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Sept. 7, 201@ Overland Melbourne to Adelaide

We left Lezli a notet and an orange bill.For those of you unfamiliar

withAust r al i an c¢ ur Iitwasanlythe statiia whatsve $5 0 .

owed her for the crash space she had provided at Aus<ieaod at

Hanging Rock. n my note for she was still asleep, it being very eatly,
promisedthreatened full repayment once we were back in Amerioat

we went |l eaving fandom behind =& we thou

The cabbie downstairs in the Crowne Plaza sumbtise: he refused to take us to the train station. In the

past ten days we- d agconomadatingusesealy requessiéch is therganerbsityn s

and friendliness of the antipodédsut he t ol d us the ter mi akng. Anchs s o c
so, rolling our luggage behind us through the dam

Our vehicle this day was th@ver/angrunning from Melbourne to Adelaide. Rosy cracked that, as we

had chocolate in the shape of fedg our pockets souvenirs of worldcor we were regular Harry

Potters. We found our assigned seats in the clean biasiiconed car, greeted by a charming steward

(she d@ciagn®st ewardess ), Ni cky. As wsgnsc Quitheged of f
wi ndow, aBAULKaidn- ¢ heend:oor to the WC: ®Pl ease fl ush
suburbs we passed through, thinking of the terrific (and biadbated, in America) Aussie sitconkath

& Kim.

|l -ve alwayselevedwhyainé$. nappped, and awoke to bea
tiny in the distance, and between us, fields on which evsbgered and natstrolled with their prancing
lambs on the green, green grass and red, red dirt. Every timezksiaend there were severaprettier



scenery greeted me whenlawoké.he rains | -d so feared when cont en
done the country good.

Rosy enjoyed herself, too, stocking up on souvenpsns, cupholders, a keychain wéth emu insignia,

just as we passed a house with a live emu studying us from its front Wénde-winged birds rose in

sudden flight; white sheep glowed against the hills. Eventually the fields, greener than poajaables,

way to a magnificent expa@®f yellow flowers, canola Nicky told us on the intercom that its oil was an

$82 million industry here, and that when grown the flowers reached 2/3 of a metre in heightil is

good for one-s heart; the color was good for one-

Duringourt r i p, I found | -d acci dent atlsheyhoughtshebleshit away a
and was feeling foolish. | found it in the tradrhope the Aussies appreciated what | was doing for my
wi fe and didn-1t t hlaterkwhemf bedesroducadsaazaume obAsnerican tlodarst .
we hadn-t exchanged for Austr al ouamonesiaoked.e ncy , I wa

Thef | oods we-d seen in the news had taken their tol
be,and | wondered in horror if that was a drowned sheep | saw in a muddy ditch. But the towns we

passed seemed small buthigke everything else seen downunder, a little simpler but somefeaner

than their American counR&N¥p IOTT ERt WASr ¢l€ERIEUi lgd iam
wall notwithstanding.® That - s Mount Di fficult Lovedtheéname. di st ance,

The people we saw from our moving window were just folks, living life: a fellow walking his dog, a
pregnant woman beingreeted by other ladies, kids waviaghe mystery and communion of other lives.
But they seemed stappy | made a notedAustralia is the way people ought to be and ought to ([@é.
course, later on a kidroonedis.)

We passed over the Murray Brigldouilt in 1879, going through a famous zoological preserve, looking
foritsfamousgi r af f es and ®Ameri can bison. -facedsbhesp t rees act
shared pasturgoacewith black cows.Another strange sign appeared as we churnedjaldO NOT

TAMP TUNNEL. As sunset approached, the tracks ran into thick forest, and deep valleys, interrupted

here and there by funky housé&/e were warned to set our watches baakianhour.

It dawned on me thave were approaching Adelaidaed hacho place to stayvhen we got therel
bugged Nicky and the other train staff for help; our steward hit her cellphone and soon we had a room

bookedton Hi ndl ey Street. A coll egiate in a nearby
twerpit was al so about the only thing available ©o ai
AND, said Roman Orszanzki i t was the very hot el where Australd.
held. Ourthoughsthat we had left the worldcon behingre proven falseRoman, who had been at the

FanEd s - rfoteodysntet us at Adel aide-s pleasant train sta

as well. Worldcon wagorover; it simply rode aheaaf uson the train.

Roman cabbed with us downtown, describing Adidais we went. It sounds like amazingcity,

academic and creativend we regretted having but one night to spend there. Our hotel was indeed quite
nice, but we saw the train dweeb-s point; rat was
reason.



Closing our eyes to such sinful horrors, we checked into the hotel and walked with Roman down the

street to his favorite Lebanese restaurant, where we surrendered ourselves to his judgmeritrand let

order. As the halva and falafel and larname forward and some truly delicious hummus, reminding us

of that served at the Babylon Café in New Orleaso man t al ked of Australian p
point of view. A schoolmate dfulia Gillard,the female prime ministetrthe election hd resolved itself,

sorta, during worldcot: he spoke of a controversial uranium mine and the efforts of the radio station he

worked for to blockit. Ifound @ z a ns k i -S# arfd &framinamgethose | picked up at the con,

and like our dinner, it pu sharp and politically passionate mind on display. It was a pleasant evening,

and the fact that a friend of such a fella could rise to the pinnacle of Australian politics was, for me,

anot her feather in the country-s cap.

Sept. 8, 201& Aboard thdshan

We met Roman the next morning for breakfast, after checking-mgileand finding tht the argument

and outrage over the Fanzine Hugo still rdibn fictionmags.comAlice Springs our destination for

the next fewwas said to bevarm. 24 is warmi, st it?- Anyway, after watching another delightful
episode of The WotWotand f ami | i ar footage of a German girl s-
anthem (that match had played several times before), we wandered down the street to a famous pancake
establishment and there suppmddelicious and fatteningfard pr oud f an of my countr
| was happy to seBagwoocand Garfieldcomic strips on the walls.

Said Roman®he multicultural project that is Australia is going reasonably well I wish | fel!t
optimistic about the multtultural experiment that is America.

We visited a minimall to buy pens and mail postcards, and said farewell to Roman, who was off to fight

the good fight. My n dbeea wrong &dudh a tC OlNe END&S . 8 But | -
At the charming Keswick train statignh ow | - d wo r r i,when lalng itup backim di ng it
Shreveport) Rosy checked with a sweet | ady from T

Springs and informed our outback taf where we would be staying. Thank you, Maureen! We bought
up the gift shop; | added tiny pins of an Arab on camelback to my stash of stuff for the ladies at my office.
Arabs on camelback were appropriate, for such was the source of the nameeat than we were to

ride: theGhan.

These reservations had been the first | -d committ
Like |I say, | - ve afHamday seats welke a bargain. dhougly webwgre énscanced

in the last seats of the last car on the famous train, they were relatively comfy, and the upgrade to a

private cabin, when investigated, proved not to be worth it. The roomettes seemed claustrophobic and we
could only see out of one side of the train. Pregpd leave, | eyed a line of palm trees in the distance

and imagined they formed the silhouette of a canWk were underway.

And again, the green fields stretched seemingly to eternity, the canola yellow glowed likd gold ne v er
seen a color lik¢éhat in nature.

Slowly the land changed around usbandoned homesteads appeared here and there, the sign of old
droughts. No problem with drought this year. At Port Perry we passed tieldkyg smokestack of a
lead smelter, and by the side of thecks, as we paused, a gorgeous karrowanggpie to u lit and
pecked at the soil before taking flight again.



Mountains appeared aheddght sifted through the clouds onto cliff§he turf became more scrubby

and desertlike Aboard the trainl saw myfirst aborigine of the trip, wearing a Nike sweatshint

staring stonily out the windawStronglooking man; | wonderei he felt at ease As we pulled ito

Port Augustapasthouseghatseemed prefabricatetiread agraffito £t BUSH MECHANICALS,

apparently a gangjand a wiseacre teenager by the tracks dropped tromaoded s . That-s the
The entire car howled with gleét the station, where we tarried for a bit, some wffellow Red

Economy passengers tried to look intowirdows of the Gold Class cars, drfdund a plague honoring

®t he turning of the f i MMlithers Palt AlgistaPor t Augusta .

Moving again, we ate in the club car, noting the quick, pretty sunset on the hoFlz@huttes were

sihoetted in night-s deepest purple. We r78ent ed a p
Hangover. How charminglyAmerica asserts itself to the worlQutside all was darknes®osy

followed our progress on hePlod, bumneither there noru the window could we see atgwns... only

very infrequent headlightsl remembered myouthfulwonder at such isolate lightwhen my family

crossedhe Americandeserton old Route 66 An ocean and lifetimeaway, Istill found myself

wondeing, who were they? where had they come fromtrere were they going?

Sept.9, 2010+ The Alice

My notesaré ncoher ent . ®restl ess night sporadic sleep
this lastentry was not a referencetotheg st one St ate but to the train-s
day. Outside, in the dawning light, wildflowets he most | -d seen in ten year
It was so @& verdant! Someone t ol d jthaseerhimtén t he r e
years. As we passed the border between South Australia and the Northern Territory, | eyed the overcast
and worried we-d never see clear skies.

This would be a blow. There are a million reasons for an American to vigintimodesand the stars

are several thousand of thefi.h e yd¥fferant you see, wonderfully so, and you can see goodies in the
heavens unknown to the Northern Hemisphere. The MmgeIClouds, for instance, which have special

cooltt hey-r e act litaslof tre MikaWay; ®f¢he stidf pdome can see with their unaided

eye, only Andromeda is furér away. And there are the Southern constellatidhe Centaur and the

Southern Cross which| was anxious to gaze upon again. Especially the ldftdlr.e n we - d been
downunder in 2003 | -d | ooked at the Cendtheur bl azi
Southern Cross only to find later that | was wrong. | had personal reasons for wanting to look on the

Cross and know that | was looking @, and if clouds prevented it, one great reason for making this trip

was ruined.



THE GHAN




The turf became more desolate. We passed the Iron Man statue erected by railroad workers to celebrate
the millionth cross tie laid on the line, and rode over tmkdé-River Bridge. The Finke River seemed to
be little more than a giant mud flat, but the PA told us the Finke Gobi Fish liveg-taedenowhere else.

Lives in what [ wonder ed. Someone shouted that they-d s
brush and tr emdelepdlished off themavel $hd was iteading and returned to a freebie
anthology we-d been given at the con, and we yamm

show judge from New Jersey who raised terriersdauhshunds. Again | missed our yorkies, and
wondered how our lovely young housesitter Karen was faring.

The shadow of an eagle crossed the tracks.

Civilization, at long last, announced itself: a wrecked car by trackside, covered in graffiti. i@ur tra
stopped, awaiting the southbou&#ar 1t took an hour for it to make its way past. While we waited, the
intercom told us more about Alice Springs, the town we approached, and how it owed its very existence
to the Gharline. We chugged on in, passiag old drivein and+ no escaping thema K-Mart. And

then we were there.

gh
That night, Rosy told me shlevedA | i ce Spri ngs. @asomeiphalley f esedles sh
if you don-t get what she meant, a husbandly tran
time than last, when the beauty ofargtique downtown was so striking; now, only when we visited the
Hiltons- charming abode did we get past the gigan

human stratum under neat h. =*aNgtlrabin, dvo restauriaeninie nough o
mall and the sidewalk in front of a strip cltibo catch on to its qualities. And of course, trains are trains.
But Alice Springs is a towtt A Town Called Alicet and there, especially, we felt the Aussie character.

(Forinstance, justwitng about it | find myself whistling ®Am
ahead of myself.)

When we disembarked from tl@@amve found ourselves at the back of a long quewenderful wordt
waiting for theaaxisod arriveh €herte pay phore in the terminal was jammed (but

Il -m not complaining; when | hit the coin return s
palm). The stationmaster called us a private hire car, and he conveyed us to our hotel, quite ypice. Ros

I-Pad still had troubles connecting with the inteenshe despaired of getting her classwork finished.

Once unpacked, we sought lwunch, and | knew where
plans on SouthernFandomClassics, one ofthes t - s st al warts had practicall
BojanglesSaloonand Dining Roomwhich wast self-evidently+ world-famous. | mentioned this to the

front desk clerk and asked for a cahb. ®Why? he

So wewalkeatheretastroo we woul d take a dozen times or more
street a striated hillock rose. Down a ways a bridge crossed a dry river bed. Past a roundabout (a much
simpler, faster, and more efficient way to handle cross traffic thahgts, we thought) across some

gravel, between a small park and the Civic Centre (there was the library | also wanted to visit), and there
we wer e. Look it wup on Iine; you can see what-s



At first | thought Bojangles t hough it promised ®true territory t
decorated with artificial funk, old photos and framed newspapers on the walls, a model train choochooing
around the ceiling, an old typewriter in a glass caseetssigns on the wall (in the bathroom, a batfler

DANGER: REMOTE BOGGING). But we were there (chatting with a couple of California teemners

| that cute when | was their agé®) so we ordered. My opinion of

Bojangles did a strong 180.

Besthambr ger | - ve e Wartofitmayhavebeemthe [/ / F e.
outrécondimentst bean sprouts and a fried egg;/beMr.

Cholesterolt but | think it was the beefHorrible though it sounds to

say it, | swear it was so fresh that only hduwad passed sinéehad

beenmooing (Y/HHH! No wonder Rosy eschews red meat.)

Sated, we walked back to the hotel. Down in the riverlfedvaborigine guys laughed and passed a
bottle around. Above, | could actually see a bit of cleartskypiter and Orion familiar frorhome, but
indeed, there shorihe Centaur (not sure yet about the Southern Crd&s, we weresomeplaceall
right.

Sept.10 2010+ More of he Alice

We further explored that someplace the next day, wandering a block or two from the Civic €katre t
breakfast at a sidewalk catéeggs benedict, salmon for her, ham forsr@nd purchase gear four

outback excursion. This tour had been one of my projects back in Louisiana. Comparing the many
expeditions available, | had choséfayOutBack a hree day camping trip which promised glorious
views of the Southern sky, tglose exposure to wildlife, in short thea/Australia. It sounded just like

the experience Rosy wanted in 2003. Of course, | hedged my bets and asked for tents in addition to
deeping bags, anithereforefelt nice and secure, more the fool I.

We still had stuff to buy: water bottles, bug repellant and the likand found the lot at The Last Dingo,

a nifty outdoor sman- s s hmigedasterrifiad bbosstorefaatuting loaddob wn t h e
fine historical stuff (Rosy tiewihASA: thefamousfDisth her a b
andDVDs of rare Aussie flicks | nearly wept. The Chant of Jimmy Blacksmistnd My Brilliant Career

and Heat Wavdthe latte two starring Judy Davisyho can beat me to death any time she war8gce

DVDs from downunde onAmdritaentaehithdslyhad dotunm astde Qustraught|

bought a calendaf aboriginal arfor my supervisor back homeegarded wh wary sympathy and

solemn intelligencéy a baby girl in a strollerOutside, an aboriginal toddler bounced a balloon on her

knuckles.

My researches into Alice Springs halérted me to the Public Library, promising an impressive garden
and exhibit devied to Nevil Shute, the author 67 the BeacAand A Town CalledAlice = which dealt
with Alice Springs, of courseéWe accosted a lawn attendant to ask directions.

®Mer i c &@n\otfromFlendg ar e yoes? i n Weddy - s ¢ a stleisblokeWhy ? T
had heard about thgsychoticminister from the Sunshine State who was threatening tokmnansto

protestthe Muslim Community Center planned for Manhattan. Such idiocy bugged him to his heart. We
assured him t hat ouisibtnayehf? fl ltchiukedithere.Sawt pickedup by a Bhinde

gull. S a a d gonraki/ime ar eNoopad> u ? -Li bar ghty 2t h&r e, i ndicat.i
raight + uhh, rightbehind us.



What a marvelous people. I, on the other hand, wagjly Americant as | proved. Gathered in a
doorway by the library was a group of aborigirgsainting Ma ki ng ®genui ne aborigin

tourists, y-see. Said | to myself, that would ma
replied. Then | really blew it. hel d up s ome stiieaidey . ®No! they
I slunk away, chastened. f el t | i khese people. Insuletdie ehtireoheritageWhat a

stupidgringoasshole.And here | was taking my wife intbeoutbacko ver t he nethé t hree o
outback, and the Dreamtime.

Like I said, the guidebooks | -d read in planning
library and its Nevil Shute Memorial Garden. The library was pleasant enoughe I8liute garden was

just a tiny yard decorated with a tinier sundial and its exhibit was nothing more than a few first editions

and photos in a glass case. Not much, but enough to convince Rosy to get a4 dwar Like Alice

to read on our tour.

Wer an past t he 4t dheal sWa did-wsdratde wi\piokaperrore camping

stuff. It reminded me of Target in the U.S. (Target in Australia is a clothing store.) Our lunch was yet

another seafood pizz#g bellehad had her fill obuchback in Melbourne and decided she hated them.
Perhaps we-d have better |l uck with dinnezx; we sto
Overlanders Steakhousend made reservations for later.

Walking back tahe hotel, we found a mi-festival in progress in the park by the library. A band was set

up in the back of a Carnivéype float and kids gathered in Halloweers h c ost umes . The ab
seen before wandered through the crowd, selling their artwork;
now | got it. | wondered what was being celebratdshck at the
hotel, |1 did | aundry, readipng on in the James Her
bought -way back in Woodend,|

The night came on, and we took our walk across the river again.
It was relatively clear. A Cheshire Cat moonl dupiter+ or
was it Venusz shared sky space with the Centalnto the
Overl anders we went. Out back dacor: saddles, =ro
cricket memorabilia, movie posteti&e that forA Town Like
Alice. The waitress gave us laatsguare of particlie boar
+ and placed a tiny American flag on our table. It looked so alien
after almost two weeks abroad. We saw flags from Canada and
southern Aussie state§he blonde couple on the other side got a
blue pennant with a white cross: Norway. The |atid next to
us got a French tricolor; a lady translated the menu for the
tourists gathered theré®n the menu, all kinds of goodies,
including Kangaroo Mignon, Crocodile Mignon, Camel Mignon,
EmuMignon. Wel. Rosy had a chicken|di sh; I had Sur|f-n-Tul

Thepurposeo f t he waffl e boards soon became evident. A
our feet and to take the boards in harf®osy demurred.) A waiter commanded all to wiggle them in

time to the recordinigandgart odA@eendous bappy tirnepsuB®Ti e Me
that was nothing. The waiteranted his customers ttrrice Or rather, tohog like kangaroos, while



anaher recordingplayed |  d i ehae+ neithat did Rosy but plenty did. Ourwaiter said thaevery
child in Australia knewthe solg® Among t he Gum Trees .

I've been around the world
A couple of times or maybe more
I've seen the sights, I've had delights
On every foreign shore
But when my mates all ask me
The place that | adore
| tell them right  away

Give me a home among the gumtrees
With lots of plum trees
A sheep ortwo, ak -kangaroo
A clothesline out the back
Verandah out the front
And an old rocking chair

You can see me in the kitchen
Cooking up a roast
Or Vegemite on toast
Justyou and me,a cuppa tea
And later on, we'll settle down
And go out on the porch
And watch the possums play

There's a Safeways up the corner
And a Woolies down the street
And a brand new place they've opened up
Where they regulate the heat
But I'd trade them all tomorr ow
For a little bush retreat
Where the kookaburras call

Some people like their houses
With fences all around
Others live in mansions

And some beneath the ground

But me | like the bush you know
With rabbits running round
And a pumpkin vine out the back

Give me a home among the gumtrees
With lots of plum trees
A sheep ortwo, ak -kangaroo
A clothesline out the back
Verandah out the front
And an old rocking chair

The food, whert showed, wascrumptious b u t somehow unnecessaryl
of the Year.

Thi



On our way back an aborigine man approached me. | had seen him before, wandering through the people

gathered for the little festival, selling little paintinigs he same |1 6d seen his peopl
doorway. Here was a way to makeends.Per haps win back the karma 1|06d
Dreamtime.He hel d up a pretty abstract, 7 bdlgdv&l, canva
him ten dollarsfiFifteen dollars) he said.fiYou told me terd He shruggedltoakmy t ur ned
painting.

Sept.11, 2010+ Into the Outback

6AM. Wewaited in the chill Orion high in the zenithp the song of the butcher biréxcept for small
carrying bags, our luggage was stoiredn anteroonbehind the hotel desk. Our budlpd up, a small
20-person vehicle, trailer in tow. Adam got out.

Our guide withwayOutBackwasa young mamf 30, very muscular, his hair in dreadlocks, frignd
open, helpful, and patiettthe essence of Australia. Little did the poor schnook kifiaivhe was
meeting the biggest pain in the butt he would ever have as a cBdissfully unaware, he pitched our
bags into his trailer and had us join the others in the-migi

®The others r a n g drdm college &ids &0 Germawourists andanEnglish couplet the wife laugled

like a brayng marex of middle ageo folks evenolderthanus (The collegiates seemed to be
backpackers, a breed common to Australia. Haven-
Amer i ca; t hetarrested pnd wdtegbbardgd ag possible Al Qaeda or Demp&aty, and |

crammed ourselves into the ssjoy seats and we were off into the Outback, grded of late by the

heaviest rainfall the Northern Territory had seen in the last ten years.

Adam played Aussie versions of American musigstead ocompeting with®f i ddl es i n t heir
Went Down to Geor gdualledonti®didgeridoo hhds 6t hed @ dBaskinbi t © o
Mel bourne we-d watched ammitétiansobonecof ocrs phe Gldse@omlaw o b v i o u
& Order SVUor somesuch, and ib/d. Ther e- s ctthé recent fickdwmal Ainddom
was powerful stuff- and music, too. Adam was better atfien he playedriginal Aussie material.

Rosy soon dicovered that she had left her camera in her luggage back at the hotel. The thought of having
to borrow mine really hurt her day, so | hoped we
to our first stop, a camel farm on the Stuart Highwasue to its appellation, this place featured camels

for riding = ugly beasts an emu, tall as a man, wandering about, and a tame dingo named Azaria (after

the baby in4 Cry in the Dark;, sitting quietly in the irorreddened dirt This gentle little guy @as a true

dingo, we were told; yooouldtell by hiswhite paws and the white tip on his taithey had kangaroos

in pens; onearrieda joey, its hooves sticking out of her pouch.

But they had a cameras. Nor were any for sale at our next, stagdtle station near Mount Ebenezer.
But they didoffer agood rangef aboriginal artt including the mousepad which provides the cover to
the first half of this report.

Wedr ove on, p a s sderwepiTrt enee faatmoas smeRdJt i n g Thefwvholetree deser
seemed bedecked witlolorful cloth. While we drove Adam regaled us with the history of the land we

crossed. Our guide mentioned the feral cats and donkeys we might see. A hugeséeori¢he horizon

many miles away butit wasnat our destination. Instead it was Mount Conndngere, said Adam,



aborigines believe the ice devil Attila sat dowthus its Ushape, mimicking the shape of a seated man,
seen from above.

After a while Adam swung the bus off the road and into the phishpurpose the gathering of firewood.

We were enlisted to help. While others hauled lengths of dried acacia back to the bus, | fetched as many
discarded cans as | could firdbome dark with ancient rust. The fiesweareazing t hey br eed- em
size down there.Underway once more, we had not gone tod&iorea remarkable sight appeared on

the horizon.Tosomeitsuggst s Homer Si mp dthinkthey used it ds sucheoh thee , and
show: Kata Tjuta, ®Many aueaaddseligionta thenativeepeopls.acr ed pl

Adam first took us to our campsite, a patch of red dirt in a compound of patches of red dirt surrounding a
low central building, a combination latrine and shower facility. He dumped our firewood and
immediately @t us back underway. It was almost lunchtime. We pulled up abrddkitraf

This was the reason we had come to Australia, to see Ayers Rock, the humongous red boulder in the
center of the desert. While Adam set up sandwich materials and we madecbymia posed and
photographed against the distaahdstonenountain. Which was scarred, gouged, petlarked, stream
etched. Through binoculars we could see 1sited figures scampering atop it. Thé&42foot sides
seemed sheer; | wondered how tigey up there.

Il -d already decidbktesgolitical tcorrectimesdjutatie abortgihat edict agaihst

climbing Uluruwent far beyondP . Cusualdrivial stricturesFor onething, theyaskyou not to tromp

over their sacred mountaingt command yowand unlike American political correctnebir request

isn-t enf or cramdecdliggcamformissy i rasgected theiationale that this enormous

thinghad historical, religious, and racial significapaed recognizethattre i r r equest wasn-t
temperamental whi m. A nmpuidavgtchasthe suncsiebkddihroughthe it . B
cloudsandlight swept sinuously oved | u rrugged sandstondt was, in an inadequate word,

awesome. And it got better.

Up dose, Uluru is a great looming presence, like a cathedral erected to the greater glory of God. Can you
blame the natives for seeing this blasted behemoth as a cathedral in plack@re, according to the

myths of the Anangu, the great creative spoftdlature and the Dreamtime met and brought forth the

world. A greathollowhewn fr om Ul uru-s sandstone side | ooked
was the pouch of an immortal wallaby; the waterfalls from the enormousiciitfsve in this

surprisingly wet seasanfell into a pretty pool, to us a beautiful spot of natural splendor, but to them a

sacred site of manhood, Kantju. (A goldsyed blackbird lit on a branch near us and regarded us in

solemn silence.)



High on the rockve sawarugged patch of what looks like a brain, to us; to them another animal from the
Dreamtime, its eggs preserved as boulders higher than a dozen men. Angles, perspectives, details,
striati oewrywhereybuaurnsUlur changes its facée Tock @intings within the caves
preserved by applications ofwedearnepha®6f ato t®é abor
goodz for reasons lost in the weave of myths that surround Uluru and make it the heart of the outback,

the desert, the continenhet race.It was a wonder, andalking abouits base marked one of the great
privilegesofife. | - m sure you-d feel the same.

Unless, of course, you aam enlighteneavesternerwho see the Dreamtiméogically, as the

superstious fableof sava@s, a story created to explain existence by those unversed in the physics and
geology in which we investurfaith, a faith that must be true because no other explanation can be tested
and triedarational beingdof Todaywho knowsthat the stories of Uluru are properly viewed vétiperior
toleranceand perhaps the slightest edge of mockery from weladioon Uluru andsee nothing bu big

red rock.

gh
From the sublime to the utterly ridiculous. So went September 11, 2010.

While we wandered about the base of Ulttrandone or two of us assayed the chguided trek to its

summitx Adam, our noble guide, prepped dinreehugekangarocsteakby his side (Oh God) said to

myself,we - r e e at i n)Asthe dvéreaadt was mavingdn, our group opted for an earhjiraye
andreturnedd t he campsit e, wher e, using the firewood we
He also handed out ti@®w a g s sleepingbags and put together the puptents for the two spoiled

Americans among his chargefosy and myselfA word about those tents. One was perfect, a

handsome little canvas edifice in which one could feel secure against the eleméhéstarydhopping

mice that bounded and abounded in the.afid® other wasvisted, whipped, spastic, defective. Guess

which of us got which?

Still, everything was pleasant enough. It began to drizzle but we were safe underneath & shelter

everyone seemed to be writing in journals, and who could blame them on suchandafe kangaroo

stew Adam cooked over thediwas very tasty. Rogtesome veggie concoction. During a lull in the

rain we trooped over to a viewing platform, but the overcast brought a fog with it, and we could see little.
Adam urged an early night; gi v damseeadhesunhesaagainstor ni ng,
Uluru.

Into our tents we went. | zipped my pitiable little protection closed, opened the sleeping bag onto the

swag, and struggled into the same. If you were wondering about Mib the panda, he was safe within the
metaldrinks haker | -d been given as a Hugo | oser. He,
tiny pillow, cocooned in canvas, | slept. For a while. Sort of.

It began to rairseriously The Germans and other stalwarts who were sleeping in the opsouistan
anticipation of all those great stars they-d gaze
Rosy snoozed peacefully, the downpour a soothing rhapsody against the material swathing her swag. Me,

| touched the walls of my tent, adiscovered: water. Rain was oozing through the tentpole hole. |

packed everything into my carryon, curled onto the swag, and tried to avoid the puddle developing about

it or to roll against the chill cloth an inch from my bodslept. Some.



Sept.12 2010+ Blup, Blup

®- Ow you doin- in there? The vmsiteeentcoaftitwashr ough
Adam. The timewasaround six. Obviously, we were blowing off th&uru sunrise ceremonyUluru
was there that morning, btite sunwas not

®Wet ! | told hi m.o Kby the laddetchel mentttat wii€h | wels masthin
need of: an empty bottles Nu f f s ai d.

It was still pouring rain. | struggled to dresihin the soggy confines of my tent, tryingkeep dry what

was | east soaked. I't wasn-t much. zcarefullyavoidnged i nt
the snoozers still abedand watched poor Adam trying to get a fitarted in the rainHe finally got one
going by holding somehse e t me t a | over the kindling. Ruefully |

still slept within, peaceful and dry. Mine looked like it had been thrdwaghKatrinaand the Haitian
earthquake Past them ran a rivulet of rainwater; it had been @mgat night.

Nevertheless, Adam maintained a cheery attitddsu had to love him; this guy was a true outdoorsman.

®My happy place, he told me, ®i s sitting around
Jack London storyo him about a Ist pioneer making a firel. retired to the bus Adam had slept
underneathitand watched the | ight atop his minHer-s cap
awoke Rosy. ®Lovely day!  he pronounced.

(Someone reported that the weather reportiferregion read thunderstorms all day toéléyt sunshine
tomorrow!)

I was glad Rosy had a decent night-s sleep and wa
our increasingly filthy bus and take off for our next stop than she discovevdwrdisaster. She

coul dn - i-Pod. iHaidPadvas safe back in Alice Springs, but her handheld gizmo was nowhere

to be found. Eventually she did find it, underneath herbustseat a quar ter i nch of mu
work.

We drove tKataTjuta which | was very anxious to sedout when we arrived, the massive boulders,

which stand like a fortress mostdaywsa s al most compl etely hidden by fo
sees those postcard viewsthays aw it | i ke t hiSwell. Wetroapédait tn eseé thed d a m.
stones up closeand the cold rains came in earnest.

| discovered that mwindbreakee: windcheateto the Aussies was hardly adequate to the day. |

rapidly becameripping wet. Worse, sdid Rosy. The sight d& belle dragging along behind everyone

else, soggy andvzbul was too much. | got the key to the bus from Adamsimached backo the bus.
Ilwrote in my notebook, ®Everythi ntgwahtedoanee ibki svet .
Not tha, onsucha day, there wasiuchto see.

Clearly we had been totally unprepared for this eventuality. Who expects a wet desert? Now the
Germansanthec ol | ege brats were out there enjoying a pl
+ and we wer@renched. For two hours Rosy and | sat and dripped and read.tridsgpeatedly to

start her4iPod, figuring that turning it on might help it dry out. Sadistically, | hoped for more rain.
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Every site on Uluru contained a
different legend. The richness an
mystery of Australian aboriginal
culture were never so clear. Letft,
guide Adam preps dinnersee the
kangaroo steak?




