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Introduction 
On the 25th of August 2008, two likely lads from Sydney grabbed their kayaks, kissed 
the big smoke goodbye, and commenced an epic journey of 40 paddles and 40 pubs in 40 
days all over NSW and the ACT.  Scott Rawstorne and Geoff Greenwood aimed to find 
the best places to kayak and then let the world know about them through their 
Escapology web site.  They hope that their experience will inspire others and give them a 
great reason to be interested in our waterways and what can be done to keep them 
healthy.   

The 40 paddles in 40 days were also undertaken to raise money for Heartfelt House, an 
organisation based in Northern NSW that provides support to adult survivors of 
childhood sexual abuse and their family and friends.  To find out more, check out their 
web site (www.heartfelthouse.org.au) or give them a call on (02) 6628 8940.             

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

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

Our arrival was not so quiet. The guys from Wollemi Afloat had arranged a welcoming 
committee armed with morning tea and quickly made us feel right at home. Local 
Councillor Peter Shelley even made the time to come and greet us. We can only hope that 
we get to meet such good people on the remaining 39 days of our trip. 

Dunn’s Swamp is not the largest waterway in NSW but that didn’t stop us from quickly 
agreeing that it is definitely in the top 5 of the NSW paddling spots that we have been to 
so far. The water is crystal clear, and the surrounding rock formations and eucalypt 
forests are beautiful. Birdlife is also abundant and we 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 on the windscreen and a temperature gauge 
stuck on 2 degrees confirmed how chipper the morning was. A great breakfast in Mudgee 
warmed us up, then we passed through historic Gulgong which prides itself on the 
notoriety that comes with featuring on Australia’s original $10 note. 

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

As we commenced our paddle, a handful of Kangaroos watched us from a safe distance. 
They stood near the tree line which is currently 20 metres above the water and provides 
an alarming reminder of the currently low water level. It wasn’t long before we had lost 
count of the number of Roos and Wallabies we saw. Wildlife was everywhere, including 
loads of Pelicans, Goats, and Sheep; two particularly energetic specimens followed us 
from the bank for at least 10 minutes! 

The landscape was brown, contrasted with clusters of green pine-like trees. The scene 
was dotted with magnificent yellow wattle bushes. We kayaked a long way through a 
beautiful valley, and in four hours only passed one soul in a tinnie, two if you include his 
dog! We glided through kilometres of formerly great trees: grey, lifeless, and stranded 
from a bygone damming project that had successfully reclaimed land for the river. 

Stuart Town is a former gold rush town originally known as “Ironbarks”, made famous in 
the Banjo Patterson poem “The Man from Ironbark”. With this knowledge in hand we 
felt it only appropriate to find digs at the town's Ironbark 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 bound for the 10% full Lake Wyangala 
wondering what we might see there. A preliminary drive over the dam wall gave us a 
good preview of what was to come. Whilst it is definitely not desirable for the water 
supply of Cowra and surrounding areas to be so low, the red and orange landscape that 
remains is somehow beautiful in a Mars landscape kind of way. 

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

After 4 hours of paddling, we adjourned to Cowra for what was undoubtedly the most 
flash accommodation of the trip so far… a motel! It was so nice that we had trouble 
motivating ourselves for the pub part of the day. Cameron Diaz’s performance in the 
classic movie The Mask had us spellbound, even though we have both seen the movie a 
number of times before. 

When we finally made it to the pub we met a number of friendly locals. Most notably 
Dave, who valiantly but unsuccessfully attempted to buy us a drink. When we politely 
turned down his offer in favour of a recuperative night’s sleep he memorably said “Don’t 
say that Cowra didn’t offer to buy you a beer!” 
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More than just a couple of galahs 
Euabalong – Day 4: August 28  

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

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

We got to Euabalong by lunchtime and launched our kayaks into the Lachlan River. We 
weren’t the only Galahs to be enjoying the beautiful weather - there were heaps of the 
pink feathered variety playing silly buggers in the trees, not the mention the countless 
flocks on the road on our drive here. 

This paddle would not have been easy to find without local knowledge, and we got that 
from a bloke called John Roberts. His plan was for us to go from Euabalong Bridge to 
Cleavers Reserve and back. Trouble was we had no way of knowing how to find Cleavers 
Reserve. John came to the rescue again by creating and hanging the sign shown in our 
picture, and even waiting beside it for us to arrive. We had such a great chat with him that 
suddenly we were looking a twilight finish in the eye! 

Finding the flow 
Euroley – Day 5: August 29  

The flat landscape beyond the Great Dividing Range creates an impressive snow dome 
effect - the sky seems to go on forever. It appeared to play havoc with our navigation 
equipment too. Not long after leaving Lake Cargelligo’s spectacular sunrise Scott’s GPS 
sent us the wrong way and tried to do so again several more times. We made the most of 
the situation and took the opportunity to explore some of the back roads leading to 
Leeton. Fortunately we have an “old school” street directory on board. 

After an extended but enjoyable journey we finally arrived at the Murrumbidgee River 
for our paddle from Euroley Bridge to Gogeldrie Weir. The flow of the river meant that 
an out and back trip as we had done on all our previous paddles was not possible. 
Fortunately, Joyce & Harry from Bidgee Kayak Hire offered to pick up our car from the 
bridge and have it waiting for us at the weir. All we had to do was launch and enjoy the 
ride down stream. It was all so easy, but our fortunes were about to change… 

On the way back to town we discovered Geoff’s suit bag had gone missing! It had been 
in and out of the car a number of times so neither of us was quite sure where it had 
disembarked. It could even be 200km back, near Lake Cargelligo. To make matters worse 
the bag contained a shirt Geoff had inherited from his grandfather. This was NOT good. 
On a million to one shot, we returned to the weir. Our headlights picked up its crumpled 
form lying in the middle of the road and Geoff jumped out of the still moving car, lifted it 
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above his head, and jumped up and down in sheer elation. It was definitely a Kodak 
moment. 

For several days, Geoff had been declaring how much he was looking forward to seeing a 
movie at Leeton’s art deco Roxy theatre. However, after hearing the choices were 
Mamma Mia or Mamma Mia, those plans were shelved faster than World Youth Day 
memorabilia. Plan B was required. The Whitton pub was overlooked due to lack of 
patrons and we settled in the nearby Leeton Soldiers Club where we were treated to some 
questionable tunes by a local cover band. 

With the sounds of Dragon still ringing in our ears, we returned to our motel only to find 
that neither of us seemed to have the room key. There was no response at reception and 
we didn’t have car keys either so our immediate future looked bleak. Just when all 
seemed lost, Scott found the room key… in his pocket. It was 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 5 days in the car it was a relief to only have 
to travel 128km to Wagga Wagga, more commonly known as just Wagga. In true Aussie 
style, why say something twice when you can get away with saying it just once. 

We picked up Bruce Graham from the Wagga Bidgee Canoe Club on the way to the 
starting point of the paddle at Oura Beach. He had legendarily offered to return our car to 
the final destination at Wagga Beach. This “car shuffle” made it possible for us to have 
another one way paddle with the flow of the great Murrumbidgee River. This was not the 
last we would see of Bruce either as he later met us on the river with his buddy Pete. To 
top it off he also let us into the clubhouse at the end of the day for a beer and the best 
tasting sticky bun ever. 

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

The river’s flow added an appreciable 2km an hour to our paddle speed. This gave us a 
lot of assistance in completing the 26km trip. Perhaps a little too much help as we 
finished at 3pm - way too early to get any assistance from the 5 o’clock wave said to pass 
through the river following the release of water from the feeder dams. 

In addition to being the birthplace of Chiko Rolls, Wagga is famous for the “Wagga 
Effect”, the name given to the mystery of why the town has produced a 
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disproportionately large number of champion sportsmen and women. Geoff asked Kerry 
what his take on this was, and he said with just a hint of dryness “They say it’s in the 
water”. We’re looking forward to seeing whether being on 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 Gundagai paddle feeling sure it would be a day 
bigger than any other on this trip and one that would sort 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 Niagara Café resulted in 15km being 
sliced off the journey. It also resulted in a call being placed to our local contact Ron 
Moses to secure a lift back to the car at the end of the day. At this point neither of us were 
too keen to talk about the men or boys question that had been raised the night before. 

The first third of the journey was on the Tumut River and the rest on the Murrumbidgee. 
We launched into the fastest moving waters that we are likely to see, and spent the day 
manoeuvring our less than purpose-built 5.4 metre kayaks down grade 1 and sometimes 
grade 2 rapids, and somehow managed to elude the grasp of the rampant Willow trees 
that reached out from either bank. 

Occasionally a Platypus would pop up out of the current, spot us, and then vanish faster 
than a Spice Girls reunion tour. There was one incident where Geoff’s paddle came into 
contact with the head of one but he insists that there was no intent on his part. “The 
platypus simply ran into it” he says. The real truth may never be known… 

As the paddle neared its end it became clear we had probably still covered 35km. Our 
smiles were growing with each stroke as we realised that this was by far the most ground 
we had ever covered in a day… but they say pride comes before the fall. Black clouds 
started amassing above the horizon and moving our way. Before long there was lightning 
all around and we were scampering for the comparative safety of the shore. 

Luckily the storm passed quickly. The electricity in the air may have raised one or two 
increasingly long whiskers on our faces but the lightning thankfully struck elsewhere. As 
we glided in to the finish we allowed ourselves to start smiling once again. We had made 
it! 

Ron Moses arrived with his mate Drew and picked up Scott to take him back to the car 
while Geoff stayed on the beach to look after the kayaks. 

After waving goodbye to the locals, Scott realised the worst. The car had TWO flat tyres! 
Not only that, he was a long way out of town with no phone reception. There was nothing 
for it except to start walking, look for the nearest farm, and hope for some mobile 
coverage. Things were looking bleak, especially since Geoff was stuck on the beach and 
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temperatures had plummeted into single figures. Then Ron’s car came over a crest. Scott 
still swears that there seemed to be a glowing aura around it. 

Ron increasingly reminded us of his namesake as he led us out of trouble. He and Drew 
not only brought Scott and our clothes back to town, they picked up Geoff and the 
kayaks, gave us a place to stay, and contacted the local NRMA guy to organise a rescue 
mission for the next morning. We cannot praise them enough for what they did for us. A 
big thanks also goes to Drew’s wife Nicki and their two 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 odyssey with the knowledge that the car 
still had two flat tyres and was on a dirt road about 20km out of town. Geoff tucked into a 
steaming bowl of porridge as Scott braced himself and dived out the door for an early 
morning rendezvous with Don from the NRMA. He turned out to be a man of few words, 
but that was fine with us as his actions did plenty of talking. Not only did he get our car 
back to Beaurepaires, he overcame the seemingly disastrous bogging of his rescue 
vehicle without so much as a murmur. 

One would have thought that getting the car to the tyre shop would have meant that we 
were out of the woods, but no. It turned out that a Nissan X-Trail isn’t the easiest to fit. 
There were no tyres of the required size for miles around and we wouldn’t be able to get 
replacements ‘til the following day. This of course would not enable us to stay on 
schedule. As such, we pushed for another solution. After digging around in the back of 
the shop for about half an hour, a couple of dicey looking second hand tyres that were 
“just to get you out of the shit” were installed. With this fresh on our minds we set off for 
Yass, making a brief stop at the iconic “Dog on the tuckerbox” monument so Geoff could 
tick another thing off his sizeable to-do list. 

The wind was picking up as we launched onto huge Lake Burrinjuck for our coldest 
paddle so far. We hugged the shore for much of the way. The sound of water lapping on 
the rocky banks reminded us of the ocean. A memorable sight was Cathedral Rock, 
which was really light in colour and seemed to almost glow in the setting sun. 

We made Yass itself well past dark, relieved that the dodgy tyres had held their own. 
Geoff dropped in to the Australian Hotel vainly looking for a room and promptly 
encountered some local attitude. That incident, combined with some mysterious earthy 
smells that seemed to rise like hot air, convinced us to overlook The Australian in favour 
of the more people friendly Royal Hotel. 

Home away from home 
Canberra – Day 9:  September 2  
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Clothes were becoming thin on the ground just like our tyres and both situations had to be 
rectified without delay. Sure, the Icebreaker gear had lived up to its promise of not 
getting on the nose even after a few days, but wearing some smaller items more than once 
just isn’t ok no matter how you look at it. A visit to Scott’s sister Jo Murphy in Canberra 
could not have been timed better. 

We paddled on Lake Burley Griffin in the afternoon. There was barely a breath of wind, 
the water was pure glass, and the day had an amazing clarity. We got up close to 
Government House but a lot of the other famous landmarks eluded us when a 25 knot 
wind sprang up out of nowhere and forced us to cut our paddle short. 

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

A special thank you goes to Scott’s “not little any more” 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 Canberra. We felt refreshed from our 24-
hour stay, had clean clothes, and more importantly, two brand new tyres. 

The drive to Shallow Crossing on the Clyde River included a final section of dirt road 
and, not for the first time on this trip, directions had been scribed on a makeshift sign. A 
combination of our late arrival and inclement weather also led Geoff to put on a display 
of his rally driving skills and take Scott on a white knuckle ride to the finishing line. 

David and Marilyn from Boots Great Outdoors Ulladulla had generously offered to be 
our support crew for the day and met us at the start with an abundant supply of muffins 
and Anzac cookies to get us started. Then, as we enjoyed a tide assisted trip down a wide, 
open Clyde River featuring wattle in full flower on both banks, they drove the car to the 
finishing point at Nelligen. Later they even kayaked “upstream” to meet us on the water, 
armed with more food! 

Afterwards, we celebrated the day - and hitting double figures for paddles and pubs, with 
a convivial beer at the nearby Steam Packet Hotel. Its blazing open fire made it all the 
more hard to leave after just one, but we had to go. Rotary had invited us to a dinner that 
night in Moruya, which is famous for supplying the sandstone for the Sydney Harbour 
Bridge. 
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Keith Armstrong was the man who had invited us to the Rotary function. He introduced 
us to the whole room and gave Geoff the microphone and thus the chance to sharpen his 
public speaking skills and spread the word about our trip and fundraising efforts. 

We had the surprise honour to hear a great speech by Air Vice Marshall Dr Eric 
Stephenson. He was in the Air Force during World War II and spent time in a German 
POW Camp. His stories included an interesting insider account of the camp that became 
the basis for the film The Great Escape. The night was a great success and we managed to 
raise additional funds for Heartfelt House. 

We accepted Keith’s offer to stay the night at his house, and carefully followed his 
Honda Jazz through dark streets and sections of highway so we wouldn’t get lost. After 
about 15 minutes of fatigue-induced silence Scott asked 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 team was expanded for the first time when 
we were joined by a group of fellas from the Tuross Head Kayak Group. The waterways 
at Tuross Head can be a labyrinth for the uninitiated, containing hidden surprises like 
emus, dolphins, and native orchids, so it was great that we had a team of escorts to show 
us the way. Lei Parker and Co. made it easy for us to just sit back and enjoy the ride. 
Lunch at the Pickled Octopus, overlooking the water, had even been booked in advance! 
If you ever plan on coming to Tuross Head for a paddle, make sure to get in touch with 
these guys first. 

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

We spent the evening in Narooma. The combination of a pre-emptive email from Keith 
Armstrong and an impromptu phone call from Scott resulted in Geoff getting another 
opportunity to polish his public speaking skills. Ted Bladwell gave us the nod to present 
to the people at Rotary Narooma. Geoff performed well in front of a crowd who seemed 
keen to test his grace under pressure. Their subsequent generosity 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 in Narooma, where Scott, after seeing 
Geoff YET AGAIN order double helpings of food, suggested that from this meal 
onwards the lads should stop doing alternate “shouts”. Fair play. 
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Geoff bought a still warm copy of the Moruya Examiner and saw that half a page had 
been dedicated to his earlier interview. It was a media morning as hot on the heals of 
Scott’s interview with Snowy Mountains Radio, local journalist Stan turned up and 
combined a brief Q & A session with an even briefer photo shoot. We did all this at the 
speed of light because by 9:30am we were on the water at Wagonga Inlet. 

The wide open spaces of this waterway feature vast seagrass meadows, glassy green 
water, and rows of oyster beds. There was little blue in a sky of brilliant white. Every 
glance from our kayaks seemed to reveal a million dollar view, which incidentally was 
the name of the local pub we were at the night before when we each downed a couple of 
creamy Guinness’. 

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

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

That night we drove to Tathra a little further down the coast. We found out the hard way 
that a wedding in town had resulted in all the rooms being booked out. It was getting 
close to 7pm and we realised we only had two options: camping or find another town. We 
found another town… 

Return to Eden 
Mogareeka – Day 13:  September 6  

Breakfast definitely seems to be the main meal of our trip. You have probably noticed 
that we can’t seem to stop mentioning it. Today was no exception. The bubbly and 
informative Deb and Karen who run the Countryside Caravan Park in Kalaru, that was 
our home for the night, laid on a spread to remember. Tip: hash browns for breakfast are 
the way to a man’s heart. The hospitality that we received here was fantastic and it is 
without doubt a place that we would visit again. 

Mixed reports had been given to us about what a paddle on the Bega River upstream from 
Mogareeka might be like but we found it to be quite beautiful. Scott was even taken to 
spouting advertising slogans for Bega Cheese. He got many of them completely wrong 
but one that is correct and seems entirely appropriate is “The Magic of Bega”. 

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

The Wonboyn Cabins were there and had been booked, but our scruffy appearance led to 
some questions about our identities and the authenticity of our quest and even Heartfelt 
House. The smooth talking Geoff, whose skills had been polished by his two recent 
Rotary performances, managed to put proprietor Buckie’s mind at ease. The mysterious 
Wonboyn Tavern unfortunately did not exist. There was less than a second’s pause before 
we agreed that we could not bypass the pub part of the mission for the day, and we got 
back in the car for the 70km round trip to the Great Southern Hotel in Eden for a drink 
and a feed. 

It was after dinner that we saw Australia’s next great hope for gold in the 100m sprint. As 
Scott once again negotiated the dirt road into Wonboyn, a wombat tore out from the 
bushes and almost collided with the car. Usain Bolt is lucky 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 million miles from the big smoke. The 
nearest town is 35km away and furry creatures roam the surrounding bushland. Outside 
our cabin mysterious noises filled the night air. Geoff went for a closer look but returned 
quickly when he encountered a mob of impossibly massive kangaroos, one with a tail 
thicker than Scotty R’s right leg. He may have had one or two but he swears he saw a 
Bunyip as well. 

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

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

Just before we turned around, a lone fisherman told Scott that hundreds of salmon were 
“further on up”. It sounded like your typical fishing story but less than 10 minutes later 
the river petered out around a series of rock pools and to our surprise he appeared to be 
right. It took a minute or two as we clambered over lichen-covered rocks for a better view 
but soon we could see hundreds of foot long fish swimming in the shallows, though they 
showed no “salmon” pigment. When Scott mentioned this to the fisherman on the way 
back, he changed his story faster than a three year old caught 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 days as scheduled, the loss of the 15th at 
Bombala due to a lack of water almost called for a minute’s silence. 39 paddles in 40 
days was not something we wanted to contemplate so we got out the map of NSW and 
opted to include an extra day on the South Coast instead, kayaking on Merimbula Lake. 

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

There was some consternation in the camp. What could we do? Strong winds were hitting 
the entire south coast today so no replacement paddles in the area were possible. Then 
Scott’s eyes lit up. “Let’s go to Lake Eucumbene!” he said. “Lake Eucumwhere?” asked 
Geoff. Lake Eucumbene is just north of Lake Jindabyne where the 16th paddle was 
scheduled, so even if it didn’t work out we would be well on our way there. There was a 
quick high five and we were on the road, hopeful of being able to fit in a paddle before 
nightfall. 

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

A few quick phone calls later we had confirmed that nearby Candelo had petrol and 
someone to sell it to us. Although when they tried to do so, we discovered that the 
“something” that had fallen off the roof had been the petrol cap. The backtracking 
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required to get it meant that our arrival at Eucumbene would be further delayed but the 
thought of petrol splashing out the side of the car for the rest of the day was not exactly 
inspiring. 

We eventually made it onto the water at 2pm. There was an icy wind blowing that 
resulted in the addition of snowboarding gloves to our usual paddling kit. We managed to 
squeeze in a 2 hour paddle, which was a great result given everything we had gone 
through to stay on track – 15 paddles completed in 15 days. 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 present location since only the mid 1960’s. When 
the Snowy River was dammed as part of the Snowy Mountains Hydro-electric Scheme, 
the creation of Lake Jindabyne consigned the old town to a watery grave. It is said that its 
remnants can sometimes be glimpsed when the water level of the lake drops too low, but 
this could be an urban myth. Hard as we looked, we saw no evidence of it. Just as well – 
sounds a bit spooky. Incidentally, the Snowy Hydro Scheme took 25 years to complete. It 
consisted of 16 large dams, 7 power stations, 145 km of tunnels, and 80 km of aqueducts 
channelling water from the Snowy Mountains for use in power generation and irrigation. 

Given that it is a town that caters for alpine sport thrill seekers, and the time of year; we 
probably looked more like snowboarders on the hunt for some late snow when we 
checked into the Banjo Paterson Hotel. One or two eyebrows were raised when we told 
staff we were actually here to go kayaking on the lake, but later on one of the girls at 
reception did tell Geoff that she heard Scott’s interview with Snowy Mountains Radio. 

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

Locals had told us that the water level was at a record low, and as a result the surrounding 
scenery had that “Marscape” look we had come to expect from semi filled lakes. When 
we got out onto it, we took plenty of winter clothes in case the temperature dropped and 
the wind came up. Thankfully the weather was brilliant, with the sun out the whole time 
and the lake’s surface super smooth. It was an idyllic day on the water and the second day 
in a row that we had paddled with snow capped mountains in the background. 
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Timeless Talbingo 
Talbingo – Day 17:  September 10  

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

We were bound for Talbingo on a drive that would take us on narrow winding roads 
through misty mountains and over snow covered peaks. Talbingo Reservoir is nestled in 
an area of pristine forest about 30km south of Tumut. Steep wooded hillsides punctuated 
with soaring cliff faces and an absolutely incredible waterfall provided the setting for the 
paddle that we immediately agreed sits comfortably in the “Top 5” of paddles we have 
done. At times it was like kayaking through an oil painting. 

We finished packing up the boats just as the sun dropped over the horizon and headed 
into Tumut to find a place to sleep. This was a less than simple task as most of the motels 
in town had been booked out. It turned out that we had arrived on the same night as the 
2008 Great Escape car rally, which is raising money for research into cystic fibrosis. It 
was great to see others on the road supporting a good cause but we did wonder about 
their stamina. Only 10 days? 

After finally managing to find a motel on the outskirts of town, we came back in to 
decide which of the six pubs would be our venue for the night. The Wool Pack Hotel got 
the nod and it proved to be a great choice as it had Kilkenny 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 and drove towards Jingellic, a tiny town 
of just 26 people located on the NSW side of the Victorian border. As we got closer, 
rolling, lush green hills replaced the bleak, desolate, almost sepia landscape of the 
Snowys. When our car momentarily crossed into Victoria, Geoff ticked yet another item 
off his lengthy to do list. 

The river here flows very quickly, which meant we had bugger all chance of doing a 
return paddle. A “shuffle” was required but on this occasion we had no outside help. For 
the first time we had to unload our mud encrusted bikes from their rack. As we planned to 
finish our paddle at the Bridge Hotel in Jingellic, we arranged to leave them with pub 
owner Dave Robinson, known to us as “Country Dave” for reasons you will have to ask 
Geoff. 
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We drove about 15km to our starting point at Neils Reserve, where we had a great view 
of Pine Mountain, the largest monolith rock in the world. It is spectacular at 1.5 times the 
size of Uluru. Perhaps it would be more widely known if it wasn’t covered in trees and 
didn’t blend in quite so well with the surrounding area… 

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

Unfortunately one of the faster sections got the better of Geoff. He was momentarily 
snagged and tipped into the less than warm water by a protruding Willow Tree, otherwise 
known, for quite serious reasons, as a “Strainer”. Scott, pleased at having just spotted 
another Platypus, was startled to hear his name shouted and turned around in time to see 
Geoff’s yellow kayak racing down the river with its owner, arms and legs everywhere, 
just managing to sprawl himself across his now water filled craft. All was well in the end. 
Predictably, bottomless pit Geoff managed to save all food items, including a muesli bar 
that floated past. He also somehow kept his Ray Ban’s on during the entire ordeal. 

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

We finished the day by completing a ritual that may be unique to Country Dave’s pub. 
Whilst we were downing a schooner, we wrapped a tack and 50 cent piece inside a ten 
dollar note and threw the bundle towards the ceiling. The aim is to make the note stick to 
the roof. The pub then donates the stuck money to the local hospital. Geoff proved 
himself to be a champion at this game, successful at 3 out 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 a little jittery after Alan at the Murray 
Valley Motel told us about someone recently being attacked and killed just up the road. 
We are not sure what Tourism Wodonga might think of his contribution to promotion of 
the town, but we were pretty sure that his heart was in the right place because he was 
only telling us out of concern for our safety. 

Despite the warnings, a hungry Geoff ventured out into the darkness for a feed and was 
rewarded with a beanie to add to his collection plus the honour of having one more pub 
than Scott on the scoreboard – Geoff 21, Scott 20. The pub was offering Guinness 
beanies to anyone who downed 4 of the creamy beverages in one night. Whilst Geoff 
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only managed one drink, the barman slipped him one “under the counter”. Must have 
been his slick negotiation skills at work again… 

We woke up alive, which was definitely a relief, and made tracks to the Bundalong 
Junction boat ramp for our rendezvous with Scott’s mate “Skratcha” Shayne Preer from 
Yarrawonga Outdoors. We hadn’t had to lift a finger to organise today’s paddle as 
Shayne had arranged to take us on a tour of the area at the junction of the Murray and 
Ovens Rivers and had also kindly offered to let us stay at his place that night. All we had 
to do in return was provide a couple of muesli bars for a snack. Whilst this meant a 
serious reduction in Geoff’s food intake for the day, it was a worthwhile trade as 
Shayne’s guiding abilities and local knowledge were invaluable. There are seemingly 
endless junctions at which decisions have to be made, and without him we would have 
been like little children lost in a department store. 

Near to where we were paddling is the renowned wine district of Rutherglen. Did 
someone mention Geoff’s to do list? This was at the top of it. To go there after our paddle 
meant back tracking for 50km, but to do it beforehand would have meant Geoff could 
have been slightly less than sober on the water. We opted for the former and, with a few 
helpful text messages from his wine buff mate Adair, he 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 Riverina district and sits on the edge of the 
world’s largest red gum forest. Deni, as the locals call it, is also in the Guinness Book of 
Records for the most utes in the one place. When it holds its annual Play on the Plains 
Festival, it includes a “ute muster” to reaffirm its status as the ute capital of the world. 
They have even gone to the trouble of placing a red WB Holden on a six metre high pole. 
This was something we just had to check out for ourselves. After all, going to Deniliquin 
and not seeing the Ute On The Pole would be like visiting Disneyland and not seeing 
Mickey Mouse. 

This was the first real hot day of our trip. At 30+ degrees Celsius, the snowboarding 
gloves would definitely stay in the car. 

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

Scott mentioned to Slim Jim that we were thinking of going to The Edward River Hotel 
for our after paddle drink. He responded with “Aaah, The Buncha”. We were intrigued. 
He explained that one time after being ejected from the venue his friend’s Grandad turned 
and called the door staff “a buncha ….” These days The Buncha has been refurbished and 
management are probably very friendly but we went to The Globe because the food there 
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was meant to be better. It also seemed appropriate that the restaurant inside is called “The 
G’s”. 

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

Hurricane Harley 
Hay – Day 21:  September 14  

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

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

The water level in the river was very low and there was a bit of wind around but 
Hurricane Harley still managed to take us 9km upstream, almost to his Pop’s place, and 
then back to the start at Sandy Point. The cracking pace that the two old fellas were 
setting undoubtedly pushed this 15 year old prodigy and his K1 to the limit, but he didn’t 
complain once. 

Hurricane wasn’t the only memorable character we met today. Instead of staying in Hay, 
we decided to get ourselves a little ahead of schedule and move on to Wentworth for the 
night. When we checked into the Wentworth Central Hotel and mentioned what we were 
up to, owners Simon and Julianne and Chef Dave offered to keep their restaurant open 
later than usual just so we could have a beer and a meal. We had a good yarn with the 
boys, who we now affectionately refer to as Diamond Dave and Simon the Likeable, 
before heading into the Captain Sturt Hotel to meet more of the locals. It was awards 
night for the tipping competition so quite a few people 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 western part of NSW. Hot on the heels of 
Geoff’s early morning chat with ABC Radio Mildura was a phone call from WIN TV. 
Reporter Gemma had caught wind of our arrival and was keen to conduct an interview 
with us for the 6:30 evening news. When Scott told her we would be at the junction of the 
Murray and Darling Rivers at 9:30am, she said “No problem. We’re in the van now!” 

We arrived at the junction 178 years after Charles Sturt, the first white man to see where 
the two great rivers shake hands, and resolved to paddle on both rivers. Gemma turned up 
with Cameraman Dave and conducted an interview with each of us separately before 
filming us paddling away. This time the subject of pre-paddle rituals was not raised and 
Scott was relieved that Geoff didn’t offer to demonstrate any more of his stretches. Later 
that night, Scott was a little disappointed to find that his entire interview had hit the 
cutting room floor. Clearly he has some work to do before he can have the star quality 
that seems to come so naturally to Geoff. 

High winds had been forecast, but the conditions were still manageable when it came 
time to launch. It wasn’t until we were well into the Murray leg that the wind really 
picked up. We had to stay close to shore to take advantage of the shelter that it offers. 
Although this too became a bit of a worry when we noticed that we were underneath 
overhanging gum trees. They were swaying back and forth like a boxer hit by one too 
many right hooks. Getting smashed by a giant falling branch was even less attractive than 
being tipped into the water by a freak blast of wind, so we moved out again. 

After two and bit hours on the Murray, we made it safely back to the junction. The wind 
was now gusting at up to 50 knots (90kph) so after a quick conference we decided to pull 
the pin on the second half of the paddle. Our official intro to the Darling had to be 
postponed for 24 hours. In addition, the very high wind warnings for the rest of the day 
meant it would be very risky to attempt to transport the kayaks to our next destination. 
Once again Simon the likeable helped us out. In addition to giving us a room for another 
night, he washed our clothes for us. Top bloke! And to top 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 statue of ‘The Possum’, a hermit who lived 
near Wentworth during the 1900s, sleeping in trees during the day and working for local 
farmers at night in return for food and clothes. As we were paying homage to this local 
character we discovered another. It was a tractor on a pole. Yep, they love putting things 
on poles in southern NSW. Immortalised here is “Fergie”, the Grey Ferguson tractor 
which was used to build levee banks that saved Wentworth 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 but hadn’t gone far when a humble blue 
sign flashed by. It took a while to process the information it provided but eventually it 
clicked. There were 250km to the next servo and our fuel gauge was right on empty. 
Mysterious forces seemed to be suggesting we stay in Wentworth for yet another night, 
but our schedule simply wouldn’t allow for that. A full tank later, we were off again. 

As we were driving, Geoff mentioned that in the pub the night before he had heard about 
a more scenic route. The directions were more than a little bit sketchy and the person who 
had provided them was more than a little bit hammered, but in the spirit of adventure we 
decided to give it a burl. 20 minutes and numerous dead 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 be a bustling river port. Looking at the 
vanilla milkshake coloured flow metres below the bank, and considering that only 48 
people live here now, it is difficult to imagine. Luckily, there was still enough water for 
us, so we descended the surprisingly impressive boat ramp and started paddle number 23. 

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

The Telegraph didn’t have any vegetarian options, but we noticed there was a ham, 
cheese, and pickles sandwich on offer. This gave us a glimmer of hope, so Geoff politely 
asked for just cheese and pickles. His request was surprisingly denied. “No. The 
sandwiches are pre made.” The message was clear. It was their way or the highway. We 
chose the highway. 

Our plan was to go to Maidens Hotel in Menindee that night. Steve Cooper from Q-
Kayaks told Scott that it is a great place to stay. Burke and Wills apparently visited there 
in 1860. Rawstorne and Greenwood weren’t so lucky, as they arrived to find it all booked 
out. On the up side, a quick sprint across the road to the “Burke & Wills Menindee 
Motel” saw us grab the last room in town and leave the tents 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 system. Scott’s earlier research had 
identified Lake Wetherill as the one for us. Darrel from the Motel agreed. “It’s the best 
for bird life.” 

The lake is amazing. It was formed when a weir built on the Darling reclaimed a vast 
amount of land. This created a maze of channels lined with the grey skeletons of former 
great trees. In some areas pockets of land and low lying bushes survive. Elsewhere, semi 
submerged barbed wire fences are not doing quite so well. Concerned we may get lost in 



���������	�
��������	�

����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
 ���� 

21 

this interesting labyrinth, Scott cunningly tied a plastic bag to a tree to mark our point of 
exit before we traced the still visible course of the river. 

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

Afterwards, Geoff started a long stint of dirt road driving. He would need to keep the 
pedal to the metal to make Tilpa by dark. Although we followed the right signposts, we 
later realised we had taken the more hard core dirt road, which added about 30 km to the 
first half of the journey. On the plus side, we got to drive through an entrancing dry 
landscape with alternating red and brown hues. There were dozens of enigmatic emus and 
hundreds of kangaroos that often hopped out of harms way at the last moment. What 
didn’t hop out of the way were the regular cattle grids, which provided a good test for the 
suspension when Geoff seemed to see them as possible places where he might be able to 
“get some air”. 

Our stomachs groaned for food as the evening approached. And it was well past Beer 
O’clock. When the glow of the sunset had ceased to register in the rear vision mirror, our 
4WD was still searching for the sealed road and dodging wayward kangaroos. 

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

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

The Wild West 
Louth – Day 25:  September 18  

As we bunked down in Tilpa the night before, Scott decided to run some routine tests on 
the wiring. His first attempt to plug in the heater resulted in more sparks than NYE on 
Sydney Harbour, but he refused to be deterred. The second attempt plunged half the town 
into darkness. Scott looked a little dazed for a while, which admittedly may not have 
been the result of this incident, but by the time morning came he was ready to take the 
wheel for our third consecutive day on the dirt roads of western NSW. 

The Tilpa Trading Post supplied us with our food for the day. Luckily we were suitably 
attired and therefore not caught out by the store’s “No Shirt – No Service” door policy. 
Unfortunately we didn’t discover until later that they 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 the good oil on where to get into the 
Darling at Tilpa but we arrived to discover a large sign that prohibited boating. Whilst the 
general consensus about signs out here is “don’t worry, everyone ignores them”, we 
weren’t sure that we wanted to be the ones to be used as an example to others. Luckily 
some dudes camping nearby came to our rescue and told us there was plenty of water at 
Louth, just up the road. 

Louth is home to what could be the oldest operating petrol pump in Australia. The back 
of it is missing and for some reason it doesn’t show the total payable. You just tell the 
attendant how much you want to spend and he works out the litres. As he was doing that, 
he confirmed the advice we had been given earlier by the camping dudes but suggested 
another option. He told of a spot near Hume Creek, about 30km up the road, where the 
water is so clear you can see fish swimming 6 feet below the sparkling surface. We 
couldn’t get to this paradise  soon enough and hit the road like we were Bo and Luke 
Duke in The General Lee. 

The description of the water quality was not quite accurate. The visibility was more like 6 
inches than 6 feet and the majority of fish that we saw were carp gorging themselves in 
the mud near the banks. However the water had definitely taken on a greener tinge and 
the river looked a lot healthier. 

Bourke was to be the location of our 25th paddle but we arrived at 5:10pm to find the 
available accommodation booked out by the participants in a car rally. We could 
probably have found somewhere if we had tried a little harder, but all the signs seemed to 
be suggesting that we move on. The shops were closed and fortified with huge roller 
doors, the only food was at the servo and their “vegetarian” option contained a substance 
that looked suspiciously like chicken, and we couldn't even find an open pub! 

Further down the road, Brewarrina was also pretty much shut down for the night so we 
continued on to Walgett. By the end of what would have been a 420km day in the car, our 
tiredness started messing with our heads. At one stage we both thought we might be 
witnessing an alien spaceship, but it turned out just to be the headlights of an oncoming 
truck. 

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

Local knowledge 
Walgett – Day 26:  September 19  

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

Inside the club, he met an indigenous trio playing pool. One was Fast Eddie, who was 
handy with the stick and also the town’s star Rugby League Hooker. When it came to the 
surrounding rivers he was a font of knowledge and happy to fill in the blanks: “Just cross 
the bridge and turn right at the big tree - you can’t miss it.” Further, when Geoff ran 
through the plans for our Colly (Collarenebri) paddle, Eddie gave him the thumbs up. 

Fast Eddie’s directions to the Boat Ramp proved as sharp as his pool play. We paddled 
along the Namoi then the Barwon River. The river had loads of overhanging trees, which 
provided relief from the 30+ degree heat and strong sun. We didn’t see any cows, sheep, 
or kangaroos, though there was a large rusty-orange Goanna that slowly walked behind 
the shell of a burnt out tree as we got closer. For the first time this trip we saw flocks of 
black cockatoos. They were making more noise than teenage girls in the front row of a 
Justin Timberlake concert. 

We topped off a busy afternoon by driving 75 km north to Lightning Ridge, world 
famous for its black opals. The lady from Visitor Info was a whirlwind of energy and 
enthusiasm about the tours on offer, but she couldn’t win us over. We wanted our pre 
beer activities to be a lot less intense and were happy 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 people wearing Escapology shirts. Tre and 
Larry, Scott’s Mum and Dad, were there to start their own mini odyssey – “4 paddles in 4 
days”. 

The Barwon River at Colly is quite similar to the Barwon River at Walgett. Things could 
have seemed a little same-ish had it not been for our new companions. Their wide eyed 
appreciation of everything that the river had to offer rejuvenated us in a way that not even 
the artesian baths at Lightning Ridge had managed to do. 

Both Larry and Tre expressed surprise at our physical condition – “We thought you 
would have been much skinnier!” Although Geoff had joked to a reporter that the reason 
for us visiting pubs on each night was so we wouldn’t get too fit, we had been silently 
hoping to emerge from our odyssey looking ready to join the ‘Studs Afloat’ review. 
Realising that our future employment hopes had been dashed we all sat down for an old 
style milkshake, with lots of ice cream, at the Colly Takeaway. We also went to two pubs 
that night. Does anyone have the number for Jenny Craig? 

A family affair 
Moree – Day 28:  September 21  
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Larry and Tre were again with us for Day 28 of our journey “feeling even better than 
yesterday!” We were in Moree. Larry gave us a thumping kick start by serving up a huge 
breakfast featuring farm fresh Alstonville eggs that make the mouth water at the mere 
mention and leave the taste buds begging for more. 

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

Our two car, four person convoy moved east to Inverell. In the softening light the green 
landscape along the top of NSW was magical and the sky seemed to glow. Scott said 
whimsically “It’s like Michelangelo has painted the sky”. We looked at each and 
wondered – exactly where did Larry get the mushrooms we had for brekky? 

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

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

Picturesque Pindari 
Inverell – Day 29:  September 22  

Those mouth watering Alstonville eggs were in action again today, but this time it was 
Tre creating a breakfast of champions. Geoff almost did cartwheels around the room 
when he saw her produce huge plates of scrambled eggs made “just the way I like them!” 
Not one other person we had come across in the whole of NSW had managed to meet his 
seemingly simple requirements. 

After breakfast Larry got the map out, found the way to Pindari Dam, and then led us 
there. Who said that we didn’t want a support crew? They were giving us an armchair 
ride and we loved it! However, there was one sacrifice that we had to make. Tre had been 
tirelessly posting all of our blogs ever since “40 paddles” began but was unable to do so 
whilst she was on the road with us. We had to step up and post a few ourselves, so Scott 
had the Hands On Systems provided wireless modem working overtime. 

On the way into the dam, Scott voiced some concerns about the ability of the 2WD Ford 
Laser to make it out again but was put at ease by the air of calm displayed by the driver 
as she surveyed the rough terrain. It wasn’t until we got to the bottom that she said “If 
worst comes to worst, Scott can tow us out.” He decided 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 there was a serious amount of blue green 
algae but it is still an amazing place. The huge colourful boulders and other rocks that 
surround the water appear like they have not changed for thousands of years. You can 
easily picture indigenous people living happily in this area for a long time prior to the 
arrival of European settlers. 

Afterwards, we picked our way slowly back up the slope. In a particularly tricky section, 
the front wheels of the Laser began to spin and the car started to roll backwards. Our 
hearts were in our throats. It was the moment we had feared. Then, as if by magic, the 
little car appeared to grow Monster Truck wheels and climbed the remaining boulders 
with ease. When Tre winked at us afterwards it was clear that she knew something that 
we didn’t… 

Later that day, after a scheduled photo shoot for Heartfelt House, Larry & Tre kept their 
mini odyssey on track by joining us for a drink at the Royal Club Hotel. They have 
successfully completed 3 paddles and 3 pubs in 3 days. 

Grey Nomads 
Bingara – Day 30:  September 23  

Our next stop was Lake Copeton, south of Inverell. Although as we edged closer, 
darkening clouds were starting to give the team misgivings about the planned paddle. 
Thunderstorms had been forecast and things were looking bleak. Lakes are exposed and 
not good places to be if the weather turns. With this in mind we asked the lady at the park 
office if, in the spirit of charity, she would let us sneak a quick peek at the dam before 
deciding whether or not we would stay and therefore pay the entry fee. Her response took 
our breath away both for its speediness and finality. She would have none of it and 
simply kept repeating “$8 per car” over and over. Even the usually optimistic and 
persuasive Geoff gave up on trying to pry open her padlocked mind. 

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

We cruised around looking for a suitable starting place and found a cracker of a spot by 
the river where a large group of people had established a campsite. They owned pretty 
serious campervans. Some had converted buses! They were living the life. These self 
proclaimed “Grey Nomads” were really cool, gave us excellent information, and one 
even drove our car to the destination so we wouldn’t have to paddle back upstream. We 
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have been blown away by people’s generosity on this trip, and as has so often happened 
complete strangers have gone out of their way to help us. 

The river had a bit of flow in it that pushed us along nicely and we only had to do one 
portage. And to top everything off the grey clouds started to disappear. There was a ton 
of wildlife, such as eastern water dragons catching the sun on rocks and chunky carp that 
did a great job of making the muddy sections muddier. Scott showed what a natural he is 
at birdwatching, spotting many absolutely brilliant kingfishers. 

Willow trees grow by the banks in great numbers. They look graceful and are a lovely 
shade of green, but get too close to them on a flowing river and they can be deadly. Get 
caught in these “strainers” in fast water and you can get pinned to their root systems. We 
gave these smiling assassins a wide birth. 

Bring on Tamworth! We were fired up about seeing the Golden Guitar and heck, maybe 
even doing some line dancin’. Instead, a combination of impatience and tiredness led us 
to slam on the brakes at the first vacancy sign. The only 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 Golden Guitar, an interview and photo 
shoot was teed up with the Northern Daily Leader newspaper. This meant that more than 
the usual amount of time was required in front of the mirror but we still made our 9:30am 
appointment. Our modelling experience is somewhat limited, but we worked hard to help 
Chief Photographer Barry Smith get the “money shot”. There was some discussion about 
whether it was appropriate for Geoff to borrow one of Derek Zoolander’s trademark 
looks, but in the end it was felt that Derek probably wouldn’t notice, and “Blue Steel” got 
the nod ahead of “Magnum”. In typically unorthodox fashion, Scott brought out his 
“Oompah Loompah” look. 

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

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

Dinner was tough to find as “vegetarian” appears to be a dirty word in Scone. The 
question is not whether you want meat, but what you want with your meat. Luckily, we 
finally managed to find a Chinese place with a startlingly 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 miss it” café in Scone, the Escapology team 
moved on to nearby Glenbawn Dam. Along the way, Geoff at the wheel of the X-Trail 
didn’t miss a beat as he made light work of the water flowing over a causeway. 

In contrast to how we were received at Copeton this dam’s State Park officer was 
genuinely interested in our journey and very helpful. Deirdre definitely went the extra 
mile when she later gave Geoff some sugar so he could enjoy a cuppa on the road. 

Glenbawn overloaded our senses. Out on the water, the glassiness of the dam’s surface 
had the cameras working overtime. Memorable moments included a group of cows taking 
a dip in one of the bays, and a large hillside covered only with giant Blackboys, the 
iconic Aussie bush plant. We had never seen so many in one place. But there was 
something else that really slowed down our stroke rate… 

We kept hearing mysterious “plopping” sounds as we got to sections of mostly 
submerged dead trees. To discover the source, we deployed the stealth of a crack SAS 
team on night patrol. Eventually our covert operation paid off when eagle eyed Scott 
spotted tortoises dropping into the water from low overhanging branches. Geoff then saw 
a group of nine dive in with the grace and timing the world’s best synchronised divers 
would have found hard to surpass. Soon our tortoise count hit three figures! 

Getting from Glenbawn to Karuah should have been a relatively simple task and for a 
moment we were on the right path. Then Scott decided that now was a good time to start 
using the sun as a navigation tool, ignoring maps and the GPS which kept droning “turn 
around when possible”. Although getting lost did have a silver lining. We saw a rock-like 
object in the middle of the road and realised it was yet another tortoise. Before Scott 
knew what was happening, Geoff leapt out of the drivers seat and returned little Tommy 
to the relative safety of the nearby marshes. Steve Irwin would have been proud. 

Karuah represented a new phase of the trip as it was the first time we had been on the 
coast for two and a half weeks. We stayed at the Country Life Motel and were delighted 
to find it was owned by award winning country singer Trevor Day, a dude full of witty 
one liners. Geoff resolved to buy one of Trev’s “satisfaction guaranteed” CDs, keen to 
make up for what happened in Tamworth by taking home a slice of country. 

Team Greenwood 
Tea Gardens – Day 33:  September 26  

Day 33 saw another name added to the honour roll of ‘40 Paddles’ – Norman 
Greenwood. 

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

The conditions were perfect. We paddled out on “pure glass” with not a cloud in the sky, 
and on the way back both the wind and the tide were in our favour. Pelicans, Swans, 
Spoonbills, and Whistling Kites were all around, but unfortunately the Dolphins that are 
regularly seen in this area did not put on a show for us. 

Norm said that to prepare for the day he had been reading our blog. We knew this was 
true, and that he had good attention to detail, when he 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 for the night. We have stayed there before 
and knew that the cabins are superb. When we waved goodbye to Norm, we were already 
daydreaming about the massive beds and soft fluffy pillows. All we needed to do was 
take a short drive through the Myall Lakes National Park followed by a leisurely ride on 
the Bombah Point Ferry. It was great that we were going to arrive early and make the 
most of it. 

Tip for young players: The ferry closes at 6pm SHARP. If you don’t get to it by then you 
will have to backtrack and take the long way round, thereby forfeiting much of the time 
you could otherwise have spent in your luxurious abode. 

A brush with fame? 
Taree – Day 34:  September 27  

As Geoff drove across the Martin Bridge into Taree, his mind went back to 1987. Not 
because he was reminiscing about a time when it was cool to wear winkle pickers and 
Rick Astley ruled the airwaves. Rather, he was reflecting on his maiden drive to 
Queensland when his white Mazda 121 coupe (“not the bubble shape”) conked out and 
came to rest on this very bridge. Today’s experience was much more cheerful as the 
mighty X-Trail stormed into town. 

Earlier, Scott had casually mentioned that Paul Hogan would be greeting us at the end of 
the paddle. Geoff did a double take. Paul Hogan?! He couldn’t believe it. He knew local 
newspaper articles and regional radio interviews had created some interest. But it seemed 
incredible that this would stretch to an A-Lister like Hoges. This was taking the ripple 
effect to a whole new level! A million questions went through Geoff’s head. How had he 
found out about 40 Paddles? And why would he bother making the special effort to greet 
us? Would Strop dust the salt off his lifesaver’s cap and also be there? 

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

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

Taree made us feel right at home by arranging a Shindig at the nearby Exchange Hotel. It 
proved to be a lot different to it’s namesake on Sydney’s Oxford Street. There wasn’t a 
sequin or feather boa in sight. Beers were on Mayor Paul and fruit and cheese platters 
were laid out for the hungry paddlers. Their generous donations to Heartfelt House kept 
Geoff so busy with the receipt book that he barely got to eat a piece of cheese! 

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

A Motorcycle Diary 
Port Macquarie – Day 35:  September 28  

Scott didn’t sleep too well last night. There was something unsettling about the lady who 
checked us in. She looked at us like we were made of “slugs and snails, and puppy dogs 
tails” and it wouldn’t have come as a huge surprise if she turned out to be a priestess of 
black magic who planned on creating a couple of voodoo dolls to use on us. 

Rather than spend any more time lying wide-eyed and awake in bed, Scott decided to put 
time his time to better use. He turned himself into a mobile billboard by slipping on a 
Heartfelt House t-shirt and taking it for a run through the streets of Laurieton. He had 
heard that the beach was only one and half kilometres “that way” so he decided to see if 
his legs, which had seen bugger all action since the start of the trip, could carry him there. 
Twenty minutes later, he realised the information he had received was about as reliable as 
that on Iraq’s supposed weapons of mass destruction and turned back. 

This was the day we were to rendezvous with four motorcycle riders from Sydney, two of 
whom work with Geoff. When they heard we would be in Port Macquarie, they saw it as 
a great excuse to don the leathers and go for their maiden trip down the Oxley Highway. 
From the thrill a minute stories that they told us at breakfast, it was clear that they won’t 
need an excuse to take it on again. Geoff jumped on board one of their machines for a 
photo shoot and paused for a moment with a far away look in his eyes. Maybe his current 
reading of “Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance” had combined with the buzz 
amongst the boys to have him dreaming about his next odyssey? 

For now, there were six more paddles still to complete and the next was Limeburners 
Creek. It’s a fantastic spot for an extended paddle because it has different contrasting 
sections – an open river, oyster leases, a shallow lagoon, and a narrow mangrove lined 
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creek. We had also heard stories about a “magnificent lake with easy access to the beach 
for a swim in the cooling ocean”. This became a holy grail for us as we lifted our stroke 
rate to try and reach it. Fading light defeated us but we still got to enjoy the sun setting 
beautifully over the horizon as we completed our longest 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 driving time involved, we got back on track 
by having brekky on the fly. Geoff, designated driver for the day, made a committed 
effort to not spill either of his Egg McMuffins on the car’s interior. 

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

We dropped by Bellingen Canoe Adventures to say g-day to owners Jody and Daniel. 
They live and work in a stunning converted church overlooking the river. Thanks to their 
advice we were able to explore a number of creeks that we might otherwise have passed. 
One was a quiet spot full of mangroves and an incredible white lily just coming into 
flower. Another was stacked with even more lilies but didn’t have the same serene vibe 
due its proximity to the main road. As Scott said, “The cars don’t really add to the 
ambience”. 

The Bellinger River is a magnet for the usually shy eastern water dragons. Scott’s count 
nudged 30. Meanwhile, Geoff wondered if he was “going troppo” when he saw a foot 
long fish jump clean out of the river, pass right by his nose, and then land back in the 
water on the other side of his craft. 

Geoff had arranged for us to sleep at the flash Federal Hotel that night. It proved to be a 
cracking pub and the first we had come across with a local brew on tap. It was heaving, 
no doubt because it was school holidays and also due to it being “Schooner and Schnitzel 
Night”. Luckily that wasn’t the only thing on the menu. Daniel had pointed out earlier 
that a third of the people in Bellingen are vegetarians and his words rang in our ears as 
we demolished massive plates of vego tucker. 

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

Going through the photos that night Scott noticed something different about Geoff. 
“That’s my new crouching tiger look”, he explained. “I’m 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 of natural beauty, Red Rock will be just up 
your alley.” Our paddle on the Corindi River and Saltwater Creek would take us through 
the Yuraygir National Park and the Solitary Islands Marine Park, and we were really 
looking forward to getting there. The only disappointment 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 the opportunity to drop into a CD shop and 
supplement the soundtrack for our trip. Geoff has become accustomed to Scott’s listening 
tendencies sitting slightly outside the mainstream so he wasn’t at all surprised when the 
latest offering from “German-Austrian Sound Painter & Sound Designer” Pit 
Baumgartner was produced, nor that it turned out to be a gem. 

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

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

Our beds for the night were in nearby Woolgoolga, which is home to a surprisingly large 
number of Indians. There are also a couple of Sikh temples that can be seen easily from 
the highway as they stand out from the surrounding countryside like two city slickers in 
the Ironbark Inn. Our choice for dinner that night was easy – curry at Maharaja Tandoori. 

How Far?! 
Iluka – Day 38:  October 1  

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

Did we say “nearby Iluka”? When we asked a fisherman in a wide brimmed hat and oil 
stained shirt whether this was the best place to start, he replied in a broad Aussie drawl, 
“Sure… if you wanna take a day ‘n’ a half to get there. You’re better off startin’ from the 
bridge.” There was a moment’s pause as we processed his sage advice. We knew the Bill 
Weiley Bridge as it had been recommended earlier in the day by a bloke in Woombah 
and we had crossed it on the way into town. But it was 10km back which meant that the 
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Cheer Squad had no way of getting there. The thought of them having to return to Yamba 
without getting the chance to wave a single pom-pom was one that made our hearts sink. 

As it turned out, Min and family missed the ferry. This made our hearts sink again, but it 
did save us from trying to fit a day and half’s worth of paddling into a few hours. We 
grabbed the silver lining and drove out of town looking for the new start of our paddle on 
the river known to locals as the Esky, undoubtedly because of its ability to keep beers 
cold – just hang them over the side! 

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

That night we went to the Sedgers Reef Hotel. Firstly because Geoff liked the name, and 
also we were keen to give its bistro a burl as Pete from the Iluka Motel had given it a big 
rap. The walk to the pub took us out of the centre of town and into some dimly lit 
residential back streets. The first guy we asked said “Yes, it’s three blocks that way.” The 
second, “Yep, it’s just over there.” Still no sign. The feeling that we were the butt of a 
joke that the locals play on unsuspecting tourists started to rise. Then we saw a less than 
sober couple staggering out of the darkness. 

The bistro lived up to its reputation and we wolfed down some tasty vegie burgers. In the 
public bar, a darts comp was in full swing and looked to be occupying the attention of 
most patrons. Two lads were otherwise engaged - their eyes were glued to the dog races 
like they were seeing television for the first time and were hypnotised by its glow. 
Nothing could distract them, not even a staged set of Geoff’s warm down stretches. As 
we wanted to return to the very flash Iluka Motel before closing time we resolved not to 
look at the races ourselves, just in case… 

Before we left, we enquired about the unusual name of the hotel – Sedgers Reef. The 
publican told us that a family called the Sedgers used to own the pub and people come 
there to “get wrecked”. Whilst the mystery had been solved, we were left feeling a little 
disappointed that he hadn’t tried to make up a story about 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 would drive right past Scott's Mum and 
Dad's place in Alstonville on the way to our next paddle. What a great excuse to drop in 
for another super sized serving of their farm fresh eggs! Also, we needed to put our 
Escapology shirts through the Heavy Duty cycle in preparation for the grand finale the 



���������	�
��������	�

����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
����������	�
�������
 ���� 

33 

following day. It's no good having a Crouching Tiger look if you don't have a clean shirt 
to go with it. 

We arrived for breakfast at 9am, bang on schedule. Then things started to slide. For the 
rest of the day our itinerary was about as useful as a Sydney train timetable. 

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

 

The plan was to paddle at Clarrie Hall Dam at Uki - We ended up paddling on the 
Brunswick River. A large sign in bold lettering warned us that the gates to the dam would 
be locked at 5pm no matter what. Do not pass 'Go', do not collect $200. The idea of being 
trapped inside with the gang of "large as your hand" blowflies that had started to gather 
was not appealing, so we went for Plan B. On the plus side, we did end up cruising with 
dolphins under the most spectacular sunset of the trip. 

The plan was to stay in a 5 star palace in Byron - We ended up staying at a "thongs in the 
shower" backpacker hostel. There had been much talk of taking some time to celebrate in 
luxury. However, we hadn't walked the talk. When Byron Bay Accommodation was 
contacted early that morning, there were only two remaining options. Something for 
people with beer taste on a champagne budget, or a hostel. 

Fitting finale 
Ballina – Day 40:  October 3  

Our odyssey’s swan song was to be a lap around Ballina Island. Rawstornes were out in 
force as Scott’s brother Patrick and father Larry teamed up to join us. Seasoned pro Larry 
would slot in 4 paddles in 4 days after all. Also on board were family friends Tim and 
Wil, but the “making a memorable impression” award had to go to our good friend from 
Sydney, Kate Van Gorcom. Heads turned, eyes popped, and tongues wagged when she 
showed up with her extremely long and flashy “white as the snow” Mirage 22s! We 
hadn’t seen an entrance like that since Liz Hurley’s Versace dress. 

As the end drew near we spotted a bunch of tiny but familiar figures by the shoreline. 
When we got closer they morphed into Scott’s sister Min and her 4 kids, who were 
feverishly cheering and encouraging our every stroke to the finish line. The bummer of 
not seeing them in Iluka faded out of memory. 

As we made our way out of the water, Ballina’s Deputy Mayor Peter Moore and local 
member Don Page were on hand to greet us. Peter gave us both something for the pool 
room in the form of a huge aerial photo of Ballina. Heartfelt House had done a great job 
spreading the word around town, and 50+ people turned up to join us for a legendary 
sausage sizzle where the lucky raffle winners were announced. Then it was off to the 
nearby Shaws Bay Hotel to down a few cold ones by the water. 
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In 40 days we had explored memorable landscapes both sides of the Great Dividing 
Range, as well as great spots down the idyllic south coast of NSW. We had cut inland 
through cold and rugged but pristinely beautiful regions of the Snowys that required us to 
paddle in snowboarding gloves. On the Victorian border the scenery was greener and the 
weather warmer as alpine kit was quickly swapped for T-shirts. We then went west to 
where the Murray and Darling Rivers meet on the fringe of the desert, took on dusty dirt 
roads in the outback, and enjoyed the wide open spaces of central NSW. Our arrival in 
the upper Hunter signaled the start of our final stretch that ended here in the northern 
rivers. We felt happy and satisfied to have finished 40 paddles. Time to start planning the 
next adventure… 

Photographs 
Photographs from the trip are contained in the on line Escapology Photo Gallery. 

http://picasaweb.google.com/escaphotos 

 

 

 


