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…a parallel universe where life was at once recognizably similar  
but entirely different. Bill Bryson, In a Sunburned Country 

 
Part One:  Tucson to Sydney. 
 
Day One and Two and Three.  My husband (Ted) and I left Tucson at 5:30 Thursday 
night, arriving in Sydney, Australia, on Saturday morning at about 6.  It was a very long 
Qantas flight out of Los Angeles and, sometime during the night, we lost Friday, which 
happened to be my brother’s birthday.  Before we’d left Arizona, I told him that our going 
over the International Date Line meant he’d never have to age, at least this year.  I don’t 
think he bought it. 
 
Things had changed since the last time we’d flown to Australia.  For a start, the bug 
police no longer felt they needed to come through the aircraft and spray us before we 
could disembark.  Officials were, however, extraordinarily picky about bringing in food of 
any sort, including packaged snacks we were given on the plane. 
 
With no food, but with all our luggage (hurrah!), we arrived at our hotel about 8 a.m., 
grateful that the driver was used to driving on the left-hand side of the road and that we 
didn’t have to attempt it on the few hours of sleep we’d had on the plane.  We were 
pleasantly surprised to find our hotel room ready for us.  Determined to try to adjust to 
the time difference (about 18 hours), we decided not to nap but simply unpacked, 
showered and, with clean clothes and clean teeth, headed out to walk to the Sydney 
Aquarium. 
 
Our hotel was nicely situated for walking around the oldest part of Sydney, called “The 
Rocks” for the sandstone it was built on and the buildings built from it.  The street 
names are an intriguing mix of British (e.g., Kent) and Aboriginal (e.g., Coogee), and we 
found it relatively easy to get around, with the help of a nice map (yes, the paper kind) 
and the kindness of strangers.  Sydney is a tourist destination from all over, though, and 
confusion reigned as to what side of the sidewalk to walk on.  I guess it’s logical that we 
tend to walk on the same side we drive on, but that meant that locals walked on the left, 
while most foreigners walked on the right.  Many of us walked into each other. 
 
Darling Harbour, the Aquarium’s location, was packed.  Turns out we had arrived on a 
three-day weekend (Labour Day), and families with kids were taking the opportunity, at 
the end of their winter school break, to enjoy the holiday.  At the Aquarium, we 
pondered some local marine oddities, including placid, ever-eating dugong (similar to 
manatees), then made our way back toward the hotel, the lack of sleep catching up to 
us.   
 
But our driver from the airport had told us that the Museum of Contemporary Art, near 
our hotel, had a lovely café with lovely views of the harbor and its famous opera house, 
and so we stopped for a late lunch and discovered he was exactly right.  Along with 
terrific views, we had a terrific meal (Ted had barramundi, a mild fish the chef spiced up 
with grated bacon and cheese, and I had a potato and caramelized onion tart, served 
with a side salad of “rocket” (arugula) and smoked trout.  It was altogether yummy, 
served with only a drizzle of olive oil as the dressing.  We bought a few post cards and 



went back to the hotel, where we found that Australians would end their winter of 
Daylight Savings Time that evening, giving us an excuse to reset the clock and go to 
bed. 
 
Day Four.  We refreshed our memories of Aussie English (for example, a parking lot is a 
car park; an elevator is a lift), and that made getting around a bit easier, but our 
breakfast buffets offered no coffee choices that we understood, save for “black.”  We 
finally settled on “flat white,” with both “short black” and “long black” too intense, even 
first thing in the morning.   
 
Food Note:  Our breakfast buffet always included Vegemite as a selection, alongside 
butter and jam packets.  For the uninitiated, Vegemite is adored by Aussies and Kiwis 
(New Zealanders) …and by absolutely nobody else.  It’s a fermented yeast paste (“High 
in B Vitamins!”), and bears close resemblance -- in color, texture, and taste -- to axle 
grease. 
 
 ++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Two:  More of Sydney. 
 
Day Four, continued.  We had scheduled a half-day tour of Sydney, not starting too 
early, and our guide, Denis, understood instantly that, this being our third trip to the city, 
we wanted to see something outside the usual tourist destinations.  He took us up 
Observatory Hill, the site of the city’s first grain mill and a source of fresh water for early 
inhabitants.  It offered (as you might expect from the name) outstanding views of the 
harbor and the three bridges accessing the central business district of Sydney.  Denis 
gave us a condensed version of the city’s history, its convict past, and local politics.   
 
Australia is the only nation founded as a prison, and part of that can be blamed on the 
United States having declared its independence from Great Britain.  With America no 
longer able to be used as a dumping ground for undesirables, the British decided to 
deport them to Australia.  More about that later. 
 
In the interim, we drove on to the site of the Sydney Olympic Games at Homebush Bay, 
now re-purposed as sports venues and housing.  Major roads were being closed off in 
preparation for an Australian Rules Football final scheduled for that night, and we saw 
legions of fans dressed in team colors.  No tailgate parties, though.  Apparently, that’s 
not an Australian “thing.”  Yet.  Aussies have an affinity for small truck-like vehicles they 
call “utes,” which have a flat, covered back perfect for a portable grill.  I predict tailgate 
parties in their future.  Watch this space. 
 
Part of the Olympic Park area has been converted to a wetland, with walking trails, and 
we stopped there to see local birds, though no wildlife was evident.  One avian oddity –
black swans.  Australia has no white ones, at least not in the wild.   
 
Our drive back to the hotel took us around the base of the Sydney Harbour Bridge, a 
popular destination for weddings, and Korean tourist weddings in particular.  Brides 
dotted the harbor. 
 
We decided to walk around The Rocks, but it was Sunday afternoon, and tremendously 
crowded.  We made our way through a craft/food/tchotchke market set up between our 



hotel and the Harbour Bridge, and along the way we could identify the intoxicating smell 
of burgers and ribs.  We followed our noses to a restaurant called “Ribs & Burgers.”  
Mighty tasty; Australia loves its beef, and serves a lot of something called Wagyu beef, 
akin to Kobe beef, and extremely tender and savory. 
 
After our meal, we headed toward Circular Quay, the main train station and the docking 
point for cruise ships and commuter ferries, up Macquarie Street to Hyde Park 
Barracks, a UNESCO site focusing on Australia’s convict past and its history of various 
tolerant and intolerant governors.  It was fascinating.  Efforts have been made to re-
create the living areas for the convicts and, during the museum building’s restoration, 
piles of artifacts had been found inside the old walls.  Many of these were now on 
display, giving a forlorn little picture of what it must have been like to be a teenager, for 
example, sentenced to 14 years’ deportation for “suspicion of stealing a shirt.”  The 
deported rarely had the means or the money to return to Britain, so deportation was 
generally a life sentence.  For convicts who committed further crimes after deportation, 
punishments included walking the treadmill (to grind grain), making me think twice about 
my home exercise program. 
 
On the walk back to the hotel, we did a little souvenir shopping at Circular Quay, 
listened to a street musician playing the digeridoo, and then stopped for ice cream (Ted 
had “apple pie” and I had pear-rhubarb).  Finally, back to the hotel to collapse, though 
we did make a quick trip up to the hotel’s roof to photograph the opera house at sunset.  
In so doing, we suddenly realized we were staying in the same hotel we’d stayed in 
about 30 years earlier, now under different management.  Odd.   
 
Street Note:  For the visually challenged, every Sydney street-corner lamppost emitted 
a warning sound when a traffic light was about to change, something on the order of 
“squeep!”  Because east-west traffic would be coming up on the light change as north-
south traffic would be ending it, the squeeping was endless, seeping into our brains with 
headache-inducing results.  The locals seemed completely oblivious.   
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Three:  More of Sydney. 
 
Day Five.  Today’s morning tour was called “Aboriginal Dreaming.” We walked around 
The Rocks with a woman of Aboriginal ancestry, getting her point of view on early 
colonization.  Our guide was about 60, with blue eyes and salt-and-pepper hair, so it 
was a bit incongruous to hear her speaking of the early British settlers so negatively.  
She emphasized the spiritual aspects of her culture, and began our tour by daubing us 
with wet clay to initiate us into her tribe.  Then we walked, and she talked about the 
local flora, fauna, and early inhabitants.   
 
The “First Fleet” landed in The Rocks area in January of 1788.  Somewhere between 
1,000 and 1,500 sailors, civilians, and convicts (nobody is exactly sure how many there 
were) disembarked, and found Captain James Cook’s 1770 “discovery” of the continent 
recorded a description that didn’t exactly match reality.  For a start, he had first seen the 
place in winter, when it looked lush with vegetation.  In January (the austral summer), 
not so much.  In any event, about 30,000 aboriginals in the area immediately got the 
worst of English settlement.  Foreign diseases killed many, but the culture clash was 
pretty stark.  Because the British fleet captain wore a uniform in colors the natives 



associated with their deities, they thought he was one, and treated him as such until it 
occurred to them it was odd their “deity” didn’t speak their language.  Then they 
wondered why he didn’t leave to go home.  The culture clash continued.  The English 
felt the locals weren’t “civilized”; thus, knowledge of things like native plants and 
poisonous snakes and spiders (Australia has many) were ignored.  Despite all this, the 
English “settled” Australia.  Our aboriginal guide spoke poorly of Captain Cook, and 
favorably of the Hawaiians, who later killed and (reportedly) ate him. 
 
And so to lunch.  We found Caminetto’s, an Italian restaurant sitting in the remnants of 
an original stone quarry.  Convict markings dotted the interior stone walls (each convict 
crew had its own mark, to make it easier for foremen to determine how much work each 
crew had accomplished in a given period).  I had a vegetable pizza, and Ted ordered 
something called shrimp cutlets, which turned out to be deep-fried prawns.  We ate 
heartily, given that we needed fortification for climbing the Sydney Harbour Bridge that 
evening. 
 
Yes, you read that right.  We had signed up to climb the bridge based on the 
recommendations of several people we knew (all of whom had much younger knees at 
the time they climbed it).  In our group of 14, Ted and I were the oldest, and the only 
Americans (we climbed with an Indian family from Melbourne, two Chinese women, and 
a young man from Syria).  None of the locals we encountered anywhere else in 
Australia had ever climbed the bridge, though some had, they told us, thought about it.  
Apparently, they then thought a second time and decided not to.  We had scheduled a 
twilight tour, and I will say this about the climb – I have never seen a better-organized 
operation.  That includes anything I experienced during thirty years in the Army.   
 
The bridge was built in the 1930s, but tourists have only been able to climb it since 
1998.  It took years for the climb’s organizers to meet the safety requirements of the 
state, since (as one example) it would not do for somebody to drop a camera onto one 
of the pedestrian or bike lanes, the multiple lanes of traffic, or the trains below.  We 
were given a safety briefing, a liability release, and a breathalyzer test.  We got a locker 
for everything but our clothes and shoes, and were issued a jumpsuit, utility belt, and 
hat.  Everything, including the hat, was tethered to the utility belt.  I felt like Batman, 
although one tethered item was a handkerchief, which I doubt Batman carries.  We 
rehearsed on an indoor stair climb to make sure our radios worked and that we knew 
how to maneuver up and down and around corners with our body tethers.  Then 
Maddie, a terrific young guide with just the right personality for such a venture, took us 
out.   
 
It was over 1300 steps to the top of the bridge (to the red safety light they called “Blinky 
Bill”), with multiple ladders and catwalks.  We stopped periodically to breathe deeply 
and (for the brave) to look down over the side.  Also periodically, trains would scream 
through below us, and the bridge would shake with the force of them.  At the top, 
Maddie took souvenir photos of us, and we waved to the pilot of a passing helicopter, 
who waved back.  We watched the lights come on around Sydney harbor, including 
those of the opera house and the bridge itself.   It was absolutely breathtaking.  We 
made it back to the hotel to collapse at around 9:30 p.m., two of the roughly 4 million 
maniacs who have made the climb in the past 19 years. 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 



Part Four:  The end of Sydney, the start of Tasmania. 
 
Day Six.  We can still walk!  So we did.  Back to Darling Harbour, this time to the 
Australian National Maritime Museum.  We spent the entire morning at this terrific 
museum, absorbing its history of Australia and some great temporary exhibits, such as 
the hall devoted to the World War II battle of Sunda Strait, in which the USS Houston 
and HMAS Perth were both sunk by the Japanese.  Part of the museum’s permanent 
exhibits include aboriginal canoes and artwork, and came with a trigger warning about 
possible depictions of the dead, apparently taboo among some aboriginal groups.  A 
temporary exhibit was devoted to the French exploration and discovery of “Nouvelle 
Hollande,” with Nicholas Baudin (sent out by Napoleon) guiding a ship full of scientists 
to record flora, fauna, geography, and people of the continent.  Incredibly, in 1802 he 
managed to encounter a British ship, under the command of Matthew Flinders, mapping 
the same area.  (The wild coincidence of this meeting was recorded in the aptly-named 
“Encounter Bay” in the state of South Australia.)  Finally, we went through a permanent 
exhibit on US/Australian collaboration and friendship of the naval variety, funded by a 
grant from the US Bicentennial Commission.    
 
We walked back toward Circular Quay, headed for the Royal Botanic Gardens, stopping 
along the way at the Pavilion restaurant for a rather intriguing lunch.  We shared a large 
appetizer plate of hummus, olives, paté, gherkins, a pork/pistachio terrine, pear 
chutney, and vegetables, with a side of baked cauliflower.  I have no idea what country 
of origin came up with this combination.  Our server, a young woman from Chile, 
thought it might be Middle Eastern. 
 
The Botanic Gardens were neither as lush nor as exotic as we’d remembered them 
(from the 1990s).  Nonetheless, it was a beautiful day and we strolled leisurely through 
them, meandering purposelessly but enjoying the view until I decided I was too wrung 
out to go any further.  Back to the hotel, stopping along the way at the Bakers Oven 
Café for dessert -- cherry strudel for Ted and something called a banoffi tart (banana, 
caramel, and toffee in a chocolate shell) for me.  I washed it down with Diet Coke.   
 
Day Seven.  Back on the road, this time to the airport and our flight to Tasmania, an 
island state roughly 44 times as big as Hawaii’s Oahu, but with half of Honolulu’s 
population.  Separated from mainland Australia by the Bass Strait, it’s about 150 miles 
southeast of it, reachable only by an overnight ferry from Melbourne or (as we did) by 
air.  It is absolutely and completely different than anywhere else in the country, with 
animals not found anywhere else on earth, and about half the island is devoted to 
parkland and forest reserves for their protection.  The locals call it “Tazzie.”  The 
mainlanders tend to forget it’s even there, kind of in the same way US weather 
announcers stand in front of Arizona on the national map, as if it didn’t much matter to 
the rest of the country.  I’ve seen maps of both Australia and the world that didn’t 
include Tasmania.  But it’s a splendid place to visit. 
 
We had planned to arrive in Launceston (the second-largest city after the capital, 
Hobart) in mid-afternoon and spend the evening doing laundry.  Alas, our plane was late 
out of Melbourne, and my bag didn’t arrive until about 9 that night.  By the time I finished 
the wash, including extra time for what seemed to be world’s slowest dryer, I was more 
than ready for some sleep, but we were due to be picked up early the next morning by 
our Tazzie guide, so I didn’t get much. 
 



Day Eight.  We ate a “Canadian breakfast” at the hotel – two thick pancakes, two 
poached eggs, and a pile of bacon.  We found a local newspaper, covering sporting 
events about which we knew nothing (cricket, Australian Rules football) and much farm 
news with odd headlines (“Quick Wilt, Better Silage”).  We were picked up by Craig, our 
guide and the owner, along with his wife, Janine, of Pepper Bush Adventure Tours.  We 
would be with him for the next 10 days, seeing much of Tasmania by 4-wheel-drive.   
 
Cultural Note:  In all of Australia, we found only two of a certain well-known coffee 
chain.  Said well-known chain, we were told, misjudged the Australian coffee culture 
from day one, and ended up closing all but two of its kiosks, one in downtown Sydney 
and the other in the international airport.  McDonald’s, however, learned from the failure 
and created “McCafé” in 1993.  That concept has more recently been exported to the 
United States.  But since flat white coffee was everywhere available in Australia, that’s 
what we had for our daily caffeine fix.   
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Five:  Tasmania’s West Coast. 
 
 
Day Eight, continued. The day did not begin auspiciously, as the weather was awful.  
We had figured the end of winter in the southern hemisphere would give us some colder 
temperatures and the possibility of precipitation, but this was our only day with truly 
heavy rain.  Fortunately, we spent most of it on the road, heading to the rustic tourist 
destination of Corinna (a former mining town) on Tasmania’s west coast, but stopping 
first at the Trowunna Wildlife Sanctuary to see Tasmanian devils.  Our Trowunna guide,  
April, loved her job and was happy to share with us our first views of some of Tazzie’s 
odder offerings.  With a baby Eastern quoll (a spotted marsupial at adulthood about the 
size of a house cat) crawling around inside her rain jacket, she took us to see wombats, 
kangaroos, some exotic birds, and the Tasmanian devils.  On first glance, the devils 
seem placid.  April held one in her arms, describing its habits as it stared at us with 
curious eyes.  It weighed about 20 pounds, and rested calmly against her shoulder in 
the way of a beloved pet dog.  Then her colleague brought out lunch, a road-killed 
something that the seven resident devils attacked with gusto.  Devils can open their 
jaws to nearly 180 degrees, and can crunch bone like a hyena.  The sound effects, 
including screams at fellow devils, were nerve-wracking, and made it obvious why early 
settlers, having never seen or heard anything like it, dubbed them “devils.”  They are 
now endangered, and our view of them at Trowunna was our only sighting of them 
anywhere in Tasmania (they are no longer found at all in mainland Australia, save in 
zoos). 
 
Onward to Corinna, stopping in the middle of nowhere (Mole Creek) for a lovely lunch at 
the Pepperberry Café.  Ted’s “steak burger” was an actual steak, and I had 
pumpkin/spinach linguini.  Rain poured down, temperatures were chilly, and a cup of hot 
tea was most welcome. 
 
We made it to the small settlement of Corinna (from the aboriginal word for “osprey”) in 
late afternoon.  It was remote.  Really, really remote.  No TV, no phone, no internet.  We 
were told a cell phone signal might (no guarantee) be available seven kilometers down 
the road.  We didn’t bother.  The cabins, formerly miners’ homes, used (unfiltered) 
rainwater capture for water; power came from a generator.  Oddly, it had a world-class 



restaurant, the Tannin.  We walked a little, to stretch our legs after the long drive, and 
saw our first pademelon (pronounced “patty-melon”), a kind of miniature wallaby found 
only in Tasmania, and we thought the name adorable until Craig told us it was an 
aboriginal term meaning “sweet meat.”   Once we started looking, we saw them 
everywhere, including in our cabin’s garden area and up on the porch (we called those 
“porch-melons”). 
 
After a lovely dinner (soup for me, lamb for Ted, with wine from the Tasmanian “Pig and 
Pooch” vineyard), we walked back to the cabin, pademelons everywhere along the way, 
and found a roaring gas fire; it was delightful.  Because we were not local campers, the 
restaurant provided us a bagged breakfast, with what looked like enough food for 
Patton’s Third Army.  Management also provided us a welcome gift of local cheeses 
and crackers, just in case we were peckish in the night.     
 
 
Day Nine.   After attempting, unsuccessfully, to figure out the coffee pot in the room, we 
settled on tea with breakfast, then headed off for a cruise of the Pieman River, named in 
honor of an escaped convict (yes, Tasmania was also a convict settlement) who had 
been a baker in his pre-deportation life.  We were on a small boat that looked a bit like 
the “African Queen,” built in 1939 of Huon pine (an exceptionally fine wood for boat-
building, to the point where it’s now endangered and can no longer be used to build 
anything at all).  The boat, named “Acadia II,” had seen service in World War II, but was 
still, with much loving care from her owner, in great shape.  We puttered down to where 
the Pieman meets the Great Southern Ocean, and a more wild body of water I have 
never seen anywhere.  Currents and winds from Antarctica make it a rough coast, and 
it’s not suitable for either boating or water sports.  It did have a nearby caravan park, 
and families that looked like they were about to freeze to death wandered sporadically 
about.  This being Australia, morning tea had been served aboard the boat (though that 
led to a need to use the marine toilet, always a questionable proposition even in calm 
waters).  At the beach, such as it was (covered with driftwood, rocks, shells, and 
pademelon tracks), we walked for a while, then returned to the Acadia II for a bagged 
lunch and a stop at a compost toilet.  Not sure which was worse – compost or marine – 
but I won’t ask for a vote.  They were both awful. 
 
Cultural Note:  In Australia, retired seniors who travel the country in an RV (or caravan) 
are called “gray nomads.”  Corinna and the Pieman caravan camp had plenty of them.   
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Six:  Corinna and Cradle Mountain. 
 
Day Nine, continued.  The boat returned us to Corinna in mid-afternoon, and we 
decided to walk some of the numerous hiking trails.  Corinna, on the wet side of 
Tasmania, has a temperate rainforest climate, dominated by myrtle trees, tea trees, and 
tree ferns.  We saw more pademelons and a whole lot of foreign (to us) plants.  Craig 
knew what all of them were, and what they could be used for.  He was a fount of 
Tasmanian knowledge; only once was I able to stump him with a question he couldn’t 
answer (how Corinna got its name), and he found the answer to that within the hour 
(impressive, given we had no access to the internet).  Honestly, we could not have 
asked for a more knowledgeable guide.   
 



Our second dinner at the Tannin Restaurant followed, with a vegetable frittata for me 
and salmon for Ted.  We split a dessert the chef called “Eat and Mess,” consisting of 
fruit, granola, cream, and yogurt, all piled into a large mason jar.  We rolled up the hill to 
our cabin, toting our breakfast bag for the next morning, and spent some time by the 
fireplace, enjoying the pademelons on the porch and the odd noises of birds with which 
we were totally unfamiliar.  It’s one sure way to know you’re not at home – waking up to 
bird calls that aren’t what you’re used to and, in Australia, sounding a bit like the sound 
track to “Jurassic Park.” 
 
Food note:  I would say our portion sizes, pretty much everywhere, were substantial but 
not overwhelming.  The exception was breakfast anywhere in Tasmania, which must be 
a major meal of the day for locals.  Along with coffee and juice, we’d have cereal, a 
continental breakfast, eggs and bacon, and fruit.  All of it, served sequentially.  It took 
some getting used to.  We first thought the cereal was breakfast, until the muffins and 
pastries and fruit were brought in.  Then a huge tray with the hot foods.  We definitely 
needed to pace ourselves and, at Corinna, we did some of the pacing by only accepting 
one breakfast bag, which we shared.  It was more than enough. 
 
Day Ten.  Onward to Cradle Mountain, probably the most famous park in Tasmania, 
and certainly scenic.  To get there, we had to cross the Pieman River on a two-vehicle 
ferry, and the low water level in the river meant some maneuvering back and forth 
before the ferryman felt comfortable with the weight distribution.  The road to Cradle 
Mountain was sparsely trafficked, and we made good time, arriving just before lunch.  
We ate early, this time trying the traditional Aussie variant of a hamburger – a pre-
formed meat patty served with tomato, rocket, a fried egg, and a pickled beet.  Odd, but 
tasty.  Most everything (except breakfast) is served with chips (French fries), and those 
are served with mayonnaise rather than ketchup.  Occasionally we would see “tomato 
sauce” with the chips, but that was certainly not what we’d recognize as ketchup.  It was 
thicker, and more like something served over spaghetti.  The chips, I will note, were 
marvelous every place we had them.  Crisp outside, not soggy inside, and about three-
to-four times as thick as those you’d find in US restaurants. 
 
The weather at Cradle Mountain, the day we arrived, was clear and sunny.  We had 
fabulous views of the mountain.  Apparently, a clear view is quite rare, as we were 
reminded periodically by rangers and hotel staff.   
 
Once inside the National Park, traffic picked up.  A major problem was foreign tourists 
who kept forgetting to drive on the left side of the road and, once again, I was glad we 
weren’t driving.  We stopped often for short walks, usually on boardwalks that protected 
the underlying foliage while keeping our feet dry.  We saw echidnas (one of two egg-
laying mammals in the world, the other being the platypus) and wombats.  Wombats, 
built like small brown bears, have a hard carapace under the fur on their backsides and, 
when they retreat into their dens, they can use the carapace to block the entry hole.  
Should a creature pursue a wombat into its den, the wombat can also use the carapace 
to squash the intruder between it and the roof of the den; in other words, they can kill 
with their bottoms.  After pondering this novel approach to lethal force, we took time to 
note the way wombats mark their territory – with square (don’t ask me how) piles of poo, 
which they delicately mush down onto select rocks and fallen branches.  It’s very 
distinctive. 
 



Back at the Cradle Mountain Hotel (where a Tesla charging station could be found near 
the front entrance), we decided to visit the art gallery on the opposite side of the parking 
lot.  Some galleries were devoted to traditional things like nature photography, and we 
both enjoyed a display on the (probably) extinct Tasmanian tiger, including sepia-toned 
film footage of the last one ever recorded, but neither of us was impressed with the 
gallery of oil paintings of road-killed animals.  The artist’s statement said he wanted to 
“give them dignity.”  He failed.   
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Seven:  Scottsdale. 
 
Day Eleven.  We headed for Scottsdale, which looks nothing like its identically named 
Arizona sister.  It was a small town surrounded by lush greenery, and all the towns 
along our drive there had themes – for example, one was decorated in murals, while 
another specialized in wood carvings.  Scottsdale residents had decided to paint all the 
electrical junction boxes around town, some with characters, others with scenery.   
 
We checked in at the Beulah B&B, occupying a rambling home dating to 1878 but with 
modern conveniences installed many decades later.  We walked to lunch at the 
Rhubarb Café (guess their specialty).  I had a plate of small scones (sweet, date, and 
savory) with assorted toppings.  Ted had pulled pork on a huge bun, with chips.  We 
both had hot chocolate laced with maple syrup, to take off the day’s chill. 
 
After lunch, Craig’s son Ben took over guide duties and drove us up, up, up Ben 
Lomond, not named for him, but using the Scottish word for “mountain.”  At the top was 
a ski resort (still somewhat snow-covered, but closed for the season) and fabulous 
scenery, once you survived the switch-back road, with no guardrails, used to get there.  
Ben Lomond is known for its volcanic dolorite formations, which look like endless rows 
of gray toothpicks, and they are hellishly hard to hike around or over.  We walked some, 
admired some resident wallabies, and then headed down the mountain for a “bush 
tucker” (outdoor picnic) dinner. 
 
This was a high point of our Tasmania trip.  In the middle of a tract of forest now given 
over to logging, Pepper Bush Adventure Tours somehow convinced the logging 
company to allow them access to a former farmstead in its center.  Thoroughly in the 
middle of nowhere, it has become a sanctuary to all sorts of native Tasmanian critters, 
which somehow know that it’s a safe place for them.  Near the old homestead stands a 
cabin, and Ben made us dinner on a grill just outside.  A small herd of gray kangaroos 
came up to check us out, and we fed them from a bag leaning against the cabin wall 
(labeled “Kangaroo and Wallaby Pellets”).  Just after sunset, resident wallabies, 
wombats (one with a baby), pademelons, brush-tailed possums, and quolls came out to 
see what we were doing and whether anything we were eating might also be good for 
them.  We sampled wallaby meatballs at dinner, and some local cheese.  It was an 
absolutely splendid night, but the return to the B&B was slow-going, through some of 
the worst fog I have ever seen anywhere.  We were quite late getting back to the B&B, 
and piled into bed, stomachs full of bush tucker and cameras full of wildlife photos. 
 
Day Twelve.  Our B&B breakfast was enough for a family of ten, and then we were off to 
Mount William National Park, on Tasmania’s northeast shore.  First, though, we stopped 
briefly at a local pond to see platypus.  I had thought them relatively rare but, 



apparently, if you know where to look for them there are quite a few in Tasmania.  It’s 
evident at first glance why early scientists thought they were the practical joke of some 
bored explorer.  The body of an otter, the bill of a duck, and the laying of eggs…and it’s 
real!  Of adorable interest, monotreme (platypus and echidna) babies are called 
“puggles.” 
 
Up the coast, then, toward Mount William, through vast tracts of farmland, some with 
sand dunes running through them.  We drove through numerous small towns, mostly 
with English-sounding names, like Derby.  Derby was the site of a massive flood in 
1929, when the dam built to support its tin mines gave way, killing 14.  Just outside 
Derby was Little Blue Lake, its incredible turquoise color caused by its clay base and 
the residue of tin in the water reflecting the blue of the sky.  We heard banjo frogs in the 
area, and an aptly named creature that is.  It sounded like a tiny orchestra tuning up. 
  
Near Mount William, we made our way to the beach, past kangaroos, kookaburras, and 
eagles, and then walked along it (we were the only people there), with its craggy drop-
off to the water and its nasty undertow.  Waves rolled up to our feet, bringing shells and 
shorebirds.  Ben had brought along a picnic lunch (with enough food for a large family), 
and we had huge deli sandwiches, drinks, and a chocolate dessert tart while sitting in a 
lovely picnic area listening to the crashing of waves.  My sandwich was labeled 
“Silverside,” and I thought that meant salmon.  It turned out to be corned beef, named 
for the sheen of the meat developed during the curing process.  Like the hamburger at 
Cradle Mountain, it was served with a fried egg and a pickled beet.   
 
Back to the B&B which, as a bonus, had agreed to make us dinner as well as breakfast.  
We had begged earlier for a very light dinner, needing some balance against the 
morning’s incredible breakfast.  It was perfect – mulligatawny soup, a lovely chicken 
salad, and a finale of berry panna cotta. 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Eight:  Scottsdale to Bicheno. 
 
Day Thirteen.  Another breakfast for a dozen people, and we were off to the Evercreech 
Forest Reserve, an undisturbed old growth of very, very tall gum trees (over 90 meters 
high), their white trunks standing out amongst tree ferns.  I’ll mention here that “gum 
trees” are eucalyptus, and there are hundreds of varieties of them all over Australia.  In 
Evercreech, all was peaceful, lovely and, as with pretty much everywhere else we’d 
been in Tasmania, deserted.  On our way there we passed through the town of 
Legerwood, whose “theme” was wood carvings.  A park had been planted, after World 
War I, with trees to commemorate the dozen or so Legerwood men lost in combat.  In 
the decades after, the trees gradually died of old age but, rather than cut them down, a 
local woodcarver had been commissioned to turn them into works of art depicting the 
dead and the townspeople who had supported the war effort.  It was very touching, 
particularly the stories on the commemorative markers for each young casualty. 
 
We headed to Bicheno, a seaside town where Ben would hand us back to Craig for the 
rest of our Tasmanian visit, and we enjoyed a forested drive through the mountains to 
the sea.  We stopped for lunch at the Mount Elephant Pancake Barn (no kidding).  
Pancake houses are quite popular in Australia, but the pancakes are actually more like 
crepes…thin batter wrapped around various fillings; we had ours with flat white coffee.   



 
Something to ponder:  In the ladies’ room, one stall had a handwritten notice telling me 
it was closed due to the presence of a large snake.  I decided not to check and see if it 
were true. 
 
We were now on the eastern side of Tasmania, much drier and warmer than the west.  
We headed to the Ocean View B&B in Bicheno (accent on the first syllable), with a 
world-class ocean view, as you might expect from the name.  There were numerous 
birds around the B&B, and we spent some time just walking around, looking, and 
relaxing.  We ate dinner at one of the few restaurants open along the harbor (it was not 
yet full tourist season), and tried a local specialty, scallop pie.  Picture a pot pie full of 
scallops, and you’ve got it. 
 
We were signed up for a twilight tour to see Fairy Penguins, tiny birds with quite 
deliberate routes from sea to shore.  They spend most of each day away from their 
nests, about 15 miles out to sea, collecting seafood in their stomachs to be regurgitated 
to their young when they return, promptly at sunset, to land.  They are amazing 
creatures, knowing the exact path they must take to their particular nests, and heaven 
help anyone in the way.  They will (and did) walk over the tops of people’s shoes and 
between their legs to get home.  They somehow know which baby penguin is theirs, but 
the babies don’t really discriminate, and they will (and did) attack any adult penguin 
passing by.  All this was accompanied by a great deal of noisy calling, and was hugely 
entertaining. 
 
Day Fourteen.  We had our three breakfasts (!) by the picture window in our room, then 
headed to Coles Bay to board a catamaran for a trip to Wineglass Bay.  A quick 
geography lesson here…the eastern side of Tasmania has two prominent peninsulas, 
and the one we were on (the Freycinet, named for another French explorer) tapers to a 
very narrow isthmus in its middle.  Coles Bay is on the sheltered side; Wineglass Bay is 
on the ocean side.  As we left Coles Bay, the captain pointed out local landmarks, such 
as an abandoned marble quarry, and he gave us some history of the area while we had 
tea and snacks.  We sailed leisurely past an island covered in sea lions, then cut 
between the tip of the Freycinet peninsula and Schooten Island, headed for Wineglass 
Bay.  Once on the Tasman Sea, the water became rougher, with winds to match, and a 
few passengers lost their hats.  Others lost their snacks.   
 
Wineglass Bay was lovely, even after finding out it wasn’t named for its shape or its 
placid waters.  Rather, it was the site of an early whaling station, and the bay used to be 
blood-colored from the work of chopping the whales into pieces.  Today, it’s listed as 
one of the top ten beaches in the world, and it’s the only beach on the list that’s not in 
the tropics.   
 
We had lunch aboard, or at least those of us who could still eat had lunch aboard.  Lots 
of local products served in bento boxes, including pickled octopus.  One local specialty, 
chocolate, was particularly excellent after a long day at sea.  Then back to the calmness 
of Coles Bay and a trip to the Freycinet National Park Visitor Center.  The narrowness 
of the isthmus means you can easily walk across it and see Wineglass Bay from the old 
lighthouse at the top of the walk, so we did.  It was rather incredible to find that the sea 
trip, which took several hours, could be accomplished in about ten minutes cross-
country. 
 



 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Nine:  Bicheno to Hobart. 
 
Day Fourteen, continued.  An incoming storm curtailed our visit to Freycinet National 
Park.  We returned to the B&B to tidy up before heading to dinner, which for me was 
seafood chowder.  Ted had fish-and-chips made from something called gummy shark, 
so named because it has no teeth, only a gum plate for chewing.  He told me it tasted 
like its name. 
 
Day Fifteen.  Leaving Bicheno, we headed for Hobart, Tasmania’s capital.  We stopped 
in Swansea to mail postcards, having found Bicheno’s post office only open from 10-4 
(six hours, including tea and lunch breaks).  Nice work if you can get it.  We passed 
through numerous tiny, tidy coastal towns, signs showing “Tidy Tiny Towns” awards for 
some.  Sheep were everywhere, probably because this was dreadful country for cattle.  
It was dryer than the northeast, and dryer than Bicheno, which I had thought looked 
pretty drought-stricken.   
 
We stopped in the town of Richmond to see the oldest bridge in Australia, with 
supposedly haunted arches (no ghosts were evident during our visit), built by convicts in 
1823.  Then a quick lunch at Czegs Café (chowder for Ted, and a salmon melt with 
toasted capers for me) before a tour of the Richmond Gaol, also convict-built, and the 
oldest intact structure of its type in Australia.  Once again, punishments given for 
seemingly trivial offenses seemed over-the-top to me.  I did note the women’s 
punishments included doing laundry and walking on the treadmill.  Hmmm…. 
 
On to Hobart.  Roughly half Tasmania’s population lives in its capital city and suburbs, 
which still doesn’t make it large (it’s just over 210,000 people).  It’s quite lovely.  The 
Derwent River flows through its center and its modern, accessible harbor area dotted 
with shops and restaurants.  We were staying two nights at Lenna of Hobart, half of 
which used to be the Victorian-era home of a prosperous local merchant.  The older 
section holds the hotel’s offices, restaurants, and meeting areas, but a modern catwalk 
now leads to an equally modern annex holding the hotel’s rooms.  At the very top of the 
Lenna is the “widow’s walk,” where the original owner could observe ships approaching 
the harbor.  It’s a great spot for photos of the city, but entailed climbing a very old and 
steep staircase to the roof.  We did, and got an unexpected treat with a full rainbow 
arcing across the skyline. 
 
We had dinner at the Ball and Chain restaurant, just down the street from the Lenna, 
meeting Craig and his wife, Janine, for some of the best steaks, ever.  We could watch 
the chef cut them from huge slabs of beef, grilling them to perfection while we relaxed 
with a salad and drinks.  I should probably note here that I prefer my steaks cooked 
medium-well, much to Craig’s amusement (he found my desire for hard-poached eggs 
equally amusing), but the Ball and Chain managed it expertly.   
 
Day Sixteen.  We rose early, scheduled for an all-day trip to Bruny Island.   We walked 
to our meeting place on the wharf after a breakfast of “hotcakes” that turned out to be 
one huge cake centered on the plate, and signed in, picking up tour vouchers and other 
tourists.  We went by bus to the Bruny Island ferry, which took us, several large trucks, 
and numerous passenger cars (whose drivers seemed to know exactly where to line up, 



though I could never figure out the system) across to the island, where we drove 
another hour before reaching the departure point for our scheduled boat ride, the village 
of Kettering.   First, though, was our morning tea/coffee break.  Our bus driver had 
warned us that the coffee offered at Kettering was dreadful, and he was spot-on.  The 
young man behind the counter told me they had two kinds of coffee – black or with milk.  
I tried “with milk,” and it was stupendously bad.  This turned out to be a good thing, 
because the Bruny Island cruise was three hours long, on very rough seas.  We were 
given full-length orange waterproof jumpsuits and strapped into our seats.  As the seas 
grew choppier, the idea of using the marine toilet became less enticing, and I was glad I 
had foregone the coffee.     
 
Near the southernmost part of the trip, where the Tasman Sea meets the Great 
Southern Ocean, the sea became choppier, and the need for the orange jumpsuits 
became obvious.  Everyone in the front third of the boat was drenched; those of us a 
little farther back merely got watered.  No-one stayed wholly dry.  We saw myriad sea 
birds and sea lions, including shy albatross (that’s their name, not their habit), lots of 
sea caves and blowholes, strangely neon-green plants, and a whole lot of water.   
 
Along the cliffsides, we could see remnants of an old forest fire.  This one dated to 
1967, with nearly half of Tasmania going up in flames – forests, towns, and anything 
else in the fire’s path.  It was a catastrophe, yet coverage in world newspapers was 
fairly well non-existent, as is most current news of Tasmania.  Actually, coverage of 
most Australian news is pretty well non-existent in world newspapers – quick, name the 
capital of Australia!  See what I mean?  (It’s Canberra, in case you’re still thinking about 
it….) 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Ten:  Hobart. 
 
Day Sixteen, continued.  Our long trip to Bruny Island ended back at Kettering, and 
three hours out on a wild ocean had taken its toll.  Even once we returned to the dock, it 
still felt as if we were moving.  We staggered back to the refreshment counter, where we 
were given a ham baguette sandwich, a drink (not coffee), and a bowl of the finest 
pumpkin soup I’ve ever tasted.  That might just be because we were chilled to the bone 
and a bit wet. 
 
We ended the day by reversing the first part of it – back on the bus to the ferry, back to 
the drop-off point near the ferry departure point, then a random trip through Hobart’s 
tourist areas as the bus dropped us all at our various hotels.  I do need to mention two 
additional stops we made.  First was a drive-through window at an oyster business 
named “Get Shucked.”  Live oysters in burlap sacks were passed through the window 
into our bus, and the sack wriggled all the way back to Hobart.  Second was one of 
Tasmania’s specialty chocolate producers, the Bruny Island Chocolate Company.  We 
were told it was run by two men, one of whom made the chocolate while the other was a 
practicing dentist.   
 
We got back to our hotel late in the afternoon, grabbed chicken tenders at the bar, and 
went to bed.  The tour we had taken has a reputation as Tasmania’s best tourist 
attraction and, while I won’t say it was that, we did enjoy our day. 
 



Day Seventeen.  We met Craig and Janine for a chilly al fresco breakfast in one of 
Hobart’s larger shopping areas.  I had something called a Tasmanian mushroom ragout 
(spinach, hard-poached eggs -- laughed at by Craig -- mushrooms, and hollandaise on 
toast).  Ted had something of the traditional bacon-and-eggs sort, and both of us had 
flat-white coffees, of which we had grown quite fond. 
 
We spent an hour or so meandering through the Salamanca Market, a blocks-long 
collection of craft, food, and antique vendors, plus a few musicians and a psychic tarot 
reader.  The Salamanca Market is a big event in Hobart, and we were fortunate our 
hotel was within walking distance, since parking would have been impossible.  We did 
some souvenir shopping here, since we were reaching the end of our time in Tasmania 
and only had a few more days scheduled on the mainland.  We walked the length of the 
market and somehow managed to run into the only other people we knew in Tasmania, 
two women who had been with us on the Wineglass Bay tour.  We all enjoyed our brief 
reunion, equally surprised by the encounter. 
 
Cultural Note:  We asked numerous people in Hobart how the Salamanca District of the 
city got its name.  No one knew, until at last we came across an older gentleman getting 
a haircut who told us it was named for a battle between British and French forces in the 
Peninsular War.  It took place in 1812, and Britain won, in case you wondered.  
Salamanca was about the only place in Australia where we found anything named in 
Spanish.  Since the great age of world exploration elsewhere (as in the United States) 
seemed to include British, French, and Spanish explorers discovering various places 
and naming them after themselves or their monarchs, it seemed an interesting omission 
that the Spanish didn’t seem to have attempted to colonize Australia.   
 
And so we headed out of Hobart and back to Launceston, this time going straight 
through the center of the state rather than around the perimeter.  We drove to Mount 
Field National Park and had a lovely, serene walk to Russell Falls, a multi-tiered 
chandelier of a feature in a gum forest, surrounded by moss and tree ferns.  Then we 
continued up the Heritage Highway, the most direct route between Tazzie’s two largest 
cities, sporadically decorated with wrought iron figures depicting scenes from 
Tasmania’s history.  In the US, children on long car rides play the “license plate game,” 
checking off a list whenever they see a plate from a new state.  Australia has only six 
states (and two territories) so, in Tasmania, a list of the wrought iron figures can be 
found on line, and children can print out the list and check those off as they travel. 
 
We stopped for lunch in another tiny village, Ross, this one the former site of the 
Female Factory (prison), long since shuttered.  Time for my last scallop pie and a flat 
white.  Ted had a Cornish pastie filled with corned-beef hash.  We were at our 
Launceston hotel by about 5 p.m., and we immediately unpacked, started doing laundry, 
and re-packed in preparation for a very early flight to Sydney the next morning. 
 
Cultural Note:  Driving through rural Tasmania, I noted an intriguing variety of 
mailboxes.  Unlike the standard black box so prominent along America’s rural byways, 
these seemed to be deliberately quirky, and in such a variety of sizes I wonder that 
postal delivery people even know which are mailboxes and which are just decorations.  
My favorites were made of beer barrels, showing considerable optimism or perhaps just 
an inability to check the mail more than once a month. 
  
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 



 
Part Eleven:  The Blue Mountains. 
 
Day Eighteen.  Here’s a quick tidbit for flying Qantas within Australia…try to avoid it.  
Their overseas flights were terrific and on time; domestic ones were neither.  I have 
mentioned the delayed flight and the wait for luggage in Tasmania, made worse by the 
seemingly random cancellation of flights from Melbourne.  Returning to Sydney, we flew 
promptly from Launceston to Melbourne, where our ongoing flight was delayed, 
cancelled, re-booked on a replacement plane, and cancelled again.  Our morning arrival 
turned into a late afternoon one.  We had been set to drive to the Blue Mountains, about 
two hours west of Sydney, stopping at a couple of local attractions along the way.  That 
didn’t happen.  Rather, our guide picked us up and drove straight through to the 
Lilianfels Resort in Katoomba, dropping us off too late for dinner, and too tired to care.   
  
Day Nineteen.  In daylight, Lilianfels was impressive, another rambling Victorian home 
turned into a hotel, perched on the edge of the Blue Mountains near its famous Three 
Sisters formation.  These beautifully weathered sandstone pillars are now covered in 
tourists, and I was glad we had seen them up close on a previous trip to Australia.  Our 
guide, Denis, told us the wait for the funicular railway down the mountainside is now two 
hours in the off season, four hours in high season.  Lovely as the formation is, four 
hours is three-and-a-half hours too long, in my opinion. 
 
We had breakfast at the hotel’s buffet (away from Tasmania, we were better able to 
apply portion control), then headed to the Capertee (kapp-uh-tee) Valley.  The Blue 
Mountains were hazy, as they usually are, from oils released by massive numbers of 
eucalyptus trees in the area.  It’s rather as if any photograph you take will always be just 
a bit out of focus. 
 
We spent much of the day driving and birdwatching.  I enjoyed the scenery.  Spanning 
the highway to Capertee were koala bridges, enclosed mesh ladders of a sort, allowing 
koalas to cross roads without fear of being run over.  We saw numerous wallabies and 
kangaroos, though no koalas (they’re nocturnal), and watched an encounter between a 
brush-tailed possum and a six-foot-long Lace Monitor Lizard wanting it for lunch.  
Hidden deep inside a tree trunk, the possum, with much hissing and scratching, 
managed to defeat the lizard’s attempts.  
 
Our morning tea in the Wollemi (wall-em-eye) National Forest included Lamingtons, a 
sponge cake dipped in chocolate and coconut, named for a British peer whose cook 
invented it; I think it should be re-named to give credit to the cook.  We also had Tim-
Tams, which seem to be Australia’s national snack.  I haven’t mentioned them before, 
but since we had tried them at our hotel in Sydney, at tea pretty much everywhere, and 
on the Bruny Island cruise before returning to land, I guess I should.  They’re double-
layer cookies coated in thin chocolate that melts almost instantaneously.  They’re a 
questionable export since, once the chocolate melts, it pretty much ruins the cookie. 
 
We had missed lunch entirely but, due to take part in a glowworm tour that night, we 
had no time for dinner.  We ordered a couple of overpriced snacks at Lilianfels’ bar, but 
little to drink because we’d been told there were no bathrooms anywhere near the 
glowworm caves.  Actually, there wasn’t much of anything near the glowworm caves. 
  



Gathering coats, hats, gloves, flashlights, and closed-toed shoes, we left our hotel just 
after sunset.  We drove, and drove, and drove further, roads becoming narrower and 
street lights non-existent the farther we went.  Just as it appeared we’d be waylaid by 
highwaymen and never make it back to our hotel, much less the United States, we saw, 
in a dusky dead end, two parking places with signs reading “Glowworm parking; wait 
here.”  Another car was in the second spot, so we waited, assuming we were not the 
only lunatics out to see worms in the middle of the night.   
 
Well, it was a delightful experience, though a bit harrowing.  A hippie with a clipboard 
(for our mandatory liability release), carrying headlamps for each of us, came and led us 
further down the road to nowhere.  We walked a dark path, down a dark slope, into a 
dark, damp grotto, where we finally switched off our headlamps and saw what we had 
come to see – thousands of tiny, phosphorescent fly larvae, spinning silver webs and 
glowing with so much aggregate light we could actually see the silhouette of our hands.  
Our guide gave us a brief history of the grotto’s discovery and of the natural history of 
the glowworms, which are only found in a few (very dark) areas of Australia, plus one 
area in New Zealand.  We approached one web and found it to be about two inches 
long, shaped like a chandelier, looking as if it were made of silver beads.  Finally, we sat 
in complete darkness for a few minutes, staring at the black background of the grotto 
covered in tiny glowing lights.  The overall effect, and this is pushing it for an analogy, 
was as if you’d been to a theater where the stage manager had tried to make “night” by 
hanging a black scrim pierced with holes.  Sometimes Mother Nature just does it better. 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
Part Twelve.  Blue Mountains National Park, Sydney, and Tucson. 
  
Day Nineteen, continued.  Following our glowworm tour, we returned to our hotel in 
Katoomba, along the way seeing a glider (like a flying squirrel) above us.  Near 
Lilianfels, we stopped to look at the Southern Cross, the constellation depicted on 
Australia’s flag (and New Zealand’s, too, if you’re looking).  We were finally in bed just 
before midnight. 
 
Day Twenty.  We’d been scheduled for a long drive to the Newnes Plateau, another 
area known for bird-watching, but we opted to swap that for a later morning start and 
two hikes nearer the hotel, in Blue Mountains National Park.  Though both held 
waterfalls, the two areas were quite different.  First, we climbed a whole lot of stairs to 
Govett’s Leap (“leap” being the Scottish word for a waterfall, and not a suggestion).  It 
was windy, and the gusts made the falls flow seemingly up instead of down, so we were 
splashed a bit.  Below the equator, water swirls in sinks counter-clockwise rather than 
clockwise, so it seemed fitting the waterfalls would flow uphill.   
 
We saw a lyre bird, rather like a pheasant but an excellent mimic.  It’s known for its 
“non-bird” sounds, like car openers and cell phones.  Also along the way, we admired 
numerous flowers in bloom (it was now spring, after all) and a flock of sulphur-crested 
cockatoos, said (and easily believed) to be the world’s noisiest bird.   
 
We drove into the village of Leura (aboriginal for “lava”), a high-end tourist destination 
with overpriced stores and cafés, and lunched at one of the latter, the Bon Ton.  Ted 
had a salmon salad, and I had some sort of concoction of pulled pork mixed with peas, 



potatoes, and cabbage, topped with two poached eggs.  To fortify ourselves for our next 
hike, we split an order of scones, with clotted cream and warm jam, for dessert. 
 
Then we were off to Wentworth Falls, misled by a signing saying it was an “easy walk 
with few steps.”  Ha!  The easy part was only a small bit of the track, and the actual hike 
to the falls was a few hundred uneven stairs.  I had a walking stick with me, which 
helped, as did lots of whining and taking breaks frequently.  Ted and Denis looked for 
birds while I wheezed. 
 
Back at the hotel, we took a quick side trip to the shops at Echo Point, looking for a 
digeridoo, but they were large (and pricy) and we opted for a t-shirt instead.  Again too 
tired for a real dinner, we went back to the hotel bar for cold drinks and a “side” of chips, 
which came in something the size of a bathtub.  I’m sure it was healthy, being only 
potatoes and tomato sauce.  
 
Day Twenty-one.  On a long, leisurely drive back to Sydney, we made a side trip to the 
Mount Tomah (aboriginal for “tree fern”) Botanic Gardens.  It’s a branch of the Royal 
Botanic Gardens in Sydney, but we both found it to be far prettier and better organized 
than the latter.  By now, spring flowers were everywhere, and the plants were nicely 
organized by climate and region.  We also got to see a satin bowerbird building its 
bower, with Mrs. Bowerbird showing some interest from a nest nearby. 
 
I found it incredible that this was the same highway we had taken, for the most part, to 
get to our glowworm tour two nights earlier.  In daylight, it didn’t seem at all as if we’d be 
waylaid by bandits.  We stopped at the Bilpin Café, near the gardens, for their apple pie 
specialty.  It was nothing like American apple pie, consisting of huge diced chunks of 
crisp apple in a cake-like crust.  Ted ordered more scones and cream, and we both had 
flat white coffees, just like locals. 
 
We took the Motorway back to Sydney, driving across the Harbour Bridge (this time not 
climbing it), and were back in The Rocks.  Our farewell meal -- one more Wagyu burger 
at “Ribs and Burgers.” 
 
The Longest Day.  Our flights back to the US took us out of our hotel at 10:30 a.m. for a 
1:30 p.m. flight from Sydney to Dallas, Texas.  We left on the 19th of October, traveled 
for nearly 16 hours, and arrived in Dallas on the 19th of October, at about 1 p.m.  In 
other words, we landed 30 minutes before we took off.  You work it out.  We couldn’t 
disembark until we received medical clearance from a health worker checking out a sick 
passenger, and this meant that, of our eight total flights on this trip, four had issues.  
Suffice it to say, it was an exhausting day, and the under-motivated, under-equipped, 
over-worked TSA staff in Dallas didn’t make for a great “welcome home.”  Onward to 
Tucson. 
 
We had only slept about 3 hours on the flight from Sydney, and decided to stay over in 
Tucson rather than attempt to drive home.  After a good night’s rest, we stopped to pick 
up the accumulated mail and a bit of food, having managed to clear out the refrigerator, 
before our departure, of all but a bottle of hummingbird food and a potato.   
 
This was our third trip to Australia and, despite the “joy of flying,” I doubt it will be the 
last.  For a start, I miss afternoon tea.  
 


