Day three – 11/7/11 – today really feels like we have begun our adventure.  We are finally away from Brisbane, and have said our farewells to the family.  We had a lovely weekend with the grandies, Joe and his friend Hailey and her children at Landsborough.  They made me feel very special on my birthday on Saturday with gifts of soap, a key ring and a book and a scrumptious cake make by Hailey.  To top it off, I had a special date with Piper, my eldest grand-daughter – we went to Cirque du Soleil – John graciously gave up his seat for her, she was in awe of the trapeze artists – and slept all the way back from Boondall to Landsborough
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Our first “free camp” was on Friday 8th July  - our last day at work.  We drove up to Brisbane from Lionel’s property in Jimboomba and “camped up” in Exhibition Hall 2.  That is one that is not noted in the latest CAMPS book.  Mind you, I missed the sunrise and it was way too hot and security saw us out by about 7.00 am.
So, here we are at Rainbow Waters Caravan Park at Carlo Point, watching the sun set over the bay… yes it does set over the bay even on the east coast of Australia.
Day four – 12/7/11 – The whole things still seems a little surreal – while I am not thinking of work, I still have not got it in my head that I am not going back.  No, that is not quite what I mean… just seems like a holiday.  We talked about this, and acknowledged that our last “holiday” was to the Flinders Ranges, three Christmas’s ago, so it is important that we have this “holiday” before we actually start our working /travelling adventure
We drove into Rainbow Beach this morning and found a hairdresser who gave me a good short (extremely short) cut.  I no longer look feral, but may need a beanie as the nights are cool (apparently Gympie, just up the road a bit, went down to zero this morning, but here on the coast, it has been mild.)
We visited Inskip Point on our way back to camp.  The water was a beautiful sparkling blue, the channels well defined by a deeper shade.  John and I walked for a couple of kilometres, Brodie ran, swam, ran back, swam some more, sometimes catching a gentle wave back into the beach.  He had a ball, and guaranteed us a quiet afternoon, as he slept off the effects of the day.
We saw our first dingo, trotting along the road from one of the bush camps along the beach front.  It appears it had a leg of lamb or similar in its mouth – the spoils of someone’s camp site?
Day five – 13/7/11- started with a Dolphin Ferry Cruise around to Tin Can Bay at 7.00 am.  The dolphins have been coming into Tin Can Bay since the mid 1950’s when one beached it self.  The locals nursed it back to health and helped it go back into the wild.  Ever since then, family members of the beached dolphin have been coming in to visit.  The ones we saw – Mystique & Amber are third generation to the [image: image4.jpg]


families from the 50’s.  

There were a lot of children lined up to help feed, we decided better them stand in the cold water up to their knees than us, and were quite happy to sit back in the café having a huge plate of scrambled eggs, while we waited for the feeding to start.
I had said to John that the ferry felt like one of the ones we used to catch over to Coochie Mudlo Island years ago.  On the way back to Carlo Point, I noticed a photograph on the wall – a picture of the ferry with a group seated in front of it.  On reading the caption, I discovered the ferry was in fact one of the old Coochie Ferries, the photo taken in 1973 with the entire population of the island.
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Later in the day, we went back to Rainbow Beach for a walk towards the coloured sands – past the Mudlo Rocks and saw the Sand Blow, a huge sand dune that is ever increasingly devouring the trees and vegetation.  Our timing was not great, the tide on its way back in, and we had to get back past the rocks before the tide peaked, so the walk was not a long one.

Day seven – 15/7/11  We are now at Poona Point, and have not been able to watch the sun rise or set as it has been overcast and cold since we arrived yesterday.

The drive from Rainbow Beach to Poona is only about 70k, I took the wheel and drove all the way.  Still feeling a bit nervous about towing Dunmowin, but as long as I sat on 80 and stayed in 4th gear, all went well.  Probably the scariest part was down hill, about to cross a narrow bridge, knowing that a semi trailer was coming the other way, and that we would probably meet on the bridge.  I braked the truck, John manually braked the van, and all was good.  

Our Navi decided to send up to Poona National Park, so we floated past the turn off to Poona, and ended up having to do a turn around – not an easy feat for me, but again, with John talking me through it, I managed – something I would not be able to do on my own.

The local are trying their best here to bring in the Grey Nomads – every night, there is something happening – last night was Pizza Night at the Café across the road, tonight is a Country & Western night in the local hall, and every night a couple called Rocket and Alli entertain in the BBQ area of the park.  They are not very good, and even Brodie does not like them – but at least it gives the GNs something to do.

Apart from the local entertainment, there is not a lot to do in Poona – unless you have a boat – which we don’t, and the tides have not been suitable for fishing, so we have done lots of walking, and “pottering” around the van.  I am still sorting files, discarding paperwork, and sorting out things on my laptop.  John keeps busy by re-arranging things in the truck and the storage wells of the van.

Day 8 – 16/7/11 – RAINED ALL DAY
Day 9 – 17/7/11 -  Last night joined the other grey nomads at the Rocket & Allie show.  Actually they are not as bad as they sound – if that makes sense.  They have only been entertaining for around two years, and are self taught on guitars and banjo, so when you take that into consideration, along with their aussie & irish jokes, a fairly enjoyable evening – as long as we locked Brodie up in the van.
Today, we drove further north to Woodgate, and have finally camped near open ocean  - even if somewhat protected by Fraser Island.  Brodie is delighted with the long sandy beaches, but somewhat unsure about the “lumpy” water.  Tomorrow, we are going to try the fishing for the first time – we have been told the whiting are running, so might stand a chance of catching something.
Day 10 – 18/7/11  If it was not for this diary, I am sure we would lose track of the days – apparently yesterday was Sunday.  Today I finally feel as if I am winding down.  
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After a light breakfast (yes we now have time to sit down to breakfast together) we went down to the beach to try some fishing.  There were about 20 boats out beyond the gentle waves netting for banana prawns, but we had to be content with hand fishing.  Had been told the whiting were responding to prawns, so bought some bait  - prawns – which the whiting loved, they ate them straight off the hook.   
There was another couple – Geoff and Joy (amongst many others) who were bringing in the fish – they were using live yabbies –we did not have access to a yabby pump.  Found out since, they are also travelling in a Kedron.

We had (home cooked) corned beef sandwiches for lunch.
As I said earlier in today’s post, I finally feel as if I am winding down.  After our lunch, we basked in the sun outside the van, and we both dosed, whilst listening to the sounds of caravan park dwelling, someone tapping in some pegs, birds calling each other in the trees, someone tapping in some pegs, sounds of some ones else’s music playing, the surf pounding on the beach, someone tapping in some pegs – what is going on? Who is tapping in pegs?  A van across the way from us is pegging in his ground sheet and has placed pegs in every hole!  This is the biggest issue I have had all day – told you I was winding down.
Later in the afternoon, we went for wander along the foreshore, a beautiful walk – couple of kms in each direction.  It is a shame we cannot go into Woodgate National Park, but as long as we have access to the sort of walks we did today, it is not an issue.   We embarked on this trip knowing that Brodie would always have “right of way” – so if we can’t go into a NP, we just can’t do it.

Made a yummy chicken curry for dinner tonight, with left overs from a roast chicken we baked in our Weber Q a few days ago.
Day 12 – 20/7/11 Yesterday afternoon, while I baked a cake (I now have the time to bake) John and Brodie went for a run/bike ride along the beach.  
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Apparently Brodie ran and ran, leaving John far behind, thus guaranteeing him a quite and early night in bed.

There were quite a few travellers in the park who are playing lawn bowls in a tournament this week.  I think John has almost been convinced that this is what we must do. (not play in tournament, but learn how to play bowls)  I have made him promise that I don’t have to wear those white uniform and hospital type shoes.
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Today, we left Woodgate, and travelled the huge distance of 70km to Bargara, on the coast east of Bundaberg.  Another pretty village on the coast, and we are fortunate to have total absolute ocean view from our van.  Shame about the rocks!
Tomorrow we have to go back into Bundaberg to do some banking, shopping etc, so I fear we will not be to “test the waters” with our new fishing gear that John bought today at the local BCF.

Day 15 – 24/7/11 – Having so much fun that I forgot to write up anything about Bargara.  The camp grounds there were very social, however the park managers just kept squeezing in more and more caravans, motor homes, and a huge American 5thWheeler.

John tried his new fishing gear off the rocks, but the fish won’t cooperate and refuse to be caught.  We drove up and down the coast line in the area – Elliot Heads to Burnett Heads.  Very pretty area, lovely homes with absolute ocean frontage.

The night before we left, I received a private message on the Grey Nomads Forum, from fellow GNs who live in Bargara, so we rang them – Paul and Karen AKA “Stevo” -  and joined them for morning tea before we set off from the area – they live only 13 houses along from the caravan park, and could see us from their front garden.  It was great to meet some more forum members.

Day 17 – 26/7/11  We spent the last three nights at Agnes Water – a beautiful campsite right on the ocean, with a small surfing beach facing north.  Our site was facing the ocean, (mind you we paid an extra $10 per night for the privilege) with nothing between us and the beach.  [image: image13.jpg]


Our first night there, being a Saturday, we decided to go into Town of 1770 for dinner at “The Tree”.  We were only there about 5 minutes when a lady passed us – John said, ‘I know you, your surname is Lazarus.’  He was right, her name was (still is) Maree Lazarus, John worked with her at Byron Bay Primary School about 30 years ago.  Maree and her husband Wayne (ex league player) now own the 1770 beach hotel / restaurant (The Tree).  

I wanted fish, so ordered garlic prawns for entrée and mackerel for main – have not had mackerel since dad used to fish for them on the reef off Noosa when I was  a little takka -  I was not disappointed.  John had chilli calamari, followed by pork belly, something he had been wanting to try every since we started watching Masterchef – and though it was nice, he said he probably won’t order again.  We finished up with Afagato and desert. No, we did not get any discount on our dinner for knowing the owners..  It was a fun night out, we were collected from the caravan park by a courtesy bus, and returned on same.
My son Joe and his friend Hailey and her children visited us on their way back from Gladstone which was a pleasant interlude to our stay at Agnes.  The children played in the rock pools while we caught up the travels of the past two weeks.  It will probably the last time I spend time with Joe for a while.
We have done lots of walking on the beach, which is 6k long.  Brodie is still not sure about the surf, but all the same, he had a ball.  

On our last night, we drove into 1770 for sunset.
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Today, we have driven about 170km further north to our first “free camp” – right beside the Calliope River.  
As I write, I have a roast in the Weber, and veggies in the oven.
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For the record, the beautiful flowers I was given as part of my farewell gift, ride in either the kitchen or bathroom sink, and sit on our outdoor table when we are camped up.  Now, almost three weeks old, they are still looking beautiful.  
Also, when in Bundaberg, I found a Zello’s shop, and bought myself a Jag leather handbag and matching wallet, with “part” of my Westfield’s gift t voucher (found a really good special)  Will probably wait until around Rubyvale, and maybe look at some sapphire jewellery to spend the rest on..
Day 18 – 27/7/11 – above the area where we camped is the Calliope Historical Village.  We decided this morning to leave Brodie (The roadie) at the van, and wander through the village.  Most of the buildings were moved to the property from out lying areas, probably the most interesting one was a slab hut, built by a gold miner over 100 years ago, and has still survived the ravages of time (and termites).  The building was donated to the museum by the 4th generation daughter – still bearing the same family name.
Day 19 – 28/7/11 – We heard from Birdsville yesterday with confirmation of our start date, and as we still have a month to “kill” before being there, we decided to head into Mount Morgan for a couple of days.  We passed through Mount Morgan a few years ago, and heard about the mine tour they operate, however it was closed due to bad weather at that stage, so thought we would take the opportunity this time.

We are gradually driving further away from the coast, Mount Morgan being the grand distance of 80 kilometres from the coast (Keppel Sands), with Rockhampton being about mid way.

Day 20 – 29/7/11 We managed to get a site at the Mount Morgan Caravan Park, and a tour of the mine today.  The little bus picked us up at the caravan park, and after collecting a few more “in town” we set out on our tour.  
First they gave us a historical tour of the town, which started in the gold rush in 1882 and over time, the mine has produced 225,000kg of gold, 50,000kg of silver and 360,000 tonnes of copper.  The mine ceased operating in 1980s

They pointed out the railway museum, which houses information about the rack rail with the Swiss carriages that used to run from Rockhampton to Mt Morgan until the 1950’s when it was replaced and then finally closed  when the mines closed down.
We gradually drove up towards the mine site, which is now “defunct”, however there is still a government presence in the restoration for the area following the open cut mines, and Queensland’s most polluted river, the Dee River.  We were unable to leave the bus (due to pollutants) until we reached the admin buildings, where there was a very interesting mine museum. [image: image3.jpg]



The final part of the tour was to the old fireclay caverns dug by hand over 100 years ago, where there is home to over 300 early Jurassic dinosaur footprints.  I doubt it we had been there on our own (if we had been able to) we would have known what to look for, however our informative guide Heike, was able to point our countless sites of 100 million year old Jurassic presence.  
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The footprints are actually in the roof of the caverns.  
It was a very enjoyable morning, one of the most interesting “museum” days we have ever had.  This afternoon, we wandered around the old cemetery. 
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The owner of this caravan park here in Mount Morgan is heavily “into” old motor cycles (amongst other collectables), and has a huge collection which John was keen to go and view.  He had old Harleys and Indians – to name a few.  This Harley is his latest addition, picked up recently from Gympie

 Tomorrow we set off “west” and will be free camping as much as we are able.
I can’t believe we are only 655 km north of Brisbane…but have travelled 1,676 km since leaving home.
So, here we are, our first month on the road, and feeling totally comfortable in our new life.  We still have feelings that this is still not real, but we are about to embark our new life style, free camping and …the occasional bit of work ,,,
