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			Foreword

			As I sit in my Singapore hotel room in April 2024 awaiting a replacement flight to the UK after our A380 was turned around due to technical problems, I am reflecting on what this book is really about. The experience of being forced into a common plight with 500 other travellers over two days has been enlightening. Everywhere I look people are talking to each other and smiling. It’s as if we have been given permission to communicate and like withered plants just watered, we are coming back to life. What would normally be the object of our primary interaction – our smart phone – is now other people. Talk of frustration with BA – with some passengers claiming it typifies broader decline in the UK – quickly gives way to more personal discussions about the reason for travel, where people have been and where they are going. Everyone is interested, interesting and enjoying the nourishment that conversation with strangers provides, and which smart phones and AI can never hope to deliver. That, I feel is what this book is about.
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			Julian (32), Peter (3), Mark (6), James (7), Andy (6 months), and Becky (29)

		

	
		

		
			Introduction

			My mother and father met in London in the mid-1960’s whilst undertaking their medical training – Dad as a doctor, Mum a nurse – at Charing Cross Hospital. One of their common passions was travel, especially to far flung places. As Dad recalls, talk of an overland trip had cropped up early in their relationship, although at that time it was only a pipe dream. 

			Mum – Rebecca (Becky) Evens – grew up in working class Crayford, daughter of Charles, a drafstman engineer, and Mavorneen, a nurse. Becky was not a fan of school and was desperate to spread her wings, jumping at the chance, at 18, to train as a nurse in London. Dad – Julian – grew up in Surrey, the son of a chest physician, George, and Ninette, who moved with her sister from South Africa in 1937  and made England her home. Perhaps this is where some of Dad’s wanderlust originated from, but I think with both of my parents that it was more to do with the combination of their personalities and the freedom and excitement of the post war era. This was London in the swinging 60’s – the age of the Beatles, hippies, free love and discovery.

			My parents married in 1969, and I was born in June 1970. Just six months later they were off on their first adventure, driving a Morris Minor all the way down to Split in current day Croatia, then Yugoslavia. It was a sign of things to come. 

			Dad retells the story of the events which led up to their move to Australia in 1974:

			“It was Mike and Fran Carrette who persuaded us to go to Australia. Mike had been a year above me in Medical School, qualified and then started training in Obstetrics/Gynaecology. Fran was in the same set as Becky and I had known her from before, as she was the daughter of a doctor who had worked with Grumpy [Dad’s father, George] at Hydestyle Hospital near Milford, Surrey. Anyway, Mike and Fran got married and disappeared off to Cairns.

			“Early in 1974 they came back to England so Mike could do his final specialist exam in O and G. They asked Beck and I around for dinner and showed us these very alluring and beautiful photos of Cairns and surrounding beaches. Half-jokingly we said that if ever an Anaesthetic post cropped up in Cairns, we would be interested. 

			
				
					[image: Photo of the farewell gathering at 71 Park Road, Chiswick, 1974. ]
				

			

			

			Farewell gathering at 71 Park Road, Chiswick, 1974

			About two months later, when we were living at 71 Park Rd, Chiswick with Rob and Kate, we received a telephone call in the early hours of the morning. A vacant Anaesthetic post in Cairns had suddenly cropped up, but we had to decide within the next five days. No problem in making that decision, but I had to give notice. However, within the month we were on a plane out to Australia, I to take up the post of Junior Consultant in Anaesthetics, even though I was not yet fully qualified. That is how we ended up in Cairns, Beck and I and our two boys.”

			We loved living in Australia – the wide-open spaces, the freedom, friendliness of the people and the outdoor living. My brother Mark, who was born in London in 1972, and I don’t have many memories of Cairns, but For Mum and Dad, these were memorable days, with leisure time centred on the outdoors; swimming, sailing, camping, scuba diving and more. The beaches of North Queensland are some of the best in the World and with the Great Barrier Reef so close, this is a fantastic location to sail and scuba dive. It was in Queensland that my parents bought the Toyota HiAce camper van which was to become our home for 6 months.

			As Dad remembers:

			

			“Becky and I continued to keep the idea of an overland trip in the back of our minds whilst in Cairns, but it really wasn’t going to be feasible or practical due to the huge cost that was involved. When Peter was born, [1975], we thought if we were still to do it, we might as well carry on with three Children; after all we were prepared to do it with two. The same reasoning when Andy was born in Adelaide [1977]. Rather naive of us I suppose, but we were young and yearned for adventure. 

			The big thing that changed when we were in Adelaide and made us think it might be possible after all, was a change in our financial situation. I had started some private practice on the side which was quite lucrative and adding substantially to our income. One other thing that persuaded us we should return to England was Mavis, your grandmother, [Mum’s mum – another force of nature]. She was in and out of hospital for her drinking problem. At that time, she wasn’t acutely ill, [she would become so], but we thought we should return before she deteriorated too much. And so, the decision was made!”

			I recall that Dad was a ‘Flying Doctor’ as part of his Cairns General Hospital role, as part of a GP Service or ‘Flying Surgery’ for remote communities. He was one of the anaesthetists, part of a whole group – surgeon, anaesthetist, nurses, technicians – who would fly by helicopter into the Outback, where they would carry out simple operations like sterilisations, circumcisions, growth excisions etc. More serious cases were referred for hospital treatment and because of the distance involved patients would often have to be evacuated by air. The private practice Dad was involved in in Adelaide was always carried out in a hospital or private clinic and had to be conducted outside normal working hours, so most often in the evenings.

			Having lived in Cairns and Adelaide for a total of 4 ½ years, Becky and Julian were keen to see more of Australia before we returned to England. On Monday 31st October 1977 – Halloween – the six of us left Adelaide in our Toyota camper on the first leg of a 15,000-mile, 6-month road journey back to England. Whatever madness made my parents attempt this journey with so many little Littles, packed into a camper van, I will always be truly grateful for. There were some hair-raising moments, but the people we met and experiences we had in those six months, were formative for me. Forty-five years later, on Halloween 2022, I started typing up my parents’ diaries, also a Monday, with a view to writing this book. My weekly Sunday Facebook blog of our previous seven days’ travels 45 years on, elicited many welcome contributions from family and friends. The research and writing experience revived many memories for me, not only of the trip but also of dear old family friends and, most of all, my mother and force of nature, Becky, who died far too young.
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			Becky (29), Mark (6), Andy (6 months), Julian (32), Peter (3), James (7)

		

	
		

		
			PART I

			AUSTRALIA 

			(2,284 miles)

			•
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			Australia: Our route crossed the Nullarbor Desert, only recently tarmacked and home to the longest straight section of railway in the world.

			Map © 2025 Google

		

		

	
		

		
			Chapter One 

			Anama Farm

			Monday 31st – Sunday 6th January 1978

			In reviewing our route, I wondered why, as were headed to Southeast Asia, we didn’t take the northern highway through Alice Springs to Darwin. This would have put us much closer to our next destinations, Bali and then Singapore. Dad explains, “Roads inland were dusty tracks; no tarmac, and mud bound in the rainy season in the East. We would have needed a four- wheel drive, and it would have been dangerous; not wise with four young children.” This sets the benchmark then of what Becky and Julian Little regarded as too dangerous, though as our story unfolds, it becomes clear that not much else was off the table ... 

			Instead, Becky and Julian decided to head over 2,000 miles west on the Eyre Highway across the Nullarbor Plain – tarmacked only the previous year; luxury by comparison to most inland roads of Australia in the late 70’s. Firstly though, we had some Merino sheep farming friends to visit in Burra and, in the chaos and haste of leaving Adelaide on Halloween 1977, plenty more preparations to make. 

			Day 1 (Monday 31st October 1977) – Leaving Adelaide

			

			Becky: Today was exhausting. We hastily left Jane and John’s, who were getting a bit sick of us in the end. Everything became jumbled in the camper van. Trying to do the shopping with a camper van fully loaded for our Asian trip plus four children was a bit of a joke. Nevertheless, we almost succeeded in getting everything, though arrived at the pharmacy 10 minutes after it closed.

			Tried to phone Penny three times from Adelaide. The phones are as difficult as can be if you haven’t the right change, then the phone is broken. Anyway, didn’t leave town until 6pm. Having revisited 101 Watson Ave – finding a super parcel with a dress for me and photographs from Martin and Hilary – we then visited Pizza Palace then set off. I had persuaded Jules to stay in a motel for the night, but we couldn’t find one after getting out of town, so we ended up camping beside the road, Jules and I squashed in the roof. Andrew and I in one sleeping bag after his vaccinations. In spite of the hard bed, we slept well.

			Julian: Eventually left John and Jane’s about 11am. Glad to be away because of the obvious strained feeling which had cropped up between us. Perhaps we had overstayed our welcome. As a result of our haste to be away though, the van was in absolute chaos and obviously overloaded. We were also feeling exhausted from the strain and numerous social commitments of the last few weeks. To make things worse it decided to drizzle constantly throughout the day. I almost drowned riding my putt-putt to Grace Brothers for transportation to Anama [Penny and Jamie’s farm]. As we rushed around town with four kids in the rain, I wondered whether this was a taste of what was to come. 

			Refreshed ourselves at the pizza place and feeling slightly improved left Adelaide for hopefully the last time. The luxury motel we intended to treat ourselves to never turned up and we still found ourselves on the road and too late to phone Penny up. We ‘camped’ by the roadside and squashed in amongst the rubbish totally exhausted.

			We had to quit our Adelaide home – 101 Watson Avenue – before we were quite ready to hit the road. Mum and Dad’s friends, Jane and John kindly put us up for a few nights. However, it sounds as though we overstayed our welcome. Dad remembers, “We weren’t very organised people like they were, who always had everything in it’s right place”; I think his use of their best dinner forks to repair a puncture on one of our bikes wasn’t the most sensible idea.

			We were on our way to the farm of good friends Penny and Jamie Hawker near Booborowie, 100 miles north of Adelaide. Arriving the next day, we stayed for a week, drawing breath, and preparing for the start of the journey proper across the Nullarbor Plain. Re-reading Mum’s first diary entry, it struck Dad ‘There were no mobile phones in those days; how times have changed!’ Regarding the ‘putt-putt’ he also recalls: 

			“We only had the Toyota van then, and so that Becky wasn’t trapped at home, I bought this little scooter to get to the three hospitals [three!] I was working in then. I left it with Penny; heaven knows what happened to it.”
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			Adelaide Halloween Farewells

			Day Two (Tuesday 1st November) – First morning on the road

			Becky: Well at least we slept in spite of Andy waking almost immediately after we fell asleep. I thought we were in for a night of it, as he would not be comforted by a feed – I think it must have been a cholera jab reaction. It was a hard sleep, as Julian and I were in the push up roof with no mattress, but we were too tired to care. In the morning it took about two hours to unpack and repack. When we drove off, I looked back and remarked at the spaciousness of the camper. Julian did too, and suddenly realising why, we burst out laughing – we had driven off with the camper roof up, luckily not too fast otherwise the strong wind would have ripped it off!

			We arrived at Penny’s half an hour later. No one rushed out to meet us and we wondered why until we met Penny at the door and found that her horse had died at 2am during a difficult birth. She was very upset, but our arrival started to take her mind off it. We lazed around most of the day, all feeling a little bit the worse for wear from the strain of the last two weeks. Went to bed at 8:30pm feeling exhausted and relieved to finally be able to relax.

			Day Three (Wednesday 2nd November) – Jingle Bells and sunsets

			Becky: A really good night’s sleep in spite of various interruptions from Andrew and Peter. Penny went to playgroup taking James, Mark with Rosemary. Somehow, I didn’t get much done – Peter was difficult, so was Andrew, (as much as he ever is these days), and Alice cried to go out. However eventually when lunch was over and I had succeeded in tipping coffee over, leaping to stop Alice tipping up her pot – two catastrophes! – I started sorting. Not much success at getting rid of things so far. Managed to do the washing. The kids had a lovely ride on the horse Jingle Bells – they thought it was ‘great’! Had another pleasant evening meal with Penny (James at expensive sheep sale). Eventually went to bed at 11pm. The most beautiful sunsets here.

			Day Four (Thursday 3rd November) – Wakefulness

			Becky: The kids waking up even more. Marky wet, so feeling slightly the worse for wear this morning. We went to town in afternoon, rushed around like lunatics trying to get all the shopping, but there seems to be plenty more to do. Kids got tired and hot and we didn’t return until 6:15. Another wakeful night including thunder; the baby woke every two hours and was a bit colicky during the day, perhaps a reaction to the cholera jab. Peter absolutely grotty!

			

			Day Five (Friday 4th November) – Stay and rest a while

			Julian: Another hectic day at Penny’s with me preparing the van and Becky sorting out clothes. Had intended to leave Saturday morning but were persuaded to stay for the weekend in order to relax. Penny and Jamie went to dinner with Sarah and Andrew and stayed overnight. Rosemary was left with us.

			Days 6-7 (Saturday 4th – Sunday 5th November) – Sorting, packing and playing

			Julian: Supposed to have been relaxing weekend but we continued to sort and pack. Persuaded to stop one more day to take things easy. Kids seemed to have a good time. James and Mark helped Big Jamie, and Penny took all the kids for a ride on Jingle Bells.
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			Kids’ Playtime

		

	
		

		
			Chapter Two 

			The Nullarbor

			Monday 7th – Sunday 14th November

			The Nullarbor Plain is a flat, almost treeless, arid part of southern Australia, located on the Great Australian Bight coast with the Great Victoria Desert to its north. It is the world’s largest exposed limestone bedrock and features the longest stretch of straight railway (297 miles) in the world. English explorer Edward John Eyre became the first European to successfully cross the Nullarbor in 1841 and the highway is named after him. In writing of Eyre’s voyages in 1865, Henry Kingsley described Nullarbor as a ‘hideous anomaly, a blot on the face of Nature, the sort of place one gets into in bad dreams.’1 This was the longest section of our journey in Australia and from the journal entries, (or lack of them), it sounds as though it was truly exhausting. My memory of this section is hazy, but the diary tells the story…

			Day 8 (Monday 7th November) – Nearly ready

			Julian: More fiddling around with van and sorting clothes. Penny and Becky made the ‘clothes hanger’ while I tried to keep the kids from interrupting. Quite a warm day requiring a few splashes in the pool. Further rides on poor Jingle Bells for the kids.

			Day 9 (Tuesday 8th November) – Away at last

			Julian: Spent all morning packing van with children clambering in and out. Stayed for lunch with Sally Hawker and a visiting South African lady. After numerous piccies and goodbyes we eventually set off at approximately 2.45pm. Day beginning to warm up. Port Augusta and Whyalla are real dumps and very hot. Pizzas at Whyalla. Evening continued to heat up (35°C). Hot air blasted in through the windows. Eventually reached Arno. Had beer in pub and stealthily pitched camp in caravan park next to the sea exhausted.
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			Leaving Penny and Jamie’s

			Australia’s seasons are at opposite times to those in the northern hemisphere, so things were just beginning to warm up to summer as we began our journey across the Nullarbor. The only caravan park next to the sea in Arno, a small fishing and tourist town on the east coast of Eyre Peninsula, is Arno Bay Caravan Park. Dad agrees that is probably where we stayed – from the 300+ pictures in the Google Maps entry it looks pretty spectacular, dominated by a mixture of white, sandy beaches, cliffs, and mangrove systems. Particularly impressive is ‘Redbanks’, a sedimentary cliff structure which is a designated geological monument by the Geological Society of Australia. 

			For the next two days there are no diary entries, but Dad recalls we followed the coast road through Port Lincoln and camped in Coffin Bay; named in 1802 by British naval explorer Matthew Flinders in honour of his friend Sir Isaac Coffin, Resident Naval Commissioner at Sheerness, where his ship the Investigator was fitted out. 

			We had reached Streaky Bay by Thursday 10th November, where the scenery again is impressive. The name Streaky Bay was given by explorer Matthew Flinders, who says in his log of 1802: ‘And the water was much discoloured in Streaks ... and I called it Streaky Bay.’2 It is now thought these streaks are caused by the release of oils by certain species of seaweed in the bay. 

			Day 12 (Friday 11th November) – Ceduna

			Julian: A hectic morning of breaking camp with kids screaming and arguing. Pleasant couple next door gave us some hints about crossing the Nullarbor. Eventually left about 12 noon and after shopping left Streaky Bay about 1pm. Beautiful sand dunes and beaches along the stretch of the bay proper. Stopped at Perlubie beach before Ceduna. Cup of tea and drinks at garage in Ceduna. 100 miles out of Ceduna, ‘tea’ in parking lot.

			The name Ceduna is a corruption of the local Aboriginal Wirangu word Chedoona and, appropriately, is said to mean a place to sit down and rest. The ‘parking lot’ 100 miles out of Ceduna appears to have been a petrol station, Mobil Nundroo, described in Google Maps as a ‘Casual 1950’s hotel with restaurant/ bar’. Dad thinks it was here that we camped on the night of Friday 11th. Some of the buildings certainly look as though they were there in 1977.

			The lack of a diary entry again for Saturday 12th November hints at endless hours of monotonous driving. Dad mentions in his entry of Sunday 13th that we camped in a parking lot, which must have been across the State Border between South and Western Australia. It took us an hour to get to Balladonia, which would have put us somewhere around Caiguna. The signpost pictured below with directions and distances to big cities of the world, (just 17,517 km to London!), was at the imaginatively named ‘Border Village’.
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			Old road grader memorial to the building of the Eyre Highway

			

			The Eyre Highway, (named after English explorer Edward John Eyre), which crosses the Nullarbor had only recently been tarmacked and just a few miles later at Eucla we stopped to clamber onto a discarded grader which had been used and left as a memorial. I found some fascinating YouTube footage on the building of the highway and the opening ceremony unveiling the memorial, which was held at Eucla on 29th September 1976, just over a year before our crossing.3 Unfortunately, the grader became so corroded that by 2003 it was scrapped.

			Day 14 (Sunday 13th November) – Time travellers 

			Julian: Because of the time change, (1¾ hours back at state border), we were away at an incredible time for us. We had camped in a parking lot and with Beck feeling really efficient, we had packed up in a matter of an hour in the midst of a dust storm. Feeling filthy and with everything covered in dust we set off on another day of drudgery and monotonous scenery. Straight road, scrub bush and nothingness. Another ¾ hour back at Balladonia one hour later gave us an extra advantage. Fish and chips at Norseman for lunch and the end of the Eyre highway. A turn south and off to Esperance, the scenery improving somewhat and becoming greener, arriving there approx. 16.30. Taking four hours to set up camp, feed and bed the children we collapsed, feeling rather depressed and wondering whether it was all worthwhile.

			On reading this I was struck by how exhausting it must have been for Mum and Dad driving across the desert with us four young kids; we had covered 778 miles in two days. And yet, we were still only just at the start of what would become a 15,000-mile journey back to London. What an undertaking, especially with Mum just 29 and Dad 32 years old. Many times, my parents have been told they must have been crazy! Growing up with the memories and stories, I started to take the experience for granted, but in re-living our travels through the diaries and in creating this book – slightly mad though they were – I can honestly say I am really proud of them for doing it.

			Another revelation of the diary entries to me, was that time zones in Australia can change by two and a half and even one-and-three-quarter hours! Some states have daylight saving and others don’t, but as we were driving west, clocks every so often would go back and we would gain time. That was why we were able to cover the vast distance to Esperance in just two days. At that time of year, the majority of Western Australia was two and a half hours behind South Australia, but Eucla and Balladonia has its own time zone, three quarters of an hour ahead of the rest of Western Australia. So, in a very short space of time, we crossed two time zones gaining two and a half hours.

			Before Standard time was introduced in the 1890s each local city or town was free to determine its own local mean time; Eucla’s GMT+ 8:45 persevered, making it part of the smallest time zone in Australia, Australian Central Western Standard Time (ACWST), comprising just a few hundred people. One theory is that this came about because the operators of a telegraph station based in Eucla in the 1800’s found it more convenient to be closer to Australian Eastern Standard Time. Whilst not recognised as an official time zone to this day by the State or Australian Government, keeping ACWST suited the local inhabitants who ran the roadhouses on the Eyre Highway, as it meant they all shared the same time. There is something uniquely Australian about this ‘just do it’ attitude; so too when the State of Southern Australia unilaterally decided to advance Australian Central Standard Time by thirty minutes in 1899. Apparently, this followed lobbying by businesses wanting to be closer to Melbourne time, and cricketers and footballers who wanted more daylight to practice in the evenings!

			

			
				
						1 E. Littell, E, The Living Age, Volume 87. Boston: Littell, Son and Company, 1865. p. 481.


						2 Matthew Flinders, Log, 5 February 1802. ‘Streaky Bay - Our History.’ Wayback Machine, Internet Archive. https://web.archive.org/web/20070829215502/http://www.streakybay.sa.gov.au/site/page.cfm?u=194


						3 ‘1976 Eyre Highway sealing ceremony,’ watvhistory, YouTube, Feb 1 2012, https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pafZk2bTyY4.


				

			
		

	
		

		
			Chapter Three 

			Esperance to Denmark

			Monday 14th – Sunday 20th November

			The Aboriginal name for the town of Esperance is kepa (water) kurl (boomerang); it means, ‘where the water lies like a boomerang.’ Its European name was given by French explorers who named the place after their ship whilst sheltering from a storm in 1792. The name means ‘hope’. After our mind-numbing crossing of the Nullarbor, the two days we spent here certainly appear to have given Mum and Dad renewed hope for the rest of our trip.

			A little-known fact about Esperance occurred less than two years after we came through, bringing with it global attention. In 1979, debris from the Skylab space station fell onto Esperance after disintegrating over the Indian Ocean. In response, the local government issued a $400 fine to the USA for littering. This fine remained unpaid until April 2009 when radio host Scott Barley of Highway Radio raised the money through contributions from his morning show audience and settled the fine on NASA’s behalf. The re-entry of Skylab was a global media spectacle, sparking the creation of souvenirs, bets on the exact time and location of its crash, and extensive news coverage. The San Francisco Examiner even offered a $10,000 reward for the first fragment of Skylab to be delivered to their office. Seizing the opportunity, 17-year-old Stan Thornton gathered fragments from his home’s rooftop in Esperance, boarded the first available flight to San Francisco, and successfully claimed the prize. That’s initiative!

			Day 15 (Monday 14th November) – Twilight Cove

			Julian: Unintentionally arose at some unearthly, uncivilised time because of the time change. Stood us in good stead though, as after a full morning of catching up on ourselves we still had a good part of the day left. Sausage sandwiches for lunch and then left for town. While clothes were washing at a launderette at a BP garage went to visit the Pink Lake. Really is very pink and exceedingly salty. 

			Surrounded by white sand dunes. On the way back, trunk blew off roof rack scattering all our dehydrated food over the road. Luckily only the trunk was damaged (cheap). Bit of shopping in town and then off to Twilight Cove. Beautiful coastal scenery, surf pounding in on wide open beaches and rolling sand dunes. Great games of hide and seek in sand dunes but too cold to swim. Back to camp for a ‘quick’ goulash in the pressure cooker. 3 hours later and with all the kids asleep we had worked out how it worked. Never mind the goulash wasn’t bad!
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			Mum and all 4 boys
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			Dad with Andy

			Day 16 (Tuesday 15th November) – Exploring and relaxing

			Becky: Had another lovely day. Still seem to be 2 hours in front of everyone else. Went down along the 11-mile coast road to observation point; very beautiful. Ended up at Twilight Beach. Kids played with canoe and Dad while I sat on the beach. We even put the annexe up – the kids didn’t remember seeing it before. Kept the car a bit cooler. Flies were awful. Managed to cook supper a bit better than last night’s effort with the pressure cooker – Ha, Ha! Then went off to do the family’s washing – haven’t worked out how to do it with no effort yet [though she does later – look out for the solution]. Bed at 9.30. Lovely two relaxing days (apart from 5 to 7pm!).
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			Observatory Point, Esperance
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			Campter van from Observatory Point

			Twighlight Cove was named after a ship which was swept ashore during a storm on 24 May 1877. The area is susceptible to ‘king waves’ and several ships have been wrecked on its shores. The camper van annexe was a rarely used small tent attached to the back of the van for privacy whilst using the ‘Porta Potti’. We lugged this portable chemical toilet all the way back from Australia to England (15,000 miles!) without using it once. It can be seen in the pictures on the van roof rack, still in its cardboard box, getting increasingly dishevelled as we clocked up the miles. I’m sure it seemed a great idea at the time… As well as the annexe, we also had a main tent which attached to the side door of the van and was put up almost every time we camped, often by 7-year-old me. (I must have had help but in my mind’s eye I was a lone ranger!) This was Mum, Dad and Andy’s sleeping quarters, while Mark, Pete and I slept in the pop-up roof of the van, which we loved – it was our own little den. The main camper space was used for cooking, eating and living. 

			Day 17 (Wednesday 16th November) – Aboriginal Art and Albany

			Becky: $4.35 per night, camping site Esperance (62,900). 10.30 by the time we left. Went to a marvellous Aborigine Art place; left at 12.30. Got paper weight and shell broach for George and Ninette [Dad’s parents]. Petrol at Ravensthorpe – 45 litres (63,035) – $7.30. What a dump. Carried on through Stirling Ranges. Looked lovely but too far to see properly. We arrived at Albany about 8pm. Too dark to see caravan site clearly, but Middleton Beach looked a dump, so we plumped for Emu Point Park. Full of trees, very nice. Chose our own site near the beach, though not quite on it. Can hear the waves at night crashing on the beach.

			Why the sudden need for noting prices and mileage I can only guess at – perhaps Becky and Julian had had a conversation about the trip budget. The Stirling Ranges, named in 1835 after the then Governor of Western Australia, James Stirling, has been a National Park since 1913. Being the only mountain range in the region, it attracts significant rainfall and is consequently one of the richest areas in the world for flora with over 1500 plant species; including more species of wildflowers, ‘than in the entire British Isles,’ according to the Australian Department of Climate Change, Energy, Environment and Water! 

			Day 18 (Thursday 17th November) – Mount Clarence

			Becky: Messed about all morning. Andrew being difficult
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					[image: Mark and James sitting in front of a fire with a tent in the background. The jaffa iron lies in the foreground. ]
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