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22 ς 26 April 2011 (Easter/Anzac Day Long Weekend) 
Trip Report ς Submitted by Helen 
 

Wonoka Homestead is a working sheep station located around 15kms from Hawker in the 
Flinders Ranges. 
 
This is about the extent of the information you can find on Google about Wonoka Station.  
²Ƙŀǘ DƻƻƎƭŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǊ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƴŘǊƻǳǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƻŦ 
the ranges and the fantastic hospitality of Peter and Cheryl the owners of the station.  
 
Our meeting place for Friday morning was 9.30am at Orroroo for morning tea and catch up.  
Everybody who had advised that they would be at Orroroo were there on time, except for the 
trip leaders.  I was unfortunate enough to have acquired a body blow headache and needed 
lots of encouragement from Phil to get into the car!  So those at Orroroo made their way to 
Hawker, with us around 40 minutes behind them.  On leaving Orroroo, we encountered what 
was to be the beginning of hundreds of vehicles making their way to the Flinders.  Phil found it 
very amusing to pretend to be a club member of a couple of other clubs who happened to be 
using Channel 16 on the radio!  Hmm.   It was fantastic to see so many different vehicles and 
the many different modes of accommodation being towed to the holiday destinations.   
 
On entering Hawker, the line up for the only open petrol station was VERY long, so we found 
the other club members and waited for a lull to refill the car.  It was fantastic to see 12 club 
vehicles and it was fun ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 
acquaintance with new members.  The new members Jo and Max, Deb and Mick were 
welcomed as was Celine (pronounced saylene ς although she answers to anything!) who came 
along with Debbie T.  It was also great to see the three Helens present!!! (Helen and Phil ς 
Helen and Henry ς Helen and John).  
 
After lunch and the refuel dash, Colby collected us at around 1.00pm and we made the lovely 
trip along the 7km driveway to Wonoka Station. 
 
Peter and Colby took everybody to the camping spot and in no time at all the tents were 
erected, the camper trailers were unfurled, the caravans opened up and Cuffs tent (in 2 
minutes) was up.  As we were staying in the cottage, we threw the quilts over the beds and 
went and inspected the camp accommodation. I once again supervised the erection of the 
Marquee!  Good job guys!  During the setting up process, Peter showed anybody who was 
interested, the art of shearing a sheep, which all agreed, was excellent.  
 
The children amused themselves with the station dogs ς Maggie and the stick! and we had a 
chance to meet Peter and Cheryl. 
 
Colby then took us on a short drive to Mayo hut.  ñThis pioneer homestead was built by William 
Mayo and his family in 1899. It was restored as an overnight shelter for walkers on the Heysen 
Trail. The restoration was carried out by unemployed persons from the Adelaide Central 

 



 
 

Mission's Whitmore Square Day Centre. The project was funded by the SA Government, 
through the South Australian Recreation Institute's Recreation Trails Division. The scheme was 
made possible with the generous support of Mr. & Mrs. A McInnes the owners of Wonoka 
Station, Hawkerέ. 
After some steep hill climbing, we headed for Mayo Gorge and then to the beautiful Pink Rocks.  
This creek is the intersection of Wonoka and Arkaba Creek.  The Pink Rocks were only recently 
discovered as the creek used to be a series of deep swimming pools which actually hid the 
rocks.  The rocks were only exposed when the water level dropped due to the drought, and the 
ōǳƛƭŘ ǳǇ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŦƭƻƻŘƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜƪΩǎ ŀƴŀǘƻƳȅΦ  It was a fantastic spot for 
the children to clamber over the rocks and explore the creek ς and for Jim to fall in and get wet 
feet! 
 
By the time we finished the drive, dusk was approaching, so back to camp for our dinner and 
the mandatory campfire.  Amazingly the weather was quite mild and we discovered that only 
two layers of clothing were required as opposed to the usual nine!  We discovered that we had 
a (un)welcome addition to our family ς a very large orb spider which had made its home in the 
TV tower next to the campfire.  We called him Harry (because it rhymes with spider!).  It was 
funny watching someone lean against the tower, unaware of Harry and when advised, leap 
away in fright (actually it was all the guys ς ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΗΗύΦ 
 
Getting to know everybody was great, as was gazing at the beautiful starry sky and watching 
the moon rise, no longer full, but still glorious, first peeking tantalisingly over the horizon and 
then rising in golden colour bathing everything in its gentle light.  Thomas, Lachy and Hamish 
toasted marshmallows (we did end up buying one of those toasting prongs for next time!), we 
ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǘǊƻ тлΩǎ ŀƴŘ улΩǎ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ōŜŀǘ ōƻȄ ǇƭŀȅŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ tŜǘŜǊΩǎ 
fantastic stories about his time on the land. 
 
Next morning, Colby took out some intrepid members for a climb to the top of the hill 
overlooking the camp site.  The investigative reporter went and found out how everybody slept.  
.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻǘǘŀƎŜ ŘǿŜƭƭŜǊǎΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŀǳƎŜ ǘƘŜ night weather.  The reporter found 
that the wind was up a little and it was a little cold, but no dramas.  Apparently there were 
some late night repairers out fixing flapping tents and pegs!  And the reporter found out that 
there had been five shooting stars as well as plenty of satellites!    Well the reporter did actually 
get up early (for the usual reason) and found that the sunrise was as spectacular as the moon 
rise, bathing the surrounding ranges in a dusky pink colour, enhancing the already beautiful hills 
even more.  The silence was deafening and the gentle creaking of the shearing shed only 
enhanced the perception of how small we really are! 
 
After breakfast (Saturday), it was time for the first (real) drive.  We did a loop of Wonoka bluff, 
where we climbed to the top of the massive hill and inspected the telecommunications tower.  
It was time to reacquaint ourselves with the Flinders Ranges Orb Spider.  Some of the members 
climbed to the top of the peak for the spectacular panoramic photo shots of the surrounding 
plains.  Going into the bush for the loo stop proved very daunting with the webs everywhere ς 
Phil the consummate gentleman, offered to be my guide only to walk into one of the webs ς he 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘǊƛŜƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǳŘΗ  hǾŜǊ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘŜŀΣ /ǳŦŦǎ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǳǎ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀōƛǘǎΦ  
Like when they are ready to move to the next tree, they chew off the edges of the web and fly 
on the wind to the next tree.  I think he enjoyed telling us this ς however we girls think we 



 
 

could have a business idea here!  When you are walking through the bush minding your own 
business, on a windy day and you cop a spider web on the face (complete with spider probably), 
you could market a kind of hair net, keep the eyebrows and hair in place ς and think about it ς 
no flies!!!  Shudder!!! 
 
We then descended the hill (very rough due to the rains) and carried on through the creeks and 
bushland finishing up with a hill climb of the bluff.  Stopping for more fantastic photo shots of 
the surrounding land and the station below.  The driving was quite challenging in some spots, 
but as usual the scenery was beautiful.  The weather was sunny, warm and perfect. 
 
Back to the homestead for lunch.  After lunch Peter came with us and we inspected the 
Moomba gas pipeline, a quarry (where they were paid ½ cent per cubic metre for the road 
gravel mined from the quarry in 1970 ς no diamonds!), a mine ( we made our own tracks to find 
ƛǘύ ŀƴŘ DǊƻǿŘŜƴΩǎ ƘƻƳŜǎǘŜŀŘ where we inspected old farm machinery from eras gone by.  We 
dreamed about the old ploughing and harvesting machines, and where the horse buggys would 
have gone and wondered about the people from years ago, all but forgotten.  Leaving just the 
remnants of their lives, slowly decaying to dust. 
 
As it was getting late, we made our way back to the homestead for dinner.  Dinner for Saturday 
night was our famous shared affair.  Once again everyone gave it their best and we were 
treated to a fantastic array of wonderful cuisine to tempt and delight the palate.  We had 
soups, curries, stews, rice dishes, salads, ǎƘŜǇƘŜǊŘΩǎ pie and krankskis (Helen and Henry always 
ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΗύΦ  L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ WƛƳΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǳƭǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ 
back later ς ȅŜǎ ƳǳƳΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊǎǇƛƭƭƛƴƎΗ  L ƴŜŜŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΣ 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅΦ  ²Ŝ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƎƛǎǘƛŎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ς everyone brings for their group 
only, yet there still seems to be plenty.  Then there was dessert!  Pies, cakes, pudding, custard 
and cream!  Lachy told his mum, he had never eaten so much in his life!!  Excellent!  I would like 
to thank everybody so much for their enthusiasm for this tradition and look forward to 
experiencing many more of them!! 
 
After dinner back to the campfire where we were once again blessed with the wonderful view 
of the rising moon, jokes, laughter, inspection of Harry the Spider (which rhymes) and who 
could be so lucky ς warmish weather.  Actually one or two of us had to shed our clothes, as we 
were so warm!  Gary and Phil were the fire keepers with Celine (pronounced saylene, who 
answers to anything), sometimes contributing.   
 
After a windy night, Sunday dawned bright and clear and this time Colby took his walkers down 
to the creek early in the morning.  After breakfast (with our passengers Debbie T and Celine - 
you know the drill!) we headed out to the Arkaba cattle yards which is on the border of 
Wonoka and Arkaba stations. I was the driver today and for some reason had bad problems 
with my left and right, which actually spread to Colby!   tƘƛƭΩǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŀǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƧƻƪŜǎ 
caused our passengers to lose plenty of fluid (tears and probably other!) and made 
concentrating on the driving pretty difficult!  We drove through some wonderful creek beds 
and did some water driving ς yay! on the banks of the Arkaba Creek and below Mt Alec.   Whilst 
doing a reconnaissance of the area around the creek bed, Phil found a fossilised yabbie which 
he attached to the front of the Territory.  We called the yabbie Yari and he was our mascot!  
This spot provided some beautiful scenery for a fantastic group car photo.  Waiting for the cars 



 
 

ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŜƴŀōƭŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ /W ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ  LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣ /W Ǌǳƴǎ ǘƻ 
every spot he can to take photos from every angle.  Camera around his neck and one hand 
ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƘŜ Ǌǳƴǎ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  tƘƛƭ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ά/W ǊǳƴέΦ  /ƭŜǾŜǊƭȅ ƳƛƳƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƴΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ƭaugh at 
me, and then missing his footing, tripping over a bush and narrowly avoiding falling over, only 
intensified the laughter.  The wonderful photos CJ takes is the best result! We continued our 
journey through some magical bushland, stopping to take photos and peruse the landscape.  
Colby and Peter have amassed terrific knowledge of the land and the areas we were travelling 
through.  Due to the recent rains, the country was alive with all colours of bushes and plant life.  
When standing on top of a peak, the array of colour was wonderful ς gentle soft sage greens to 
bright lime green trees and grasses met our eyes.  The abundance of wild flowers, brought soft 
colour to the harsh dusty plains and we were able to spot kangaroos with their joeys, yellow 
footed rock wallabies, and the always amusing emu.  We then continued on to The Cascades on 
Wonoka Creek.  We discovered the most enchanting water ponds which were abundant with 
water.  The whole group scattered to jump across the ponds, fossick amongst the rock pools 
and marvel at the rock formations.   We found ourselves going further and further along the 
creek bed, exploring the next pond and dying to see what was around the bend!  Picking your 
way along some muddy banks proved hazardous sometimes, but was so much fun!  Spotting 
tiny lichen and hardy baby tears, bearing tiny purple flowers, hugging the rocks, together with 
delicate lime coloured reeds, waving gently in the breeze and lining the lagoons, was something 
I am sure, that was rare.  Something, then that we appreciated all the more.  Some of the rock 
shapes in the ponds were amazing, and were compared to tables that you would sit at, very flat 
and symmetrical in shape.  Just wonderful.  The pièce de résistance was when the guys were 
able to leave their yabby nets resting at the bottom of the ponds in anticipation of a yummy 
catch.  Before leaving, we were able to witness the yabbies coming out of their hiding spots, 
scouting around on the bottom, checking out the tasty bait.  After lunch we went to the hills 
overlooking Glenlyle and Arkaba Stations.  These hills were the loveliest green and provided 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǇƘƻǘƻ ǎƘƻǘǎΦ  ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ wƻƴΩǎ DƻǊƎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ 
challenging.  The sun was starting to lower in the sky and we came upon the most prolific spider 
community we had seen.  For Bec who was driving in front, breaking through the spider webs 
ǿŀǎ ŘŀǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǊƛŜƪƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘΗ  /W ǿŀǎ ƪŜǇǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƻn whether to take pics of the spiders or the drivers!  
Phil was kept busy directing drivers through the boulders and along the creek beds, nearly 
having close encounters with the webs!  I loved it when the men got out of the cars helping 
navigate the vehicles along the tricky creek bed.  A lot of the girls were driving that day, and it 
reminded me of the Old West, the guys walking and the girls driving the wagons!  Yee Ha!!  
Watching Colby clearing paths and walking along the creek bed with his youngest son Hamish 
was beautiful.  Although Colby had to run a little (not like CJ), and catch the car, when Bec was 
continuing on without him!  Whilst Phil was out of the car, I took the opportunity of plunging 
into a hole and getting the car stuck!  Never mind, all the following drivers rushed out to help!  
Thanks guys!  ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǿƛƴŘǎŎǊŜŜƴǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇΗ  ²Ŝ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ 
gawk at the fantastic rock formations towering over us.  The gorge was spectacular in its 
soaring beauty, with the sun casting the late afternoon shadows upon the ancient pillars. CJ 
came running (what else!) up to Phil and shook his hand and said άHi, I am Peter ParkerέΦ   Phil 
ǎŀƛŘ ά²ƘƻΚέ   άtŜǘŜǊ tŀǊƪŜǊέΣ ǎŀƛŘ /WΦ  tƘƛƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ tŜǘŜǊ tŀǊƪŜǊΚ  L ƴŜŀǊly 
died laughing (as did everyone else!).  SPIDERMAN, said everyone!!  Oh!  said Phil, it was so 
ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǿƛƎΗ   !ŦǘŜǊ ǿŜ ŜȄƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǊƎŜΣ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ  A couple of members 



 
 

went and checked the yabbie nets and Max returned home triumphant with a brilliant catch 
which he generously shared around the campfire that night ς delicious ς thank you Max.     
 
After dinner, the campfire again.  This time, the campers witnessed an amazing meteor ς or 
space junk - entering the atmosphere with flames and everything!  Once again, the night was 
mild and the campfire was brilliant. 
 
Monday again dawned bright and clear after another windy night.  As it was ANZAC Day, Cuffs 
invited us to a commemoration ceremony at 8.00am.  All members and children gathered to a 
ǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ мл ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !b½!/Φ  Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜƭŘ ƛƴ ŀ 
more beautiful spot, which made it more poignant.  As we lowered our heads in reflection, the 
mournful cry of a lone crow echoed out around our heads.  I am glad I brought my tissues as we 
remembered our Aussie diggers and their great sacrifice for our beautiful country.  After the 
last note from the Last Post died, we reflected for a moment, and then Sally the young dog 
bowled right into our midst, breaking up the sadness, and causing laughter and the knowledge 
that yes, life does go on.  Thank you Cuffs. 
 
Before breakfast, I decided to check on Harry the Spider and discovered that an enormous 
moth had been captured in the web.  I wondered what he would do with this huge feast and 
vowed to check on him later that day.  After breakfast, we returned (with our lovely passengers 
Debbie and Celine ς this time armed with tissues!) to Mayo Gorge and the Pink Rocks for a little 
play through the water!  Much fun!  I was driver again.  We then journeyed out along The Old 
Ghan line, stopping at the windmill and water spring and checking out other points of interest.  
This track was interesting, with lots of deep water ruts and an amazing tunnel like track which 
was higher than the cars.  We then ventured along a dam which Peter had hoped would make 
the property drought proof but which leaked.  Driving along the top of the dam proved 
interesting (slightly nerve wracking!).  We then made our way back to the Homestead to collect 
Peter and quickly eat before embarking on the GRAND FINALE!  The finale was Mt Melanie, a 
mega hill climb offering a view of 270 degrees, south east to north west of Hawker and this 
amazing stone wall.  It was terrifying really, inching your way along a narrow ledge with a sheer 
ŘǊƻǇ ŀƭƻƴƎǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƛƳō ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƻǾŜǊ ƭŀǊƎŜ άǎǇŜŜŘ ƘǳƳǇǎέ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŘǳƻǳǎΦ  .ǳǘ 
the reward at the end was worth it.  All cars performed extremely well, even the ones with 
lower clearance ς a breeze!   The most amazƛƴƎ ǾƛŜǿ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǿƛǎǘŀ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊΦ  !ǎ ǿŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ 
atop the magnificent hill, we reflected on the shepherds who had probably built the amazing 
stone wall, and the lives they had probably led.  The descent was just as scary, although Celine 
did say that she felt quite relaxed with my driving!  An amazing admission as she is not a 4WD 
addict!  Deb, however was pretty quiet!!  After the descent from Mt Melanie, most of us made 
our way to Hawker for a coffee and chat.  Thank back to Wonoka to get ready for dinner.  Most 
people gathered under the marquee which once again, was put to good use ς thanks for those 
who put it up and took it down ς around 10 minutes now!  Some people had their showers 
interrupted by some pesky member tapping on the window!  The funny thing was, that Phil was 
blamed ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘƛƳΗ   Some of our younger would-be drivers took the opportunity of 
polishing up their driving skills, along the 7km driveway, resulting in a little damage to the 
¢ŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ άWƛƳΩǎ DǊƛŘέΗ  Jerren is a great instructor said his 
mum!  ¢ƘŜ ΨŦŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦǳƴƴȅΗ (PS the insurance excess 
costs more than the panel replacement ς so it is fix it ourselves time!)  To calm my nerves, I 
decided to check on Harry the spider, and was puzzled at the absence of the moth in the web, 



 
 

but he did have a fat moth leg in his hot little hands!.  Weird about the rest of the moth, till I 
looked down and discovered that the bulk the moth had been discarded (do you prefer leg or 
breast?)  Ah the wonders of nature ς no idea at all about that one!      
 
Dinner on Monday night was at The Woolshed at Rawnsley Park Station.  During our journey, 
we lost Yari the Yabbie, which made Phil cry.  We had become quite attached to the little critter 
There were 24 of us, and it was a great night, with great food and better company.   We made 
our way back, encountering one dead roo and some wascally wabbits.  We found that the 
campfire had been lovingly tended by Gary and his son Luke.  Onya boys, it was a ripper!  Once 
ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǎƻƭǾƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛŜǎΦ  [ƛƪŜ ōǳŘƎƛŜ 
snugglers, or smugglers ς it is smugglers.  I stand corrected.  And guy ropes or guide ropes.  It is 
guy ropes ς this I ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ς but now I do and so do you!  Thank 
you Mr Google!    
 
Tuesday morning was beautiful and sunny again.  Yabbie nets were checked and the haul was 
amazing ς well done everyone.  After breakfast, it was time to pack up, say our goodbyes and 
head off home.  We felt sad at leaving the beautiful Wonoka Station.  Cheryl and Peter were 
gracious and kind hosts.  We think they do a fantastic job of working the land and even though 
we loved visiting, not many of us appreciate the harshness of the country or could do what they 
do ς you are much admired. We also loved the farm dogs!      
 
We had a good journey, and despite our fears about legions of homeward bound travellers, 
encountered very little traffic.  We stopped at Clare for lunch and witnessed a rascally member 
meddle with our car!  Once we reinstated the windscreen wipers and got rid of the agapanthus! 
we continued on.  Upon arriving home, we found that the back windscreen wiper was still 
ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ that one!  And we thought everyone was tooting us because 
they were horny! (Sign scrawled on our back windscreen in the dust!)  Thank you Ron!! 
 
I would like to take the opportunity of formally thanking Peter and Cheryl for allowing us to stay 
on their property.  I would also like to thank, on behalf of the attending members, Colby and 
.ŜŎΦ  ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŎŀƭƳΣ ŀƳƛŀōƭŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ  /ƻƭōȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ 
our requirements and his care for our safety was appreciated.  The members themselves should 
be thanked.  Living together for five days is not easy, but you all made it easy.  It was enjoyable 
ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΦ  !ƭƭ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΩ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
be acknowledged.  Well done.  I enjoyed going around and chatting with you all and discovering 
how everyone camped ς thank you for your hospitality in that regard.  I would like to thank the 
children on our trip ς their behaviour was exemplary.  Lastly I would like to thank Phil ς I hope 
that his humour and generosity gave everybody a laugh at some time.  I would like to thank the 
Heng family for their Tail End Charlie duties and hope they enjoyed the lollies and chocolates 
left behind on the gates for them.  By the way I love fizzies!!  We have so many terrific photos 
to share ς hopefully we can get a forum to share them with you all... 
 
The Wonoka experience was a fantastic adventure of discovery ς the driving was challenging 
and at the same time, relaxing and interesting.  We will never forget the rugged ancient gorges 
and the colourful cliffs and outcrops, which have withstood time and gravity, to stand tall and 
imposing, etching themselves into our hearts and souls, inviting us to return again and again to 
marvel at their spectacular beauty.  We will be back ......Merna Mora! 



 
 

  
Mishaps 
John ς flat tyre 
John ς drive shaft 
Helen ς damaged side panels 
CJ ς major mechanical repairs ς diff ς oh no ς hope all goes ok 
A lot of people ς scrapes, prickles, splinters, hernia, log rolling on to them 
All girls ς black eyes and blood noses from the boob shaker tracks!! 
Most people ς I think nearly everybody forgot something! 
 
New words ς masticating, vacillating (no they are not rude!), budgie snugglers, guy ropes.... 
New saying ς aw yeah! 
 
Flora ς abundance of trees, wildflowers and grasses.  
Fauna ς emus ς kangaroos and joeys ς yellow footed rock wallabies ς sheep ς cows ς frilled 
neck lizards ς giant moths ς giant locusts ς snake ς oh and the spiders.! 
Weather ς warm, sunny, dusty - not too cold at night (amazing!). 
 
Vehicles ς Helen, Phil and Jim (Territory), CJ, June and Jerren (Mazda Tribute), Debbie T and 
Celine (2 door sedan ς poor Debbie Suzuki written off ς not this trip!!), Helen and John 
(Hyundai Tucson), Sue and David (Nissan Xtrail), Carolyn and Ron (Nissan Xtrail), Cuffs (Nissan 
Xtrail), Deb and Mick (Mitsubishi Challenger), Gary, Sandra, Mariah, Luke, Anthony (Mitsubishi 
Pajero), Di and Keith (Nissan Navara), Jo and Max (Ford Ranger), Helen and Henry (Hyundai 
Santa Fe), Bec, Colby, Thomas, Lachlan, Hamish (Holden Jackaroo)  - 13 cars and 33 people!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
Photo Gallery 

 
Camping 
ground 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Phil with helpers ς the children! 

 
Hellooooooo...... 

 



 
 

Cuffs ς the supervisor! 

 
Mayo Hut  

 
The Pink Rocks 



 
 

 
Children at play.... 

 
Camp site from top of bluff! 



 
 

 
 

 
Beautiful view ς and green! 



 
 

 
An abundance of tall boys! And wildflowers 

 
What a shot! 



 
 

 

 
Harry and his moth! 

 
Water sports! 



 
 

 
Dirty dozen! 

 
The future! 



 
 

 
Show offs! 

 
Copy cat! 



 
 

 
 

 
Yari ς RIP old fella! 



 
 

 

 
How green is my country! 



 
 

 
²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ǇŀǊƪŜŘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŜΗ 

 
Lift that rock!!! 



 
 

 
Colby first! 

 
Yipee!! 



 
 

 
The Pope in his Popemobile!  Bless you! 

 
 
Pink Rocks line up 
 



 
 

 
Now who wrote that! 

 
Beautiful backdrop 



 
 

 
The Three Helens!!! 
 

 
Amazing shot ς thanks CJ 



 
 

Another one! 



 
 

 
The Cascades ς thanks David P. ς above and below. 

 



 
 

 
Another spider shot ς thanks David P. 
 

 
 
Mt Melanie climb  



 
 

 

 
Climbing 

 
 
The hand built wall 
 



 
 

 
View from Mt Melanie 

 
The descent 



 
 

 

 
Lizard 

 
A picture says a thousand words!!! 


