third consecutive day on the dirtd®af western NSW.

The Tilpa Trading Post supplied us with our food thee day. Luckily we were suitably
attired and therefore not caught out by the stoldts Shirt — No Service” door policy.
Unfortunately we didn’t discover until later thaely serve up burgers renowned as being
the “best in the world”. Maybe next time...
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Colin the yarn telling ex-shearer had given us goed oil on where to get into the
Darling at Tilpa but we arrived to discover a lagign that prohibited boating. Whilst the
general consensus about signs out here is “donityweveryone ignores them”, we
weren’t sure that we wanted to be the ones to bd as an example to others. Luckily
some dudes camping nearby came to our rescue Ehdstéhere was plenty of water at
Louth, just up the road.

Louth is home to what could be the oldest operagpegol pump in Australia. The back

of it is missing and for some reason it doesn’tvstibe total payable. You just tell the

attendant how much you want to spend and he warkghe litres. As he was doing that,

he confirmed the advice we had been given earljiethbe camping dudes but suggested
another option. He told of a spot near Hume Craébut 30km up the road, where the
water is so clear you can see fish swimming 6 fedow the sparkling surface. We

couldn’t get to this paradise soon enough andhetroad like we were Bo and Luke

Duke in The General Lee.

The description of the water quality was not gateurate. The visibility was more like 6
inches than 6 feet and the majority of fish thatsaev were carp gorging themselves in
the mud near the banks. However the water had itd§irtaken on a greener tinge and
the river looked a lot healthier.

Bourke was to be the location of our 25th paddlevea arrived at 5:10pm to find the
available accommodation booked out by the partdgan a car rally. We could
probably have found somewhere if we had triedtke liiarder, but all the signs seemed to
be suggesting that we move on. The shops werectlasd fortified with huge roller
doors, the only food was at the servo and theigé&arian” option contained a substance
that looked suspiciously like chicken, and we catildven find an open pub!

Further down the road, Brewarrina was also pretiigimshut down for the night so we

continued on to Walgett. By the end of what wowdddnbeen a 420km day in the car, our
tiredness started messing with our heads. At oagestve both thought we might be

witnessing an alien spaceship, but it turned osit ja be the headlights of an oncoming
truck.

Our motel room in Walgett was small but comfortalitea compound with a massive
security gate that swung shut at 9pm sharp. Sewildd that discretion was the better
part of valour and remained behind the locked gaieshe evening. Geoff was a little
more adventurous, which really isn’t surprisingegithat he has in the past taken a stroll
down Copacabana Beach in Rio after dark. Pub t@ioff 28, Scott 26.

Local knowledge
Walgett — Day 26: September 19

Walgett is a small place we knew little about, asidbm being where Betty from “Hey
Dad..”” comes from. To find out more, Geoff put msariness aside and wandered over
to the Walgett District Sports Club. In additiondoeaking in a late night beverage, he
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hoped to find out the location of the local boahpaso the following day’s paddle could
be finalised.

Inside the club, he met an indigenous trio playmogl. One was Fast Eddie, who was
handy with the stick and also the town’s star Rugbggue Hooker. When it came to the
surrounding rivers he was a font of knowledge aapply to fill in the blanks: “Just cross
the bridge and turn right at the big tree - you'tamss it.” Further, when Geoff ran
through the plans for our Colly (Collarenebri) peddddie gave him the thumbs up.

Fast Eddie’s directions to the Boat Ramp provedhasp as his pool play. We paddled
along the Namoi then the Barwon River. The rivatt leds of overhanging trees, which
provided relief from the 30+ degree heat and stsung We didn’'t see any cows, sheep,
or kangaroos, though there was a large rusty-or@wgnna that slowly walked behind
the shell of a burnt out tree as we got closer.tRerfirst time this trip we saw flocks of
black cockatoos. They were making more noise teandge girls in the front row of a
Justin Timberlake concert.

We topped off a busy afternoon by driving 75 kmthoto Lightning Ridge, world
famous for its black opals. The lady from Visitorfd was a whirlwind of energy and
enthusiasm about the tours on offer, but she cduwdin us over. We wanted our pre
beer activities to be a lot less intense and wamph to simply take a plunge in the hot
artesian baths.

Too many pubs?
Collarenebri — Day 27: September 20

We were met at Collerenebri by two smiling peopleanng Escapology shirts. Tre and
Larry, Scott’'s Mum and Dad, were there to starirtben mini odyssey — “4 paddles in 4
days”.

The Barwon River at Colly is quite similar to tharon River at Walgett. Things could

have seemed a little same-ish had it not beendomew companions. Their wide eyed
appreciation of everything that the river had ti@iofejuvenated us in a way that not even
the artesian baths at Lightning Ridge had manageld t

Both Larry and Tre expressed surprise at our phaysiondition — “We thought you
would have been much skinnier!” Although Geoff hakled to a reporter that the reason
for us visiting pubs on each night was so we wotldat too fit, we had been silently
hoping to emerge from our odyssey looking readyoin the ‘Studs Afloat’ review.
Realising that our future employment hopes had lukzeshed we all sat down for an old
style milkshake, with lots of ice cream, at thelZdlakeaway. We also went to two pubs
that night. Does anyone have the number for Jemaig@

A family affair
Moree — Day 28: September 21
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Larry and Tre were again with us for Day 28 of gaurney “feeling even better than

yesterday!” We were in Moree. Larry gave us a thunggkick start by serving up a huge
breakfast featuring farm fresh Alstonville eggstth@ake the mouth water at the mere
mention and leave the taste buds begging for more.

After much discussion on directions and more thae stop for advice we eventually
arrived at Tareelaroi Weir, a great spot to stad and a paddle on the nearby Gwydir
River. Pelicans were all around as the team paddtestream and occasionally we got
glimpses of wallabies on the river bank. On theireteg we dropped back a gear to
enjoy the afternoon sun on the glassy water.

Our two car, four person convoy moved east to lkaleln the softening light the green
landscape along the top of NSW was magical andskiyeseemed to glow. Scott said
whimsically “It's like Michelangelo has painted thgky”. We looked at each and
wondered — exactly where did Larry get the mush®wem had for brekky?

We made our cabin by nightfall. After a delicioes\ang (two for Geoff) of Tre’s home
made lasagne Scott and Geoff rushed into town, teeisit a local watering hole before
the last tap was turned off.

Half an hour later we had found four pubs, but etreugh it was just past 8pm all of
them were closed. We were in dire straights. Gemffid a 24 hour servo and asked in
vain for the location of any that might be open.desperation, he even asked if the
attached diner served beer! At the end of an imptangame of ‘20 questions’ we were
relieved to discover the local RSL was still oped &uinness was on the menu.

Picturesque Pindari
Inverell — Day 29: September 22

Those mouth watering Alstonville eggs were in act@main today, but this time it was
Tre creating a breakfast of champions. Geoff alnthdtcartwheels around the room
when he saw her produce huge plates of scramblgsiregde “just the way | like them!”
Not one other person we had come across in theendfdiSW had managed to meet his
seemingly simple requirements.

After breakfast Larry got the map out, found theywa Pindari Dam, and then led us
there. Who said that we didn’t want a support cr&lw@y were giving us an armchair
ride and we loved it! However, there was one s@merifhat we had to make. Tre had been
tirelessly posting all of our blogs ever since ‘@ddles” began but was unable to do so
whilst she was on the road with us. We had to sfepnd post a few ourselves, so Scott
had the Hands On Systems provided wireless modenkirvgoovertime.

On the way into the dam, Scott voiced some concalosit the ability of the 2WD Ford
Laser to make it out again but was put at easéndir of calm displayed by the driver
as she surveyed the rough terrain. It wasn’'t wmilgot to the bottom that she said “If
worst comes to worst, Scott can tow us out.” Heidkzt that this was probably not the
best time to mention that we didn’t have any rope.
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The water level in Pindari was very low and the@sva serious amount of blue green
algae but it is still an amazing place. The hugleuwdul boulders and other rocks that
surround the water appear like they have not chéfgethousands of years. You can
easily picture indigenous people living happilytims area for a long time prior to the
arrival of European settlers.

Afterwards, we picked our way slowly back up thepsgl. In a particularly tricky section,

the front wheels of the Laser began to spin andctrestarted to roll backwards. Our
hearts were in our throats. It was the moment we feared. Then, as if by magic, the
little car appeared to grow Monster Truck wheeld aiimbed the remaining boulders
with ease. When Tre winked at us afterwards it wlaar that she knew something that
we didn’t...

Later that day, after a scheduled photo shoot fartelt House, Larry & Tre kept their
mini odyssey on track by joining us for a drinkthe Royal Club Hotel. They have
successfully completed 3 paddles and 3 pubs iry8.da

Grey Nomads
Bingara — Day 30: September 23

Our next stop was Lake Copeton, south of Invemglithough as we edged closer,
darkening clouds were starting to give the teamgmmisgs about the planned paddle.
Thunderstorms had been forecast and things wekaniptwleak. Lakes are exposed and
not good places to be if the weather turns. With ithmind we asked the lady at the park
office if, in the spirit of charity, she would les sneak a quick peek at the dam before
deciding whether or not we would stay and therefiang the entry fee. Her response took
our breath away both for its speediness and finahe would have none of it and
simply kept repeating “$8 per car” over and ovevert the usually optimistic and
persuasive Geoff gave up on trying to pry opengaeifocked mind.

This is where we said goodbye to Larry and Tre.ddmhately, the dicey weather had
put paid to their chance to do 4 paddles in 4 diyaso looked like giving us our first
day without a paddle but we decided to pull outtzd stops to prevent that. With a slight
detour we could slot in the Gwydir River at Bingava the way to Tamworth, our
destination that night. Earlier research had taldhe river might be shy of water, which
explains why it had been moved to the B-list in fingt place. At the pub last night the
hand of fate was kind to us in the larger thanfliien of Good Guy Grant. Full of charm
and bush tales, he had recently kayaked at Bingiadareassured us there was enough
water for a decent paddle.

We cruised around looking for a suitable startitere and found a cracker of a spot by
the river where a large group of people had eshbti a campsite. They owned pretty
serious campervans. Some had converted buses! Waery living the life. These self
proclaimed “Grey Nomads” were really cool, gave exgellent information, and one
even drove our car to the destination so we wotildave to paddle back upstream. We
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have been blown away by people’s generosity onttlgsand as has so often happened
complete strangers have gone out of their way o e

The river had a bit of flow in it that pushed usraj nicely and we only had to do one
portage. And to top everything off the grey clostisrted to disappear. There was a ton
of wildlife, such as eastern water dragons catcliregsun on rocks and chunky carp that
did a great job of making the muddy sections muddeott showed what a natural he is
at birdwatching, spotting many absolutely brilli&mgfishers.

Willow trees grow by the banks in great numberseyTflook graceful and are a lovely

shade of green, but get too close to them on arflpwiver and they can be deadly. Get
caught in these “strainers” in fast water and yan get pinned to their root systems. We
gave these smiling assassins a wide birth.

Bring on Tamworth! We were fired up about seeing @olden Guitar and heck, maybe
even doing some line dancin’. Instead, a combinadbimpatience and tiredness led us
to slam on the brakes at the first vacancy sige. dily culture we saw that night was in
Burger King.

Blue Steel vs Magnum
Nundle — Day 31: September 24

Whilst we were in Tamworth NOT visiting the Gold&uitar, an interview and photo
shoot was teed up with the Northern Daily Leadevspaper. This meant that more than
the usual amount of time was required in fronthef mirror but we still made our 9:30am
appointment. Our modelling experience is somewhatdd, but we worked hard to help
Chief Photographer Barry Smith get the “money shbliere was some discussion about
whether it was appropriate for Geoff to borrow arvfeDerek Zoolander’s trademark
looks, but in the end it was felt that Derek prdigatouldn’t notice, and “Blue Steel” got
the nod ahead of “Magnum”. In typically unorthodtashion, Scott brought out his
“Oompah Loompah” look.

Chaffey was the first dam we had seen that wasstlfadl of water. It was at 90% and
rather than being surrounded by a Mars like lanaisctine picture was one of rolling lush
green hills. This alone would have been enoughubtipe paddle up there with our
favourites and there was more to come. We alsodfdbat a large part of the lake was a
wetland and home to thousands of birds. Amazing!

We stayed in the horse capital of Australia thahnhi Scone is a town where men are
men, and women keep them in line. Compared to thengler types sitting in the
Thoroughbred Hotel we were feeling decidedly medxosl, even after 31 consecutive
days of paddling.

Dinner was tough to find as “vegetarian” appears¢oa dirty word in Scone. The
guestion is not whether you want meat, but whatwauat with your meat. Luckily, we
finally managed to find a Chinese place with athktayly huge range of 3 vego options...
not to mention fried ice cream...
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Sensory overload
Glenbawn — Day 32: September 25

After a hearty brekky at a “blink and you’d missdafé in Scone, the Escapology team
moved on to nearby Glenbawn Dam. Along the way, fiGatothe wheel of the X-Trail
didn’t miss a beat as he made light work of theawfiowing over a causeway.

In contrast to how we were received at Copeton tlasn's State Park officer was
genuinely interested in our journey and very hdlpReirdre definitely went the extra
mile when she later gave Geoff some sugar so hie emjpy a cuppa on the road.

Glenbawn overloaded our senses. Out on the waierglassiness of the dam’s surface
had the cameras working overtime. Memorable momantsded a group of cows taking
a dip in one of the bays, and a large hillside cedeonly with giant Blackboys, the
iconic Aussie bush plant. We had never seen so nramyne place. But there was
something else that really slowed down our streke.r.

We kept hearing mysterious “plopping” sounds as g@ to sections of mostly
submerged dead trees. To discover the source, pleydel the stealth of a crack SAS
team on night patrol. Eventually our covert opemtpaid off when eagle eyed Scott
spotted tortoises dropping into the water from mverhanging branches. Geoff then saw
a group of nine dive in with the grace and timihg tvorld’s best synchronised divers
would have found hard to surpass. Soon our tors@t hit three figures!

Getting from Glenbawn to Karuah should have beealatively simple task and for a

moment we were on the right path. Then Scott decidat now was a good time to start
using the sun as a navigation tool, ignoring maps tae GPS which kept droning “turn

around when possible”. Although getting lost dididna silver lining. We saw a rock-like

object in the middle of the road and realised iswat another tortoise. Before Scott
knew what was happening, Geoff leapt out of theeds seat and returned little Tommy
to the relative safety of the nearby marshes. Stexa would have been proud.

Karuah represented a new phase of the trip assttha first time we had been on the
coast for two and a half weeks. We stayed at then@yp Life Motel and were delighted
to find it was owned by award winning country singeevor Day, a dude full of witty
one liners. Geoff resolved to buy one of Trev’stidaction guaranteed” CDs, keen to
make up for what happened in Tamworth by takingé&arslice of country.

Team Greenwood
Tea Gardens — Day 33: September 26

Day 33 saw another name added to the honour rolt46f Paddles’ — Norman
Greenwood.

Norman is Geoff's Dad. He has never paddled bebotehe leapt at the opportunity to
join us. Geoff swapped his trusty Mission Eco Bgzboir a double sit-on-top hired from
Lazy Paddles at Hawks Nest and “Team Greenwood” eveated. The dynamic duo
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soon had their craft skimming across the water iashion that led Scott to wonder
whether he was witnessing the first steps of a thait could be the next to paddle across
the ditch to NZ.

The conditions were perfect. We paddled out onépglass” with not a cloud in the sky,
and on the way back both the wind and the tide viereur favour. Pelicans, Swans,
Spoonbills, and Whistling Kites were all aroundt bafortunately the Dolphins that are
regularly seen in this area did not put on a shmvus§.

Norm said that to prepare for the day he had beadimg our blog. We knew this was
true, and that he had good attention to detail,nMe opened his boot to reveal a wide
range of food and beer he had brought just for us.

The Myall Shores resort was to be our home forriight. We have stayed there before
and knew that the cabins are superb. When we wgeedbye to Norm, we were already
daydreaming about the massive beds and soft fliffigws. All we needed to do was

take a short drive through the Myall Lakes NatioRaltk followed by a leisurely ride on

the Bombah Point Ferry. It was great that we weragyto arrive early and make the
most of it.

Tip for young players: The ferry closes at 6pm SHPAR you don’t get to it by then you
will have to backtrack and take the long way rouhereby forfeiting much of the time
you could otherwise have spent in your luxuriousdsh

A brush with fame?

Taree — Day 34: September 27

As Geoff drove across the Martin Bridge into Tares, mind went back to 1987. Not

because he was reminiscing about a time when itowasto wear winkle pickers and

Rick Astley ruled the airwaves. Rather, he wasentihg on his maiden drive to

Queensland when his white Mazda 121 coupe (“nobtii#ble shape”) conked out and
came to rest on this very bridge. Today’'s expegemas much more cheerful as the
mighty X-Trail stormed into town.

Earlier, Scott had casually mentioned that Paulatiogould be greeting us at the end of
the paddle. Geoff did a double take. Paul Hogare?telldn’t believe it. He knew local
newspaper articles and regional radio interviews draated some interest. But it seemed
incredible that this would stretch to an A-Listéel Hoges. This was taking the ripple
effect to a whole new level! A million questions mt¢hrough Geoff's head. How had he
found out about 40 Paddles? And why would he batiegking the special effort to greet
us? Would Strop dust the salt off his lifesavedp and also be there?

Today we were accompanied by the largest grouprsdsieoff Martin from the Manning
River Canoe Club had spread the word, and in Scotterview with ABC Radio the
previous day, he said anyone who could get theidban a kayak was welcome to join
us. Scott’s friends John and Cindy also made timmeame up from Sydney to see us,
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which was awesome. In total, there were 13 extdalieas on the water. Only the Tuross
Posse had come close to that.

We travelled 18km down the Manning River from Wiagh Brush into the heart of
Taree. After 3 hours of gliding past pastureland eolling hills, Geoff Martin borrowed
a few lines from William Wallace to marshall the iviang Mob into formation for our
arrival in town. Soon after, Geoff G’s earlier qtiess were answered when we were
greeted on the pier by... Mayor Paul Hogan.

Taree made us feel right at home by arranging adihat the nearby Exchange Hotel. It
proved to be a lot different to it's namesake owrigy’'s Oxford Street. There wasn't a
sequin or feather boa in sight. Beers were on M&@aul and fruit and cheese platters
were laid out for the hungry paddlers. Their generdonations to Heartfelt House kept
Geoff so busy with the receipt book that he bagelyto eat a piece of cheese!

We hadn’t yet planned where we were going to stay night, so when John and Cindy
invited us to join them for dinner in Laurietonwas like the planets were aligning. We
jumped at the chance, keen to see another towhaly for the convivial company.

A Motorcycle Diary
Port Macquarie — Day 35: September 28

Scott didn’t sleep too well last night. There wamething unsettling about the lady who
checked us in. She looked at us like we were médelugs and snails, and puppy dogs
tails” and it wouldn’t have come as a huge surpifisihe turned out to be a priestess of
black magic who planned on creating a couple otte@odolls to use on us.

Rather than spend any more time lying wide-eyedaamake in bed, Scott decided to put
time his time to better use. He turned himself iatanobile billboard by slipping on a
Heartfelt House t-shirt and taking it for a rundhgh the streets of Laurieton. He had
heard that the beach was only one and half kilegséetthat way” so he decided to see if
his legs, which had seen bugger all action sineestart of the trip, could carry him there.
Twenty minutes later, he realised the informatierhiad received was about as reliable as
that on Irag’s supposed weapons of mass destruatidriurned back.

This was the day we were to rendezvous with foutomegcle riders from Sydney, two of

whom work with Geoff. When they heard we would beé’brt Macquarie, they saw it as
a great excuse to don the leathers and go for theiglen trip down the Oxley Highway.

From the thrill a minute stories that they toldatdreakfast, it was clear that they won't
need an excuse to take it on again. Geoff jumpeticard one of their machines for a
photo shoot and paused for a moment with a far da@yin his eyes. Maybe his current
reading of “Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Mainterah had combined with the buzz

amongst the boys to have him dreaming about hisauyssey?

For now, there were six more paddles still to catgland the next was Limeburners
Creek. It's a fantastic spot for an extended pad#eause it has different contrasting
sections — an open river, oyster leases, a shddlgaon, and a narrow mangrove lined
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creek. We had also heard stories about a “magntified&e with easy access to the beach
for a swim in the cooling ocean”. This became ay/lyphil for us as we lifted our stroke
rate to try and reach it. Fading light defeateduswe still got to enjoy the sun setting
beautifully over the horizon as we completed ounglest paddle of the trip so far — five
and a half hours.

Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragons
Bellingen — Day 36: September 29

Following a dramatic underestimation of the drivimge involved, we got back on track
by having brekky on the fly. Geoff, designated drifor the day, made a committed
effort to not spill either of his Egg McMuffins dhe car’s interior.

We got onto the Bellinger River under the Laven8ladge. The water was pristine but
on the banks there was no sign of any of the reldrsethat Bellingen had been famous
for. Disappointingly, they have largely been repthdoy lantana and camphor laurel.
Where’s Bushcare when you need them?

We dropped by Bellingen Canoe Adventures to sapyg4d owners Jody and Daniel.
They live and work in a stunning converted churebrtmoking the river. Thanks to their
advice we were able to explore a number of creekswe might otherwise have passed.
One was a quiet spot full of mangroves and an dible white lily just coming into
flower. Another was stacked with even more lilieg idn’t have the same serene vibe
due its proximity to the main road. As Scott sdiflhe cars don’t really add to the
ambience”.

The Bellinger River is a magnet for the usually glagtern water dragons. Scott’s count
nudged 30. Meanwhile, Geoff wondered if he was figoiroppo” when he saw a foot
long fish jump clean out of the river, pass righthis nose, and then land back in the
water on the other side of his cratft.

Geoff had arranged for us to sleep at the flaslefeddHotel that night. It proved to be a

cracking pub and the first we had come across avilical brew on tap. It was heaving,

no doubt because it was school holidays and alsdalt being “Schooner and Schnitzel

Night”. Luckily that wasn't the only thing on theenu. Daniel had pointed out earlier

that a third of the people in Bellingen are vegatas and his words rang in our ears as
we demolished massive plates of vego tucker.

Just as we were talking about feeling “all inteweel out” George Negus walked in the
room. We were horrified! We retreated quietly t@ tborner, hid behind our schooner
glasses, and prayed he wouldn’t spot us.

Going through the photos that night Scott noticethathing different about Geoff.
“That's my new crouching tiger look”, he explainétm planning to use it in the final
photo shoot.”
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Fully Sikh!
Red Rock — Day 37: September 30

The tourist brochure said, “If you're a lover oftmal beauty, Red Rock will be just up
your alley.” Our paddle on the Corindi River andt®ater Creek would take us through
the Yuraygir National Park and the Solitary IslarMarine Park, and we were really
looking forward to getting there. The only disappgment was that the rain had started
falling overnight and looked like it had set in.

A pit stop in Coffs for breakfast also gave us dpgortunity to drop into a CD shop and
supplement the soundtrack for our trip. Geoff hasdme accustomed to Scott’s listening
tendencies sitting slightly outside the mainstresohe wasn'’t at all surprised when the
latest offering from “German-Austrian Sound Paint& Sound Designer’ Pit
Baumgartner was produced, nor that it turned obeta gem.

Even though the Eco Bezhig sea kayak from Missiagaking is our craft of choice, this
was the first time since Tuross Head that we hawuldlg been able to see the ocean from
the cockpit. It really is testament to the verdgtibf the boat that despite being away
from its spiritual home, it has coped with evergthiwe have thrown at it without
missing a beat.

As we departed our coastal launch site and rounidedirst river bend, there was a
“Hallelujah!” moment when the first rays of sun biir backs. Amazingly, we then had
brilliant sunshine for the rest of the day. Oncaiaghe weather gods had smiled upon
us.

Our beds for the night were in nearby Woolgoolghiclv is home to a surprisingly large
number of Indians. There are also a couple of &khples that can be seen easily from
the highway as they stand out from the surroundmgntryside like two city slickers in
the Ironbark Inn. Our choice for dinner that niglats easy — curry at Maharaja Tandoori.

How Far?!
lluka — Day 38: October 1

A paddle on the Esk River starting from nearby dldtad seemed like a no-brainer. It had
been highly recommended by a number of people.,Asott’s sister Min and her kids
were holidaying at Yamba, just across the Clarenod, had offered to catch the ferry
over to give us a big send off.

Did we say “nearby lluka”? When we asked a fishernmaa wide brimmed hat and oil
stained shirt whether this was the best placeax, dte replied in a broad Aussie drawl,
“Sure... if you wanna take a day ‘n’ a half to getrn You're better off startin’ from the
bridge.” There was a moment’s pause as we procdssexhge advice. We knew the Bill
Weiley Bridge as it had been recommended earlighénday by a bloke in Woombah
and we had crossed it on the way into town. Butags 10km back which meant that the
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Cheer Squad had no way of getting there. The thoaigihnem having to return to Yamba
without getting the chance to wave a single pom-p@s one that made our hearts sink.

As it turned out, Min and family missed the ferfthis made our hearts sink again, but it
did save us from trying to fit a day and half's woof paddling into a few hours. We

grabbed the silver lining and drove out of townkimg for the new start of our paddle on
the river known to locals as the Esky, undoubtdifigause of its ability to keep beers
cold — just hang them over the side!

Both the wind and tide were against us as we mademay through superb scenery.
Highlights included the two great sea eagles petchell above us at the start of our
paddle, and a long narrow creek with banks abdglyden-packed with native grasses,
shrubs, and trees. A couple of creeks were futleafutiful light blue lilies and we spotted
Banksia trees for the first time this trip. Forttelg, the tide hadn’t yet turned when we
decided to head back. The flow combined with Geofflecision to put on the
afterburners to give us a super fast journey home.

That night we went to the Sedgers Reef Hotel. lyitstcause Geoff liked the name, and
also we were keen to give its bistro a burl as Reta the lluka Motel had given it a big
rap. The walk to the pub took us out of the cemtrdown and into some dimly lit
residential back streets. The first guy we askédl'Sées, it's three blocks that way.” The
second, “Yep, it's just over there.” Still no sighhe feeling that we were the butt of a
joke that the locals play on unsuspecting toussasted to rise. Then we saw a less than
sober couple staggering out of the darkness.

The bistro lived up to its reputation and we woltexlvn some tasty vegie burgers. In the
public bar, a darts comp was in full swing and ledko be occupying the attention of
most patrons. Two lads were otherwise engagedir-elyes were glued to the dog races
like they were seeing television for the first timed were hypnotised by its glow.

Nothing could distract them, not even a staged&&eoff's warm down stretches. As

we wanted to return to the very flash lluka Motefdre closing time we resolved not to
look at the races ourselves, just in case...

Before we left, we enquired about the unusual naim#he hotel — Sedgers Reef. The
publican told us that a family called the Sedgessduto own the pub and people come
there to “get wrecked”. Whilst the mystery had beetved, we were left feeling a little
disappointed that he hadn’t tried to make up aysaédmout a mythical coral reef, even if
only for our benefit.

Best-laid plans
Brunswick Heads — Day 39: October 2

Our smiles slowly widened as we realised we woulgledright past Scott's Mum and
Dad's place in Alstonville on the way to our neatigle. What a great excuse to drop in
for another super sized serving of their farm fregjys! Also, we needed to put our
Escapology shirts through the Heavy Duty cycle rieparation for the grand finale the
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following day. It's no good having a Crouching Tid@ok if you don't have a clean shirt
to go with it.

We arrived for breakfast at 9am, bang on scheduien things started to slide. For the
rest of the day our itinerary was about as usefad &ydney train timetable.

The plan was to leave Larry & Tre's place at 10n30aWe ended up leaving closer to
12:30pm. Our dirty clothes were more on the noae first anticipated.

The plan was to paddle at Clarrie Hall Dam at URlVe ended up paddling on the

Brunswick River. A large sign in bold lettering wad us that the gates to the dam would
be locked at 5pm no matter what. Do not pass W&oot collect $200. The idea of being

trapped inside with the gang of "large as your Hdrldwflies that had started to gather

was not appealing, so we went for Plan B. On tls glde, we did end up cruising with

dolphins under the most spectacular sunset ofighe t

The plan was to stay in a 5 star palace in Byrdre-ended up staying at a "thongs in the
shower" backpacker hostel. There had been muclotaiking some time to celebrate in
luxury. However, we hadn't walked the talk. Whenrddy Bay Accommodation was
contacted early that morning, there were only twmaining options. Something for
people with beer taste on a champagne budgethostal.

Fitting finale
Ballina — Day 40: October 3

Our odyssey’s swan song was to be a lap aroundthBd#land. Rawstornes were out in
force as Scott’s brother Patrick and father Lasaned up to join us. Seasoned pro Larry
would slot in 4 paddles in 4 days after all. Also laoard were family friends Tim and
Wil, but the “making a memorable impression” awhatl to go to our good friend from
Sydney, Kate Van Gorcom. Heads turned, eyes pometifongues wagged when she
showed up with her extremely long and flashy “whate the snow” Mirage 22s! We
hadn’t seen an entrance like that since Liz Hudéfersace dress.

As the end drew near we spotted a bunch of tinyféuiliar figures by the shoreline.
When we got closer they morphed into Scott's sidf@ar and her 4 kids, who were
feverishly cheering and encouraging our every striokthe finish line. The bummer of
not seeing them in lluka faded out of memory.

As we made our way out of the water, Ballina’'s DigpMayor Peter Moore and local

member Don Page were on hand to greet us. Peterwgatboth something for the pool
room in the form of a huge aerial photo of BallikBeartfelt House had done a great job
spreading the word around town, and 50+ peopleetuump to join us for a legendary
sausage sizzle where the lucky raffle winners wameounced. Then it was off to the
nearby Shaws Bay Hotel to down a few cold onehbyater.



34

In 40 days we had explored memorable landscapds sidés of the Great Dividing
Range, as well as great spots down the idyllicls@ast of NSW. We had cut inland
through cold and rugged but pristinely beautifigioms of the Snowys that required us to
paddle in snowboarding gloves. On the Victoriandeoithe scenery was greener and the
weather warmer as alpine kit was quickly swappedTishirts. We then went west to
where the Murray and Darling Rivers meet on thegki of the desert, took on dusty dirt
roads in the outback, and enjoyed the wide openespaf central NSW. Our arrival in
the upper Hunter signaled the start of our fina¢tsh that ended here in the northern
rivers. We felt happy and satisfied to have fings® paddles. Time to start planning the
next adventure...

Photographs
Photographs from the trip are contained in theirom Escapology Photo Gallery.
http://picasaweb.google.com/escaphotos




