
 
 

FLINDERS BIRDSVILLE BASH 2008 
 

WOW.  Anyone who says the desert is boring has either never been 
through it or does not appreciate nature in its extreme splendour. 
Survival is the key word when you drive through this isolated 
country, it is exciting and breathtaking.  Our merry band of intrepid 
travelers weathered the outback of Australia with adventurous spirit.  
We had a few challenges along the way which only added to our 
adventures. 
 
For once the airline was reasonably close to time, we were only half 
an hour late getting away this time.  We arrived in Adelaide to a cold, 

wet welcome so were glad to be heading north the next day. 
 
The Wadlatta Outback Centre at Port Augusta was a great introduction to our journey, we could have spent 
all day there.  Then it was time to hit the track – dirt track that is.  The ever changing terrain in the desert was 
a surprise to us all.  The colours were intense, especially under a clear blue sky.  The ground changed from 
rock to white sand to red clay to red bull dust and back again.  Sometimes 
there were scatterings of hardy prickly bushes, other times there were 
clusters of tortured looking trees with no foliage.  Further north we came 
across green pastures which were a bit of a surprise, we weren’t expecting 
that.   
 
Now and again we saw life trying to survive on whatever they could 
forage in their desolate surroundings.  Kangaroos and Emus were our most 
popular entertainment along with several horses and one dingo.  There 
were a lot of birds, especially around water holes. 
 
That’s another thing that surprised us, water holes in the middle of nowhere.  You can travel for hundreds of 
miles through this dry land then all of a sudden there’s a water hole.  This is the artesian water that comes 
from way down in the earth’s core.  It is boiling hot and salty when it reaches the surface and has to be 
cooled for human consumption although it is not at all pleasant to drink.  Not so bad when it has been boiled 

though. 
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We flew over Wilpena Pound, which is the only way to appreciate this 
masterpiece of nature, then headed north again into the wilderness.  
Arkaroola was our next port of call, an amazing place made up of rocks 
of all kinds, quartz crystals and many beautifully coloured gem stones.  
Sadly this wonderful oasis in the hills is under threat of being destroyed 
by miners.  The owners and the local Aboriginal people are fighting 
desperately to keep them out, let’s hope they win the battle as it is truly 
a magnificent place.  We were driven in 4wd vehicles up across the 
mountains to a place called Sillers Lookout right at the very top of the 
ridge.  The view was almost as good as being up in an aeroplane, simply breathtaking.   
 
Maree was out next overnight stop, this really was just a few buildings out in the middle of the nothingness.  
Another surprise was the accommodation.  It seems the outback is opening up more and more for the tourists, 

the accommodation was all brand new units.   
 
 
Our night at Birdsville, Australia’s most remote town, was just 
buzzing with people from all over the place.  Some had flown in and 
parked their planes on the airstrip right beside the hotel, others were 
on 4wd tag along tours and some were doing their own 4wd tours.  
Then there was us in the bus.   
 
It was a loooong way to our next stop 

and Innaminka welcomed us with relief as we staggered in at 7pm in the dark 
with a shredded tyre and very little, if any, gas left in the tank.  The last 50kms 
in the dark was very rough and rocky so we sang all the way to take our mind 
off our plight.  They said that Innaminka is the most isolated resort town in the 
world and we believed them. 

 
Tibooburra was a treat, a warm friendly 
little place with a good home cooked 
meal.  They have 12 children who go to 
school there and many more who attend their classes by radio.  Quite 
unique these days and open to visitors at certain times during the 
week.  We had to leave our luggage trailer at Tibooburra because one 
of the wheels lost its bearing.  So we packed all the luggage in the 
hearty little bus and headed off towards Adelaide, our final stop on 
this wonderful trip. 
 

However, all did not go as planned.  About 30kms short of  
Wentworth our valiant little bus finally broke down and died on the 
side of the road.  Another bus was sent for so while we waited we 
had morning tea on the side of the road.  Fortunately it was warm 
and there were no flies. 
We were all sad to leave the desert behind, it was a fantastic trip, but 
we did appreciate tar-sealed roads all the way to Adelaide. 
 
Thank you everyone for a fantastic trip, one of the best. 
Ross & Susy  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here is a poem written for us by Phillida, one of our brave travelers: 
 
Flies there were and skies of blue, Red dirt tracks and bull dust too 
Much fun we had with a jolly crew, as sights and sounds appeared –so new. 
 
At our Wadlata stop there was told a tale, with this land so old we were regaled 
But a day ere that we made a call, to SA’s famous whispering wall. 
 
Wilpena Pound formed of rock so old, Where wonderous facts to us were told 
By Bill who produced some billy tea, Boiled up and drunk neath red gum tree. 
 
A flight around and o’er the Pound, was really needed, as we found 
To see such land at its very best, And by gum it passed the test! 
 
Back on the bus after one night more, Headed for lonely old Blinman Store 
Where a mighty feast awaited us, a short leg stretch and back on the bus. 
 
Then on to Arkaroola we went, where two comfortable nights were happily spent 
To travel a ridge-top track so stee, for 4WD or maybe a jeep. 
 
The next experience worthy of note, was given by John – with a very dry throat? 
Who explained his ‘Working Museum’ amazing, past visions and memories in us all raising. 
 
Roos and emus, gibbers and sand, Desolate homesteads long time unmanned 



Potholes and rocks as we wended our way, thankful at last to finish a day. 
 
Our bus, she had a valiant heart, but sadly one tyre and trailer did part 
As we covered back roads incredibly bouncy, Which tossed like rumbuncious seas all jouncy 
 
Three cheers for our wonderful driver and crew, whose nerve and ability got us all through 
A fantastic adventure in the Aussie Outback, Adelaide, Flinders and the old Birdsville track 
 
Innaminka, Tibooburra and Broken Hill too, A track known to Emu, lizard and roo. 
 
 
Pics for sale.   
 

   
1. Geraldine – Birdsville Museum 2. Kangaroo –Broken Hill 3. Kangaroo – Brachina Gorge 

4. Kangaroo – Wilpena 5. Mad Max Car –Silverton Hotel 6. Mungerannie Pub 

7. HIGH tea on Gamman Ranges 8. Sillers Lookout Gammon Range 9. Wilpena Pound from the air 



10. Old Truck Cordillo Downs 11. Old truck Cordillo Downs 12. Woolshed Cordillo Downs 

13. Packsaddle Roadhouse 14. Road Train –Packsaddle 15. Tibooburra 

16.  Arkaroola settlement 17. Gammon Ranges - Arkaroola  18. ‘Black Boys’ 

19. Birdsville Track 20. Billy Tea – Gum Creek Stn 21, Birdsville Hotel 



22. Sunset - Birdsville 23. Dessert skies 24. Bull dust track 

25. Camels for hire – Broken Hill 26. Camels –Birdsville 27. Camel train - Birdsville 

28. Burke &Wills Dig Tree 29. Burke & Wills Tree 30 Creek at Burke & Wills tree 

31. Cameron Corner 32. Cockies at Cadelga Creek 33. Stretzleki Track 



34. Dry creek bed Cordillo Road 35. Sturt Desert Pea 36. Where are we? Stretzleki HW 

 
37. Desert green beetle 38. Billy Tea  Gum Creek - Group 39. Wildflowers 
 


