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Chapter 1: When Kangaroos Attack
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The big red kangaroo appeared out of nowhere.

One moment I was driving through the vast emptiness of Western Australia, Sandy resting beside me, our caravan trailing faithfully behind us through the morning heat. The next moment, a massive male kangaroo—easily six feet tall—was bounding directly into our path at what felt like the speed of light.

There was no time to think, no time to brake, no time to swerve. Just that split second of recognition: This is going to hurt.

The impact came as he was on the downward arc of his hop, which probably saved our lives. Instead of a full-force collision with 200 pounds of muscle and bone, we caught him at the lowest point of his trajectory. The sound was sickening—metal crumpling, glass somehow miraculously staying intact, and then silence.

"Are you okay?" I asked Sandy, my hands still gripping the steering wheel.

"I think so," she said, looking as stunned as I felt. "The van?"

Looking in the mirror, it seemed ok

We were in the middle of absolutely nowhere—the kind of nowhere that makes you understand just how big Australia really is. The nearest town was hours away. We had no mobile reception. And our car, while still running, was clearly not going to get us very far.

I got out, surveyed the damage, looked back down the road, and the Roo was a mess all over the road

"Well," Sandy said, looking at the crumpled front end, "this wasn't in the brochure."

I couldn't help but laugh. After everything we'd been through in our first year on the road—the lemon caravan, the endless breakdowns, the fly plague from hell—a kangaroo crash somehow felt like just another Tuesday in our nomad life.

But as I stood, engine still running, caravan still attached, in the middle of the Australian outback with a damaged car and no way to call for help, one thought kept running through my mind: How the hell did we get here?

Two years earlier, I'd been sitting in a corporate office, stressed out of my mind, counting down the days to retirement. Sandy had been managing her own pressures, both of us dreaming of "someday" when we'd finally travel Australia together. We were just another middle-aged couple with responsibilities, and a vague plan to see the country when we were too old to really enjoy it.

Now here we were, homeless by choice, everything we owned either sold or crammed into storage, living in a caravan that we'd already replaced once, and about to have our second major vehicle disaster in less than twelve months.

Some people might call that poor planning. Others might call it a midlife crisis. We called it the best decision we'd ever made.

But I'm getting ahead of myself. To understand how two sensible adults end up sharing a tow truck cabin with a stranger while their damaged car and caravan get hauled 400 kilometers to Darwin, you need to understand our story. And our story? Well, it started forty-seven years earlier, in a high school in South Australia, with a summer romance that would make the creators of Grease proud.

My name isn't actually Danny Zuko, but back in 1977, I sure thought I was John Travolta. And the girl sitting next to me, calmly assessing our kangaroo-damaged vehicle in the middle of the Western Australian outback? Her name really is Sandy.

Sometimes life writes better stories than Hollywood ever could.
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Chapter 2: The Fly Plague from Hell
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Two weeks before the kangaroo tried to total our car, we thought we were being clever.

"We'll leave Perth early," I'd told Sandy as we planned our route north through Western Australia. "Beat the crowds. Sure, it'll be hotter, but we can handle a bit of heat."

What we couldn't handle, as it turned out, were the flies.

Not just any flies—we're talking about a biblical plague of flies that would have made Moses himself pack up and head back to Egypt. The locals later told us it was the worst fly season in years. Most years, they said, the flies cleared by the end of February. Here we were in April, and they were still going strong.

We discovered this delightful fact about thirty minutes out of Perth.

I pulled over at our first tourist stop—one of those scenic lookouts that dot the Western Australian landscape like promises of adventure. Sandy and I stepped out of the car, cameras ready, smiles on our faces.

Within seconds, we were under attack.

These weren't your average house flies. These were little but aggressive, determined flies that seemed to view us as the most interesting thing they'd encountered in months. They swarmed our faces, our ears, our mouths every time we tried to speak. Sandy tried to take a photo and couldn't see through the viewfinder because of the black mass covering the camera lens.

"Back in the car!" I yelled, though it came out more like "Bah ih da hah!" because I was trying not to inhale a squadron of flies.

We dove back into the vehicle, frantically rolling up windows and hitting the air conditioning. But the damage was done—we'd brought at least fifty uninvited passengers with us. The next ten minutes were spent with fly spray and tissues, hunting down every last buzz.

"This is just one spot," Sandy said optimistically. "Maybe it's just here."

It wasn't just there.

At every single stop for the next two weeks, the same scene played out. We'd pull up somewhere beautiful, step out, and immediately be engulfed by what felt like every fly in Western Australia having a convention on our heads.

The fly nets came out by day two. You know those mesh head covers that make you look like a beekeeper's apprentice? We bought the largest ones we could find and wore them everywhere. The problem was, within minutes of putting them on, they'd be so covered in flies you couldn't see through them.

Picture this: two middle-aged tourists stumbling around scenic lookouts like blindfolded contestants on a game show, waving our arms frantically while completely unable to see where we were going because our protective headgear was black with insects.

The tourist photos from that period are... interesting. Mostly they're shots of fly-covered mesh with occasional glimpses of landscape in the background.

But the real nightmare was trying to use our caravan.

Our beautiful little hybrid had an outside kitchen and an outside fridge—features that had seemed brilliant when we'd bought it. Cook outside, enjoy the fresh air, feel connected to nature. What could be better?

Well, cooking inside would have been better. Much better.

Every meal became a military operation. I'd position myself by the outside fridge, Sandy would stand ready with the fly spray, and we'd coordinate our attack like we were defusing a bomb.

"On three," I'd say. "One... two... THREE!"

I'd yank open the fridge door, grab whatever we needed, and slam it shut again while Sandy sprayed everything within a five-meter radius. Then we'd make a mad dash for the caravan door, usually bringing half the fly population with us.

The scramble to get food from the fridge to inside the van must have been quite a sight. Picture two adults in full fly-net regalia, running around a caravan with lunch meat and milk while clouds of insects pursued them like something out of a horror movie.

We lasted three days before we gave up on the outside kitchen entirely. Everything had to be done inside, using the small two-burner cooktop that we'd barely used before. The outside fridge became a exercise in speed and coordination that would have impressed military logistics teams.

"Next van," Sandy declared after a particularly challenging sandwich-making expedition, "needs an inside kitchen and an inside fridge."

We made notes. Lots of notes.

The worst part wasn't the inconvenience—it was the relentless nature of it all. You couldn't relax. You couldn't just step outside and enjoy the beautiful Western Australian landscape. Every moment outside the car or van was spent under siege.

And the flies were smart. They learned our patterns. They'd hover around the doors, waiting for us to emerge. They seemed to understand that eventually, we'd have to come out, and they were prepared to wait.

By week two, we'd developed a system of signals. Hand gestures for "ready to make a run for it" and "abort mission, too many flies." We moved through the landscape like a special ops team, always watching, always ready to retreat.

The irony wasn't lost on us. We'd left Perth early to avoid crowds of tourists, only to find ourselves dealing with crowds of something much worse. Every camping spot, every scenic lookout, every small town—they were all infested.

"We need to get north faster," I told Sandy as we sat inside the van one evening, listening to the ominous buzzing against the windows. "Maybe it's better in the Kimberley."

That decision—to push north quickly instead of taking our time—seemed perfectly logical at the time. We were escaping one natural disaster and hopefully driving toward relief.

We had no idea we were driving straight into the path of a very large, very fast kangaroo.

Sometimes when you're trying to outrun one problem, you run headfirst into another one. But that's a lesson we were about to learn the hard way, at high speed, in the middle of nowhere, with a caravan full of fly
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