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"If	you	could	see	inside	my	head
Then	you	would	start	to	understand

The	things	I	value	in	my	heart.."

-	Billie	Joe	Armstrong
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Welcome.

Wiping	the	sleep	out	of	my	eyes	is	how	I	start	the
day.	Since	leaving	my	home	state	it’s	been	a
continually	adventurous	test	of	energy	and
stability.	A	Surf	Coast	in	summer,	Federal	election
in	winter,	Territory	election	to	follow	in	the	peak
heat	of	the	dry	north,	and	back	to	the	easy	east
coast,	thrown	into	the	deep	end	of	a	national
campaign	in	full	swing.

It’s	a	month	out	from	the	New	Year,	I’m	tired,
stretched,	knackered,	spent.	Physically	I	can
make	it	through	every	day	no	problem,	but
mentally	the	strain	of	constant	activity	from
stupidly	early	sunrise	to	midnight	has	left	me
hanging	for	a	break,	and	a	chance	to	contemplate
waves	and	sand	instead	of	computer	screens	and
campaign	strategy.

This	is	the	flip	side	to	a	plethora	of	this	years
experiences	that	isn’t	just	material	for	shaping	into
words.	It’s	the	down	side,	the	unwritten	left	out
side	of	stories	that	are	rarely	implied.

Fortunately,	there’s	an	awesome	bunch	of	people
and	landscapes	out	there	that	are	sure	to	throw
me	a	laugh	and	encouragement	year	round.	For
every	time	I’ve	slammed	the	laptop	shut	or
metaphorically	thrown	my	notebook	across	the
room	there’s	been	twice	as	many	times	some-one
or	some-where	has	picked	me	out	of	a	rut,
reminding	me	not	to	take	things	too	serious.

Sometimes	I	listen	to	that	reminder.	Other	times,	I
can’t.	As	you	can	see,	when	I	don’t	have	a	camera
in	my	hands,	a	pencil	and	paper	usually	aren’t	far
away.

Welcome,	to	Making	Tracks..
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The	Golden	Hour.

In	the	golden	hour	driving	solo	and	south	east,
somewhat	away	from	the	retreating	orb	of	distant
flame.	The	kilometres	tick	by	slowly	at	one
hundred	per	hour,	not	in	a	draining	way,	rather	the
slowness	is	intensified	by	the	slowly	shifting
landscape	around.	The	radio	is	off	-	there’s	no
signal	out	this	far.	The	only	sound	is	the	roar	of
the	wind	from	the	open	windows.	A	sea	breeze
squeezes	in	through	the	precise	gap.	A	sea
breeze	cut	with	eucalyptus.

The	mountains	silhouettes	are	pasted	on	the
horizon	approaching	laboriously,	whilst	those	past
or	to	the	right	slip	by	into	the	suns	glare.	The	road
stretches	distances	in	ways	that	only	country
roads	possibly	can.	When	the	coast’s	clear	behind
and	in	front	you	can	steal	a	glance	out	to	the
ranges.	They’re	solid	black	masses,	yet	from	a
little	closer,	or	for	that	matter,	from	a	position	a
little	more	stationary,	you’re	able	to	make	out	the
water	courses,	the	gullies,	and	catch	the	slight
lingering	glimmer	of	light	captured	by	the	tallest
trees	in	the	canopy.

But	for	now	it’s	time	to	drive,	with	the	intent	on
calling	it	a	day.	The	five	hundred	kilometre	stretch
since	the	last	stop	makes	the	next	thirty	seem
utterly	insignificant.	The	campsite	isn’t	that	much
further,	and	as	it’s	towards	the	top	of	one	of	those
approaching	peaks	and	bearing	east,	a	sunrise
start	and	a	cuppa	is	on	the	cards	to	make	up	for
tonights	hastiness.

It’s	day	six	on	the	road.	Each	night	of	late	the
same	divisional	range	has	turned	those	same
colours,	an	experience	common	from	Cooktown
to	Collingwood.

This	golden	hour	frames	our	landscape	better
than	any	other	light	and	time	of	the	day.	It’s
stunning,	a	photographers	delight,	bringing	out
the	best	in	even	the	most	repetitive	and	bland
areas	of	the	world.	With	its	end	approaching,	the



golden	touch	intensifies	unceremoniously	and	is
gone	soon	after.	Shadows	engulf	everything,
leaving	just	the	dashboard,	the	searching
headlights,	and	the	glimmer	of	eyes	in	any	wildlife
catching	a	feed	on	the	side	of	the	road,	with
whom	a	closer	encounter	isn’t	desired.

Arrival.

Swag	out.

Stove	on.

Water	boiling.

It’s	a	reassured	ritual	of	typical	camping	noises.
The	banging	of	pegs,	clattering	of	dinted	pots,	the
rustle	of	leaves	and	dust	under	your	feet,	the
crackling	of	a	campfire,	and	the	odd	word
muttered	to	oneself.	Like	when	you	stub	your	toe,
spilling	hot	tea	over	yourself.	Then	there’s	the
silence	of	the	bush	drenched	in	darkness.

Time	to	call	it	a	night	with	the	canvas	top	off
gazing	out	into	space,	a	deep	blackness	disturbed
by	pin	pricks	of	light	shining	way	beyond	our
existence..











Escape	To	The	Water.

Doors	shut	and	windows	slide	down	in	anticipation.
The	bitumen	melts	under	your	wheels,	you’ve	locked
the	house	and	everyone’s	anxious	to	get	out	of	here.
No	more	thinking.	Now’s	time	to	escape	the
mundanely	constant	city	lifestyle,	and	create	enough
memories	on	the	road	to	get	through	to	the	next
stint.

So	hot.	Typical.	One	minute	you’re	waking	up	in	the
dark,	freezing	in	crisp	air	whilst	scraping	the	ice	off
your	car	windscreen,	pulling	out	of	and	into	your
driveway	in	the	cold	dark	winter.	Then	seemingly
over	the	weekend,	you	defrost	and	those	crisp
mornings	are	replaced	by	an	incessant	heat,	air
shucked	dry	of	moisture,	lingering	for	days	without	a
breath	of	wind	or	drop	of	rain.	You	watch	what	life’s
left	in	your	front	garden	and	down	the	street	contort
into	bleached	brown	reminders	of	life,	exhausted
from	the	seasonal	summer	drought.	What’s	left	of
the	birdlife	clings	to	empty	birdbaths,	hoping	the
owner	remembers	their	need	for	them	to	be	topped
up	one	day	soon.

Summertime	in	the	southern	expanses	of	the	country
is	in	severe	contrast	to	the	north,	where	humidity	and
rain	choke	the	land	and	those	that	walk	it.	With
relatively	inverted	seasons,	the	monsoonal	Top	End
rainfall	finally	dries	up	in	the	mid-year.	Whilst	in	the
centre	they	don’t	know	anything	different	than	heat.
Hot	and	Hotter.	It’s	our	land	of	fascinating	variation	-
my	home,	Australia.	A	paragraph	does	nothing
justice,	let	alone	hundreds	of	thousands	of	square
kilometres,	each	as	climatically	different	than	the
next,	shaping	each	story	a	little	differently.

The	south	eastern	suburbs	push	ever	inland.
Spreading	too	far,	people	are	forgetting	to	remember
why	eighty-five	percent	of	us	live	right	near	the
coast.	They’re	forgetting	that	there’s	respite	on	our
coastal	horizon,	an	escape	to	an	environment	which
is	eternally	cool.	Eternally	refreshing.	Eternally	wet.	

Let’s	just	hope	there	isn’t	too	much	traffic	on	the
way..



Out	Of	My	Depth,	At	Depth.

Twenty	metres	below	the	surface,	I’m	resting	on
my	knees	on	the	sandy	sea	floor	of	Port	Phillip,
waiting	for	my	instructor	to	join	me.	I’ve
descended	to	depth,	whilst	the	rest	are	slowly
falling	from	above,	their	new	silhouettes	taking	a
while	for	me	to	recognise	who	is	who.	At	twenty
metres	below	(well,	17.5	to	be	exact)	I'm	at	this
dives	deepest	moments,	and	this	becomes	the
deepest	I’d	ever	plunged	into	the	underwater/
marine	world.

I	let	it	all	sink	in	and	catch	up	to	my	excited	self,
letting	myself	be	consumed	by	the	new	world
around	me.

It’s	not	every	day	you	just	drop	into	a	new	world
for	the	first	time	-	a	new	house,	building,	football
field,	vehicle	-	maybe.	But	dropping	from
terrestrial	being	into	the	marine	world	of	our	very
distant	evolutionary	ancestors	is	as	big	a	contrast
in	environmental	composition	as	a	human	can
experience	on	this	planet.

Breathing,	reliant	on	cylinders	of	compressed	gas;
vision,	reliant	on	perspex	windows	suctioned	over
your	face;	speech	impossible,	only	simple	hand
gestures	remain;	smell	limited	to	the	faint	idea	of
the	plastic	of	your	mask;	taste,	the	dry	sensation
of	canned	air	infused	with	saliva	and	the	remnant
salt	water	you	consumed	upon	entering	the
ocean.

Like	nowhere	else	are	the	human	senses	under
such	abnormal	conditions.	Surrounded	by	our
aquatic	origins,	we	are	uselessly	versatile,	at	the
complete	mercy	of	whatever	we	interact	with	-
and	this	is	oddly	liberating!

You’re	totally	overwhelmed	by	your	immersion.

Much	like	the	iconic	inhabitants	of	our	much	more
familiar	above	sea	level	landscapes,	the
underwater	life	in	southern	Australia	is	just	as



strongly	beautiful	and	unique.	Here,
knees	on	the	sandy	floor,	I	explored
the	graveyard	of	shells	and
discarded	lives	at	arms	reach	-
limpets,	barnacle	particles,	bivalves,
even	fragments	of	sea	star	-	all
bleached	white	from	an	age	of
absorbing	the	sun	in	the	shallower
water,	before	finding	their	way	to
deeper	depths.	Nearby	a	soaked
underwater	escarpment	composed
of	the	sharp	sedimentary	rock
identical	to	the	Port	Phillip	Heads	is
swaying	in	synchronisation	in	the
slack	tide.	Smaller	creatures	-	a
fascinating	array	of	colours	and
shapes	-	sea	stars,	sponges,
abalone	and	what	not,	grip	hard	and
some	permanently	to	the	rock.	I
venture	over	to	peer	closer,	still
waiting	for	my	instructor,	like	a	child
exploring	while	waiting	for	their
parents	to	stop	talking.	There	is
enough	going	on	just	in	front	of	me
to	last	an	entire	dive	of	exploration	-
and	more!

I’m	fascinated	by	the	density	of	life,
each	square	inch	of	rock	is	home	to
multiple	creatures	and	species.	It’s
so	true	that	the	closer	you	look,	the
richer	your	landscapes	become,	and
you	can	begin	to	construct	the
scene	before	you	not	visually	but
mentally,	on	the	basis	of	experience
and	strong	understanding.	Since	this
first	dive	I	always	begin	each	drop	to
depth	by	acquainting	myself	with	the
community	of	the	small	and
colourful,	those	usually	ignored	and
clinging	to	the	rocks.

There’s	beauty	in	the	most	simplest
of	things.
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Aesthetic	beauty,	and	the	fact	that
these	are	simple	creatures	living
simple	lives,	of	which	some,	like
the	barnacle,	never	move	after
fastening	themselves	to	the	rock.
The	little	and	erroneously	dubbed
‘insignificant’	creatures.

Loosing	my	sense	of	direction	in
the	defused	underwater	light,	I	am
a	complete	visitor.	Out	of	my
depth,	at	depth.	Two	thirds	of	the
worlds	surface	is	water.	The
deepest	trench	on	earth	delves
twelve	kilometres	into	the	abyss.
In	our	oceans	there	are	volcanos,
cliffs	and	desserts,	from	the
shallows	to	utter	darkness	under
many	atmospheres	worth	of
pressure.	There	are	creatures
great	and	small,	some	existing
beyond	light	and	warmth,	or	next
to	volcanic	vents	intruding	into	the
darkness	at	many	hundreds	of
degrees	Celsius.	Whale	song	can
be	heard	hundreds	of	kilometres
away.	Octopuses	have	three
brains.	Camouflaging	cuttlefish
are	colourblind.	Male	seahorses
give	birth	to	young.

Doesn’t	it	just	blow	your	mind??
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Stuck	In	Town,	Thinking	About.

Back	in	town	there’s	a	breeze	in	the	air,	and	I’m
surrounded	by	the	tune	of	once	great	buildings.	A
curtain	dances	in	a	window	propped	open	by	a
small	off-cut	of	wood,	hiding	yet	offering	wind
blown	glimpses	of	lengthy	renovations	preceding
inside.	The	planks	of	weathered	wood	and
blistered	paint	persevere.	The	patchy,	rusty
corrugation	lifts	at	its	corners.	Scenes	I	related
strongly	to	once;	even	championed	their	unique
and	shambled	beauty.

An	intermittently	blue	sky	backdrop	and	inner-city
Brisbane	summer	fades,	from	blistering	hot
sunshine	to	me	rummaging	through	lower	shelves
for	something	like	a	jumper	overnight.	A	welcome
and	comfortable	change.

Today’s	a	good	Friday,	as	far	as	Fridays	go,	and
I’m	planning	for	the	greater	outdoors.	To	explore	a
new	patch	or	learn	something	else	about	another
I've	encountered	in	the	past	twelve	months.
Despite	the	incredibly	inviting	smell	of	Indian	curry
filling	the	air	at	lunch,	and	the	empty	house	and
room	stacked	with	to-be-read	books	and	an	out
of	tune	guitar	screaming	out	for	a	play,	I’m
hanging	for	the	sensation	of	a	dimly	lit	rainforest,
the	open	warmth	of	an	undisturbed	grassy
woodland	on	a	west	facing	slope,	or	of	course,
the	total	immersion	and	liberation	found	under
pumping	waves	fresh	off	the	Pacific	Ocean.

The	quiet	of	nature,	the	counterbalance	needed	to
hours	of	weekday	punk	music	powering	me
through	office	weekdays	since	Operation	Ivy	first
got	its	spins.	The	first	track	I	ever	heard,
Knowledge,	and	the	infamous	line	“All	I	know	is
that	I	don't	know	nothing”.	On	that,	a	foundation
of	expectation	can	be	built.

***

Today	we’re	walking	a	line	between	tradition	and
progression.	Celebrating	a	long	past	event,	one



now	resembling	(in	this	country	anyway)	a	mere
shadow	of	its	former	self.	But	whilst	the
celebratory	holiday	is	more	likely	to	mean	family
adventure,	the	non-secular	connotations	are	still
harmlessly	abound	-	on	the	buns	that	we	eat	and
in	the	fish	we	don’t.	Instead	of	paying	homage	to
a	crucified	martyr,	we	pay	exorbitant	prices	for
alfoil	wrapped	chocolate	eggs.

There’s	a	unique	comfort	in	traditions	-	the	ability
to	forecast	events,	settle	into	daily/annual/lifelong
routine,	and	even	base	our	world	views	on	them
being	maintained.	A	counterpoint	of	your	future
shared	with	those	around	you,	complimenting
intergenerational	connectivity	through	the
common	ground	it	grants.

So	what	happens	when	tradition	becomes	stale
like	days	old	bread?	It’s	turfed	by	most,	and	some
clasp	onto	the	taste-memory	of	‘what	was’,
refusing	to	change	and	embrace	the	new	flavour
of	accepted,	collective	perspective.	Change	can
be	utterly	painful;	imagine	basing	your	life	on	or
around	something,	then	having	your	friends,
family,	and	fellow	publicans	abandon	you	for
something	new	you	just	don't	understand?	Your
social	circle	contracts,	and	the	pockets	of
surviving	believers	evaporate	rapidly	like	muddied
water	in	regional	dams	caught	in	the	coarse,
increasingly	warmer,	summer	heat.

It	must	feel	threatening,	isolating;	down	right
terrible.

***

Education	is	paramount	to	questioning	traditions
appropriately.	Not	specific,	specialised	education
like	the	need	to	have	a	masters	in	soil	ecology	or
a	TAFE	certification	in	web	design.	Neither	do	I
mean	a	heavy	dosage	of	periodic	curriculum	for
twelve	intense	years,	when	you’re	herded	into	lots
marked	from	A	to	F.		

I	mean	the	propagating	and	nurturing	of



expectations	among	all	of	us.	An	education	of
how	to	be	content	and	yet	driven	to	achieve.	How
to	find	and	embrace	real	purpose	in	any	task.
How	to	better	yourself	continually	for	all	of	life,
and	abandon	the	intent	of	just	being	‘smarter’	for
strengthening	your	standards,	your	values,	and
becoming	an	invaluable	soul	to	the	world	around
you.	To	expect	a	better	life,	even	if	that	means
changing	or	challenging	traditions.

Look,	and	you'll	see	examples	of	where	we’re
struggling	together	and	fighting	out-dated
traditions	everywhere,	everyday,	between	the
limited	yet	regular	traditional	newspaper	and	radio
options	to	a	beyond-flooded	news-scape	of
internet	news	satisfying	every	superfluous
opinion.	From	a	few	deeply	frightened	individuals
and	a	mass	of	others	not	built	for	accepting	the
adoption	of	change,	from	those	that	insist	on	not
recycling,	those	continuing	to	buy	and	eat	fast
food,	or	those	insisting	on	spending	Saturday
nights	pissed	and	Sunday	mornings	hungover
from	the	ages	of	16	to	30	(or	beyond)	instead	of
realising	the	amount	of	fucking	money	blown,	the
damaged	health,	or	simply	that	you	just	wasted
large	portions	of	your	never	returning	youth.	There
are	breakdowns	in	communication	leading	to
unreasonable	stresses,	blaming,	and	elongated
problems	causing	a	wealth	of	pain.	From	poorly
thought	out	text	messages,	to	the	stripping	back
of	essential	human	rights	by	uninspiring	politicians
adamant	about	being	‘right’	in	complimenting
their	own	argument	for	a	few,	rather	than
enriching	the	lives	of	many	(see:	the	current
Australian	Federal	Governments	pathetic	attitude
towards	indigenous	rights,	their	stripping	back	of
workers	rights	and	penalty	rates	on	weekends,
their	attitude	to	immigration,	and	not	least	of	all
their	terrible	and	pathetic	stance	on	environmental
issues	and	attacks	on	public	education).	They	are
a	traditionalist	party	composed	of	varying	classes
of	politicians	whose	ideologies	are	well	out-of-
date.

And	most	importantly,	there's	the	same	excuse	-



“what	can	just	one	person	do?”	-	everywhere.	The
dominating	lethargic	attitude	of	accepting	a	lack
of	desire	to	challenge,	not	necessarily	oppose,	but
truly	challenge	and	question	traditional	ways	is
drenched	in	low	expectations.	Tradition	can	not
serve	us	well	if	we’re	not	prepared	to	adapt	when
necessary	-	and	we	can’t	know	when	that’s
necessary	unless	we	question	it	with	a	‘why?’.

Our	actions	are	our	overriding	thoughts	come	to
life	-	if	we	have	a	strong	quality	thought,	strong
quality	actions	will	follow.

***

'Traditions’	are	broad.	It	could	be	deeply
entrenched	in	your	life,	such	as	a	families
approach	to	marriage	and	family	name	retention,
the	sports	clubs	you	follow,	or	what	religion	you
abide	by,	down	to	the	simple	task	of	how	you	set
the	dinner	table	for	guests.	I	had	the	same
breakfast	of	five	wheat-bix	with	banana	for	eons,
literally	every	day	for	a	solid	decade.	They	were
great,	but	surely	diversifying	to	muesli,	toast,
hummus,	eggs,	yogurt,	fruit	and	whatever	else	on
a	regular	rotation	offered	a	wider	variety	of
nutritional	benefits	and	a	broader	pallet	to	enjoy.	I
didn’t	just	think	this	up,	I	was	challenged	and	had
to	search	for	a	broader	option,	driven	by	the
expectation	that	there	is	no	absolute.	There	is	no
settling	on	perfection.	There	is	always	an
alternative,	and	that	alternative	can	be	extremely
beneficial	to	you	and	even	those	around	you	(no
I’m	not	suggesting	switching	to	muesli	or	that
even	making	your	bed	every	day	will	save	the
world).	Most	traditions	are	simply	rules	enforced
by	those	who	are	now	dead.

Look	at	the	technological,	mathematical,	social,
political,	astronomical,	physiological	and
medicinal	findings	and	implications	from	the	past
ninety	years.	They’ve	resulted	in	massive	changes
in	how	the	world	is	perceived.

Arguments	can	be	justly	shaped	by	history	(a



historical	reference	is	utterly
necessary),	but	they	cannot	be
defined	by	it.	For	what	justice	and
hope	do	we	offer	our	future	if	we
possess	beliefs	and	ideologies
held	by	those	from	an	earlier	and
different	time?	If	our	actions	don't
embrace	the	actualities	of	the	now,
how	can	anyone	expect	a	richer	life
for	everyone	into	the	future?	What
when	expired	ideologies	are	your
foundation	-	can	you	ignore	the
discovery	that	the	world	is	round
and	not	flat?	Can	you	champion	a
repressive	governmental	institution
over	one	who's	constitution	is
founded	on	fairness	for	everyone?
Can	you	ignore	the	benefits	of
simple	sanitation	on	your	health?

Tradition	once	said	otherwise.	But
we	found	a	way	beyond	that,	by
believing	in	change	for	the	better
and	sticking	to	it.

Give	yourself	the	expectations	of	a
sweeter,	fairer,	and	better	world..
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Inheritance.

A	fan	spins	away	slightly	inconsistently	in	the
corner	of	the	room.	Propped	up	on	its	end	in
the	draw,	it	lives	on	without	standing	upright.
The	metal	and	plastic	base	was	smashed
when	it	tumbled	over	one	day,	and	got
caught	in	the	curtains	then	wedged	between
the	door	and	door	frame.	Leaning	it	against
the	wall	creates	this	very	dull,	almost
unnoticeable	vibration,	just	almost	beyond
the	limits	of	your	hearing.	Life	rolls	on	and	the
fan	remains	ignored,	spinning	away	in
inanimate	servitude.

If	you’ve	survived	reading,	making	it	through
the	important	and	yet	mundane	life	of	a
broken	fan,	I	have	an	ask	for	you:	can	you
think	about	what	you’ve	inherited	during	your
life,	from	birth	or	somewhere	along	the	way.

What	attitudes,	memories,	family,	geography,
environment,	heritage,	expectations	etc?

***

Earl	Grey	tea	–	standard.	No	coffee.	No
sweetness	(actually,	maybe	a	little	honey).
Just	tea	and	simple.	In	the	same	cup	every
day	–	one	emblazoned	with	a	West	Australian
eucalyptus	branch	painted	on	the	side.
Stunning	plant,	with	pin	cushion	hakea-esk
crimson	flowers.	The	final	dregs	drain	from
the	bottom	of	the	cup	as	the	clock	ticks	ever
closer	to	knock	off	time.	Tonight	is	special	in
that	it’s	the	first	time	I’ve	been	able	to	pick	up
the	pen	and	contribute	to	the	book	I	set	out
to	write	six	months	ago.	It’s	back	on	track,
and	focusing	on	our	shared	inheritance.
What’s	around	us	and	built	us.	What	is
essentially	our	drive	each	and	every	day,
even	if	(like	the	fan	in	the	corner),	we	don’t
make	a	point	to	recognise	or	acknowledge	it.



Australia	is	a	fantastic	patch	of	world,	one	of
beautiful	land	and	sea	scapes	with	incredibly
unique	plants	and	animals	throughout.	We’ve
inherited	this	safe	place,	this	easy	going	place,
and	are	surrounded	by	potentially	intelligent,
inspiring	and	loving	people.	Here	you	can
explore	on	your	own	without	crowds.	Put	up	a
tent	almost	anywhere	(if	you’re	careful)	and
feel	right	at	home.

But	we’ve	also	inherited	a	mess	–	climate
choking	on	heat,	ironic	plastic	pollution,	subtle
(and	obvious)	racism	and	sexism,	a	disgusting
history	of	white	domination,	widespread	land
degradation,	environmental	arrogance,	faulty
democracy,	in-balance,	and	a	heavy
dependence	on	alcohol.	“That’s	just	how	it	is”
remains	a	pathetic	excuse	I	deplore.

Even	if	(and	sometimes	especially	if)	we	ignore
these,	they	shape	us.	In	writing	our	future,	we
must	think	about	and	delve	into	the	past,	the
‘what	actually	happened	to	get	us	to	where	we
are	now’,	so	as	to	learn	from	the	successes
and	failures	alike.	So	we	don’t	have	to	spend
our	whole	generation	learning	what	a	previous
generation	spent	a	whole	generation	learning.
So	when	people	lie	and	make	up	stories	about
the	grandeur	of	the	past,	we	have	a	safe	and
anchored	understanding	of	actuality,	guiding
us	through	perpetual	bullshit.

An	understood	past	with	a	common	future	in
mind	–	to	remind	ourselves	to	begin	with	the
end	in	mind	and	strive	collectively	for
something	incredible,	for	a	place	where	the
inherent	positives	drown	out	and	strangle	the
negatives.	That’s	what	I’ve	inherited,	what	I
write	about	and	photograph.	The	most
beautiful	patch	of	land,	water	and	everything
on	it,	and	ideas	and	ways	of	how	we	can	leave
it	in	better	condition	than	how	it	was	when	we
inherited	it..











Choice	Of	Optimism.

I’m	nervous.	Every	time,	after	countless	Saturdays
of	preparation,	victory,	and	defeat,	you’d	think	the
nerves	would	settle.	Still,	we’re	approaching	kick
off	and	I'm	pacing	around	like	a	racehorse.	We
settle	in	for	one	last	bout	of	instruction.	Honestly,	I
rarely	listened,	I	blanked	out	the	clichés	and
focused	on	hitting	the	ground	running	instead.
Next	thing	I’m	doing	just	that,	fresh	white	paint’s
sprayed	out	over	damp	winter	grass	at	my	feet.
I'm	the	stitching	in	the	back	that’s	been	here	for
the	better	part	of	a	decade.	I	know	what	to	do,
and	I	love	doing	it	-	from	that	initial	blast	of	the
siren	until	my	final	breath	of	air.

Chasing	a	footy	on	a	Saturday	is	inherently
Victorian	but	no	different	to	all	weekend
competitions	all	around	the	place.	Day	old	fresh
cut	grass	and	muddy	goal	squares.	A	cricket	pitch
covered	in	dirt.	The	industrial	sized	drink	bottles,
the	yelling	and	being	yelled	at,	the	dirty	mouth-
guards,	and	following	the	magnet	with	your	name
on	it.

Its	winning;	never	loosing.	It’s	rain	hail	or	shine.
It’s	loosing	again	and	facing	the	music	on	the
track	the	following	week.	It’s	the	meal	with	your
mates	on	a	Thursday	night,	and	cleaning	up	at	a
game	of	poker	afterwards.

***

Most	wouldn’t	know	it,	but	I	learnt	a	lot	from	my
time	on	the	field,	and	often	reflect	on	those	days
defending	a	patch	of	grass	or	running	off	the	back
flank	for	my	favourite	football	team.	I’m	sure	most
if	not	all	of	those	in	my	retired	position	look	back
with	utter	fondness	on	those	times.	Five	years	ago
we	achieved	the	ultimate	-	dual	premierships.
After	years	of	playing,	including	some	difficult
ones	stuck	to	the	bottom	of	the	ladder	and
struggling	to	full	a	full	side	each	week,	that
moment	we	won	the	flag	I	recall	vividly	running	at
teammates	across	the	centre	square,	the



culmination	of	years	of	slogging	it	away	with	some
of	my	best	mates.	Each	year,	we	dared	to	dream
we’d	be	successful,	to	be	premiers.	That	year	we
realised	that	dream,	the	hard	work	paid	off	for	one
of	the	sweetest	stories	of	our	lives.

That	year	we	were	powerful,	an	excellently	oiled
machine.	The	players	reacted	appropriately	-
attitudes	towards	training	shifted,	the	number	of
players	who	saw	the	season	out	increased.	This
didn't	happen	by	accident,	those	involved	earned	it
and	made	it	happen.	Yet	the	competition	wasn’t
against	an	opposition,	it	was	with	ourselves.	Our
individual	skills	grew,	because	we	trained	hard,	our
fitness	increased	‘cos	we	ran	those	extra	steps,
some	even	took	it	easier	on	the	alcohol.	Our
actions	paid	off,	and	we	were	mentally	prepared	for
our	success.

***

What	I	loved	most	about	the	game	of	footy	is	how
everything	in	life	stops	for	those	few	hours	you
have	your	boots	on	(excepting	maybe	a	hangover,
which	I	only	played	with	once	I’ll	add!).	Stress
dissipates,	work	worries	and	fatigued	friendships
are	forgotten,	the	general	shit	of	life	sticks	at	the
gate	and	chasing	a	ball	offers	respite	from	external
worries	for	that	awesome	moment.	That	was	what	I
dug	-	the	liberating	nature	of	focusing	on	running,
kicking	through	the	footy	across	the	backline	for	a
switch	in	play	direction,	a	solid	tackle	or	smother.
The	simple	nature	of	the	game	made	this	easy,	and
brought	people	together	because	of	that.	But
outside,	‘off	the	field’,	my	goals	weren’t	always	as
clear	as	the	sticks	at	each	end	of	the	oval.	I	guess
sometimes	we	aren’t	so	sure	of	where	and	what	it
is	we’re	aiming	for.

***

It’s	choice	time	all	the	time.	We	all	have	pretty
common	values	and	things	we	need,	but	how	do
we	stick	by	these	consistently?	People	want	to
belong,	to	feel	a	part	of	something.	But	just	like	my



club,	values	determine	our	success.
When	we	were	successful	there
was	an	endless	stream	of	positivity,
of	players,	and	people	valued
success	and	being	a	part	of	it.
When	the	team	was	struggling,	we
were	struggling	for	players.	People
know	we	needed	to	work	hard	to
achieve,	and	some	just	weren’t
prepared	to	commit	to	that.	They
didn’t	value	the	time	needed	to
arrive	at	success	as	much	as
others.	I	certainly	don't	think
anyone	valued	the	premiership
more	than	sharing	the	rewarded
handwork	with	mates	over	a	few
years.

It	can	be	difficult	to	remain
optimistic	in	the	face	of	an	unmade
future.	Between	the	known,	the
tested	and	the	safe	-	and	the	new,
unknown	and	uncertain.	But	we
bind	together	with	the	similar	values
we	uphold.	I’ve	seen	it	everywhere
in	sport,	in	high	school,	in	work,	in
dimly	lit	anarchist	clubs,	in	music
scenes	great	and	now	forgotten.

Through	all	this	-	as	each	week
becomes	a	month	that	becomes	a
year	that	is	gone	in	a	flash	-	we
need	reminding	of	what’s	truly
valuable	to	us,	and	help	through
numbers	to	ensure	we	maintain	the
optimism	in	ourselves	to	stick	by
them.	We	need	to	dream	and	dare
to	fulfill	these	dreams.	We	need	to
work	hard	to	achieve,	and	we	need
the	support	of	family	and	friends	to
do	so.

Years	after	footy	there’s	another
premiership	on	my	horizon	I’m
aiming	for	-	it’s	hard	to	articulate,
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but	in	short	my	goal,	my	vision,	is	a
country	of	people	that	are	leaders	on
the	world	stage,	and	that	really
understand	and	don’t	compromise	the
natural	beauty	around	them.	We
understand	the	desert	and	the	Great
Barrier	Reef,	the	Great	Dividing	Range
and	the	Jack	Hills.	Our	collective	minds
can	span	from	the	grasslands	of
Victoria,	to	the	button	grass	plains	of
western	Tasmania,	to	the	towering
termite	mounds	of	the	Top	End;	from
the	top	of	each	cliff	and	gorge	left
unscaled;	from	the	trickle	of	a	spring
that	builds	the	Darling,	the
Murrumbidgee,	and	the	grandest
Murray;	from	Lake	Eyre	and	salt	pans
to	the	flattest	horizon,	across	the
forever	Nullarbor,	and	the	age	of	a
western	portion	of	the	country	older
than	any	anywhere	else	in	existence.	A
country	where	everyone	holds	a	deep
and	honest	respect	for	the	water	and
land	around	them;	they	love	their	patch
and	look	after	it	and	don't	pursue
activities	that	destroy	it.	They	treat	the
place	like	they	would	their	partners,
their	children,	their	parents,	and	closest
friends	and	family.	Not	ideological.	Not
alternative.	Just	a	common	consensus
that	this	beautiful	place	is	too	good	to
fuck	up.

We	protect	what	we	love,	we	love	what
we	know,	and	we	know	what	we’re
taught.	

I	believe	we	-	myself	and	everyone
around	me	-	can	achieve	this,	if	we
truly	value	it.

But	I	have	experienced	the	opposite	to
such	optimism	only	recently,	to
debilitating	levels.	I	almost	quit	it	all	in
December,	and	this	is	how	it	felt..
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Giving	In.

“I	didn’t	let	it	get	the	better	of	me,	but	it	did”

So	much	it’s	everywhere.	Left	right	forward	back
up	and	so	often	down.	Over	grown	and	over
whelmed,	consumed	to	a	point	where	the	ordinary
races	by	and	you	don't	know	what	to	do.	Day	in.
Day	out.

A	serious	scenario	of	claustrophobia	in	your	head
-	severe	stress	is	a	pressure	cooker	and	pre
cursor	to	something	I	don't	what	to	experience.
Maybe	it	was	the	moving,	the	distance	from	family
and	friends,	the	continual	high	intensity	activity
that	comes	from	new	roles	in	conservation	-	roles
I’d	dreamed	of	and	aimed	for	for	ages.	Finally	it
was	here,	the	changes	occurred	rapidly	and	I	hid
the	subsequent	growing	pains	as	well	as	I	could.
Then	I	became	unable	to	read,	write,	play	guitar,
laugh,	focus,	or	push	beyond	mediocre	existence,
and	this	become	the	daily	routine	for	the	later
portion	of	2016.	Daily	and	shocking	headaches,
breaking	out	into	an	inexplainable	rash,	lethargic,
avoiding	socialisation,	unmotivated	-	everything
was	shit.	Come	December	I	was	only	moments
away	from	throwing	it	all	in.	It	was	intense;	with	a
foggy	mind	and	no	energy	I	couldn’t	interpret	the
future	I	wanted	anymore.

The	simple	fact	was	that	rolling	in	to	work	every
day,	with	a	job	centred	around	what	is	essentially
stopping	the	Australian	marine	environment	from
going	to	the	cleaners,	took	its	toll.	What’s	more	is
each	day	the	threat	and	impacts	of	a	changing
climate	are	looming	over	our	heads	and	every
action	we	take.	I	don’t	think	this	is	a	normal
operational	scenario	for	a	human	being	-	we’re
not	programmed	to	function	with	the	end	of	the
world	(or	severe	damage	to	it)	on	the	horizon	at	all
times.	It’s	bloody	draining.	You	need	to	maintain	a
level	head,	which	is	near	impossible	to	do	on	your
own.	Many	people	are	overwhelmed	with	the
impacts	humans	are	having	on	the	natural	world.
Coral	cover	on	the	Great	Barrier	Reef	is	rapidly



disappearing	thanks	to	warming	waters	and
frequent	bleaching.	Kelp	forests	are	being
hammered	by	heat	and	rouge,	out	of	control
species	thanks	to	an	unbalanced	ecosystem.
Mangroves,	the	coastal	saviour	in	the	Gulf	of
Carpentaria,	are	dead	for	hundreds	of	kilometres.

Without	a	doubt,	these	are	troubling	and	massive
issues.	So	it	is	crucial	that	we	need	to	remain
optimistic	and	healthily	assured	that	we	can
achieve	our	goals	and	protect	these	wonders	of
the	world	-	forever.	Pretending	these	problems
don’t	exist,	ignoring	our	responsibility,	isn't	an
option.	Each	moment	of	embraced	and	self-
assumed	ignorance,	increases	the	burden	of
those	that	haven't	opted	for	the	easy	way	out.

It	isn't	easy,	but	there	are	ways	to	strengthen	your
optimism.

The	first	step	I	took	in	the	final	days	of	the	year
was	to	speak	out	my	issues,	my	repressed
stresses,	to	a	neutral	person.	As	the	first	words
fell	out	of	my	mouth	I	felt	instantly	relieved,	and	as
each	sentence	went	on	I	realised	what	I	was
bottling	up	wasn’t	anything	major	I	hadn’t	dealt
with	before,	but	neglect	had	led	to	a	bottle	neck
needing	flushing	out.	Like	all	things	neglected
when	you	focus	on	career	rather	than	health,	it
eventually	needed	professional	attention,	beyond
friendly	DIY	maintenance.	I	arranged
appointments	with	doctors	and	psychologists	to
help	smooth	things	out,	keep	it	going	in	the
positive	spiraling	direction.	Again,	each
conversation	reinforced	the	crucial	need	for
people	to	talk.	It	sounds	so	obvious.	To
compliment	this	I	kickstarted	daily	exercise,	to	get
the	blood	flowing	properly	and	clean	out	the
system,	kicking	off	at	6am	every	morning	without
fail.	Exercise,	like	running,	releases	endorphins
that	trigger	a	positive	sensation,	unlike	watching
TV	that	does	the	opposite.

Contemplating	climate	change	and	the	huge
changes	it	will	cause	for	earth,	is	huge.	Ice	bergs



and	glaciers	melting,	sea	level	rise,	flooding	of
islands,	displacement	of	huge	populations	of	not
only	people	but	a	vast	amounts	of	coastal	animal
species,	and	of	course	extinction.

If	a	digital	media	is	confronting	with	too	many
regular	updates,	then	turn	it	off	and	read	a	book.
Can’t	keep	up	with	all	the	new	information
streaming	in?	Then	cut	down	on	the	amount	that
you’re	trying	to	take	in	and	make	it	easier	on
yourself.	Don’t	know	where	else	to	begin?	Begin
anywhere,	think	locally,	focus	your	attention	on
what	you	can	influence	around	your	home,	your
work,	friends,	family	and	those	you	talk	to	-	and
the	greater	world	will	benefit.	Be	the	small	ripples
of	change.

I	remind	myself	daily	of	the	need	to	ensure	a	level
head.	Meditation	and	reading	helps	to	begin	any
day	too.	And	any	serious	issues	can	always	be
balanced	out	with	music,	creativity,	and	loosing
yourself	in	a	refreshing	conversation	about
nonsense.	Distract	yourself	from	the	enormity,	by
focusing	on	the	things	you	can	influence.

Again.	And	again.	And	again.	And	again.

Essentially	we	need	balance.	The	natural	world	is
balance	at	its	finest,	and	the	interconnected
nature	of	life	is	fantastically	refined	after	billions	of
years	of	evolution.	We’re	no	good	to	each	other
half	cooked!!



Out	Of	The	Grey,	Into	The	Blue/Green

The	more	we	get	to	know	someone,	or	something,
our	connection	and	relationship	naturally
becomes	far	more	intricate.	The	more	pieces	of
the	puzzle	that	we	put	together	the	larger	the
puzzle	becomes.	The	more	we	know,	the	more	we
can	learn,	in	an	ever	expanding	yet	detailed
knowledge	gap.

Expressed	blatantly	in	the	everyday	stories	and
observations	of	the	world	around	me	is	the
growing	understanding	of	our	surrounding
environment	that	grows	in	intrigue	and	complexity
every	single	day.	Be	it	the	migration	of	whale
sharks	on	the	west	coast,	the	journey	of	short
finned	eels	on	the	east	coast,	the	smallest	plants
in	grasslands,	the	tallest	mountain	ash,	or	those
interactions	between	humans,	plants	and	animals
that	should	continue	forever	or	cease
immediately.	And,	how	each	human	interprets
these	differently.

I’m	torn	between	two	poles	of	interaction	-	the
physically	adventurous	side	of	making	tracks
through	new	patches,	exploring	different	terrains,
habitats	and	beautiful	places,	searching	for	a
breathtakingly	distracting	view.	And	then	there’s
the	desire	to	keep	my	distance	from	it	all,	maintain
a	home	and	life	in	fascination	as	I'm	wary	of	the
dwindling	privacy	nature	receives	from	us	amid	a
booming	population,	as	the	good	spots	are
hemmed	in	by	cities,	paddocks	and	extractive
activities.

Choosing	between	the	two	is	impossible,	so	it’s
become	a	rambling	between	one	and	the	other	in
different	extremes,	trading	long	hours	for	sweet
nature	-	and	vice	versa.	Then	when	one	gets
passé,	switch	things	over	again.	This	is	wise
enough,	I	hope,	a	balancing	act	to	share	the	role
of	nature	in	our	lives	through	my	eyes	without
disappearing	off	the	road	completely.

***







The	interconnected	web	of	nature	is	so	complex,
so	wonderfully	balanced,	sensitive	and	yet
resilient	that	it	makes	navigating	through	Sydneys
network	of	roads	seem	like	the	easiest	task	on
earth	to	comprehend.	Despite	what	anyone
believes,	we	are	a	part	of	this	interconnected	web
of	life.	Humans	interact	with	the	world	just	as	we
always	have,	surrounded	by	a	web	of	evolutionary
activity	-	and	yet	somewhere	we	forgot	to
remember	and	acknowledge	our	fix	to	the	natural
world.	The	health	of	our	complete	societal
surroundings	is	determined	by	the	health	of	our
treatment	of	everything	else.	Dirty	the	air,	and	we
struggle	to	breath.	Poison	the	water,	we	cannot
drink.	Clear	all	the	land,	we	cannot	eat.	Eliminate
the	non-human,	then	what	is	beautiful?	The	world
falls	to	shit	around	us,	when	we	treat	it	so.	Do
unto	others,	as	we	are	in	turn	doing	to	ourselves?

Without	a	healthy	world,	we’re	done	for.	We	will
starve,	choke	and	die	of	thirst.	But	will	this
happen	after	or	before	we've	gone	too	far?	When
and	how	will	we	know	its	time	to	change	our
perceptions	of	our	surroundings?

To	summon	a	snapshot	of	the	nation's	state	isn’t
appropriate,	but	there	is	not	a	doubt	that	the
collective	perception	of	the	condition	of	the
Australian	landscape	has	room	for	improvement.
Until	we	stop	having	a	negative	impact,	then	there
is	room	for	improvement.

(Is	that	easy	for	me	to	say?)

Driving	or	flying	across	and	above	the	land	will
reveal	the	changes	made	to	the	place,	like	the
disposition	of	sound	ecological	and	(of	course
indigenous)	cultural	balance.	Governments	have
such	power	to	instigate	positive	change,	but	tend
not	to	use	it	unless	seriously	pressured	from	the
community	that’ll	vote	for	them.	The	first	item	to
get	canned	is	always	the	environment.	In	the	eyes
of	leaders,	it’s	not	essential	for	them	or	us	to	live
in	a	healthy	world.	Who	would	think	this	way?



The	successive	failures	of	meaningful	action	by
bureaucracy	has	left	a	large	portion	of	concerned
Australians	disenfranchised	with	their	democratic
system.	The	low	priority	granted	to	environmental
issues	has	to	change,	and	change	must	continue
to	grow	from	an	individual	and	a	community	level.
This	must	be	driven	by	adaptations	in	our	own
lives,	and	when	it	becomes	too	difficult,	when
you’re	honestly	strung	too	tightly	your	officials	are
there	to	help	you.	That’s	their	job.	If	not,	you	haul
them	over	the	coals,	isolate	them,	and	force	them
out	of	your	community.

If	you	can	help	yourself	-	then	do	so.	It	might	not
be	over	night	(it	won’t	be)	but	you’ll	get	there.	If	it
takes	a	little	longer	to	make	good	food,	to	walk
instead	of	drive,	to	not	use	plastic,	to	use	recycled
paper	-	do	so.	It	will	ease	the	pressure	on	the
world	around	you.	And	then,	help	someone	else.
These	changes	made	by	every	person,	big	or	little
-	replicated	on	a	national/international	scale	-	will
hugely	slow	and	neutralise	our	negative	impacts.

It	is	a	huge	job	we	have	ahead	of	us,	but
completely	achievable	if	we	break	the	issue	down
into	manageable	slices,	to	save	us	becoming
overwhelmed	by	an	unnecessary	disproportioned
burden.	This	isn’t	a	new	idea,	simply	start	with	a
start	on	anything,	and	continue	from	there.
Starting	is	superior	to	inaction,	or	to	sitting
around,	complaining	about	inaction.

***

Now,	possibly	more	than	ever,	the	natural	world
(humans	included)	needs	people	to	be	committed
to	protecting	it.	It	could	be	a	generational	goal,
indeed	it	must	be	a	generational	goal.	Ask
yourself.	You	don't	need	some	institution	or
lecturer	to	tell	you	this.	You	just	need	to	act	on	it.

****

The	smell	of	crisp	fresh	morning	air,	the	touch	of
sun,	the	refreshing	wash	of	water	-	doesn't	just



recharge	us,	it	strengthens	us.	It	adds	an	element
to	our	lives	and	those	around	us.	It	grows	our
relationships	with	each	other,	it	becomes	a	part	of
us	and	our	lives	as	we	make	tracks	and	memories
with	each	other.

Without	it	we	would	loose	our	most	cherished
memories	and	we’ll	all	end	up	like	those	who	say
something	like	“you’ll	never	see	the	Great	Barrier
Reef	like	I	did	in	the	70’s	or	80’s,	back	then	it	was
untouched	and	unbelievable”.	Even	I	might	end	up
being	the	last	generation	to	see	the	stunning
helmeted	honeyeater	in	the	wild,	in	the	stream-
side	forests	just	outside	of	Melbourne.

Now,	we	know	better,	and	if	we	want	to	pass	on
memories	to	our	kids	and	grandkids,	we	have	to
choose	-	do	we	pass	on	a	story	of	what	was,	or
take	them	by	the	hand	and	show	them	a	thriving
memory	with	no	need	of	perpetual	exaggeration.
Take	them	to	where	the	fish	are	that	big,	and	the
trees	are	that	tall,	and	the	land	is	that	beautiful.

I	don't	want	my	generation,	or	any	others
following,	to	pass	on	a	deteriorating,	inferior	world
any	more..



Final	Chapter.

Flickering	warmth,	splashed	out	across	the	path.
It's	pulsing	through	the	canopy	and	lighting	up	my
footsteps.	My	body	is	receptive	to	it	like	a	solar
panel	storing	as	much	heat	as	it	can	under	the
many	layers	to	power	through	the	countless
steps,	shielded	by	the	dense	rainforest	before	me.
Every	hundred	metres	or	so	the	mid	storey	opens
and	the	forest	explodes	in	light.	Soon	enough	I'm
passing	onto	the	south	west	facing	slope,	the
glowing	light	dissipates	and	the	temperature
drops	noticeably.	Even	a	sub	tropical	rainforest
gets	shockingly	cool	sometimes.	I	focus	on	the
ground	counting	steps	and	dodging	puddles	I'm
stoked	to	see.	The	steps	and	sounds	sound	off
beat	and	typical	to	hiking	on	wet	undulating
ground.	Wet	ground	squelches,	dry	twigs	snap,
wet	creek	crossings	sound	slippery	and	fleeing
faunal	footsteps	and	wingbeats	are	always	out	of
sight	by	the	time	you	realise	they’re	there.	It’s	so
dense	here	-	full	of	ferns,	palms,	and	lawyer	vines
that’ll	tear	your	clothing	and	skin	to	shreds.

Stopping	to	fish	out	a	drink	from	an	overloaded
yet	comfortable	bag,	the	noise	begins	to	return,	a
reminder	how	quickly	the	bush	moves	in	around
you	once	you	stop	and	blend	into	the	place.	

Moving	onwards	and	the	bush	composition
changes	continuously.	Rounding	a	corner	the
understorey	is	replaced	by	a	hollow	void	of	leaf
litter	and	tree	trunks.	It	shifts	from	trees	to
piccabean	palms,	towering	with	their	solid,	ribbed
stems,	randomly	littering	the	landscape	like
natures	equivalent	of	elongated	gaslights.	They
perform	a	shinning	patchwork	with	their	dangling
symmetrical	fronds.	Now	almost	as	quick	as	those
appeared,	huge	gigantic	gum	like	trees	frequent
the	paths	edge	that	winds	around	these	massive
structures	with	their	red,	fibrous	bark	and	huge
bulges	at	their	base	and	up	their	trunk.	The	palm
cover	ensures	you	never	really	see	these	giants
heads.







The	contour	leads	towards	the	increasing	sound
of	trickling	water,	around	corners	and	into	creek
lines	carving	their	way	down	the	slope.	Another
change	-	it	opens	up,	sun	bursting	in	over	the
landscape.	Trees	lay	freshly	toppled,	strewn
across	the	path	like	fallen	pins,	casualties	of	the
most	recent	cyclone.

The	approaching	waterfall	is	now	dominating	the
soundscape	-	all	you	can	hear	is	that	repetitious
and	yet	noticeably	varied	sound	we	so	often
associate	with	the	next	stop.	Once	we	hear	it,	‘it’s
getting	louder’,	then	we’re	‘almost	there’.	Then
‘there	it	is’,	cascading	to	its	end	eighty	metres
below.	Mist	rises	through	the	gorge	cut
perpendicular	to	the	path,	walls	lined	with	a
spectrum	of	rainforest	ferns	hanging	on	by	who
knows	what.	Huge	vertical	expanses	move	in	the
aquatic	breeze.	A	rainbow	sparks	up	in	the	mist,
arching	down	to	the	welcoming	pool	below.

And	still	the	sound	powers	on,	yet	when	you're
fixed	on	this	scene	of	green,	you	don't	realise	it	-
it’s	pushed	to	the	back	of	your	mind	and	around
the	corner,	deflecting	away	the	sound.	

Water	is	the	focus	of	this	ramble	through	the
forest.	The	journey	is	shaped	by	the	landscape,
which	is	shaped	by	the	running	of	water.	Into	the
gorge	and	above	the	first	set	of	major	falls	are
many	more	cascades,	falls,	and	river	crossings	to
come.	I’m	heading	away	from	the	ocean,	to	its
many	beginnings	up	stream.

***

Last	nights	pizza	and	a	handful	of	almonds.	And
half	a	blueberry	muffin.	Perched	up	on	the
grandest	black-green	rock,	surrounded	by	a	creek
full	of	smaller	examples.

My	highlight;	shaded	green	in	every	direction,
from	the	floor	of	moss,	to	the	highest	tip	of	the
towering	trees	surrounding	an	untouched	pool	of
water,	at	the	base	of	a	cascading	river.	From



above	in	the	forest	water	breaks	its	casual	decent
and	cascades	in	a	white	wash	down	a	slope	of
rock	-	it	splits	in	two	slightly,	joining	back	up	in
the	body	of	beautiful	water	waiting	below	at	my
feet.	After	following	the	many	kilometres	of	river,
here	natures	spectacle	is	most	pleasing	to	my
eyes.

This	is	it.	The	final,	utterly	difficult	pen	strokes
cheaply	bringing	to	a	close	a	year	(or	so)	of
experiences	and	fascinating	landscapes	that've
stuck	with	me	along	the	way.

***

It’s	beautiful	and	bruised;	a	playground	and	a
battleground;	it’s	the	future,	and	just	today;	my
country,	right	or	wrong.

***

My	feet	are	wet.	
My	hands	are	freezing.	
This	story's	done.	
Huge	thanks	for	reading.
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