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On the last night I copped about 70 mozzie and/or midge bites, which gave me plenty to do for the next week – 
scratching that is! By now it only took us about 2 ½ hours to get up, have breakfast, break camp and pack up, so 
we were off by about 10am. We had a look in at Beresford Springs (ok to camp at if you have a camper trailer I 
guess) and got to William Creek just before lunch. We had a beer, bought some petrol and milk and moved on. It 
was an, um, interesting but convivial place. From here the road got worse, and in some sections were we down to 
about 40kph – mostly because of the big stones embedded in the road and the big and uneven corrugations. We 
could have gone faster, but it would have been uncomfortable. Like I said earlier, it was meant to be a holiday, not 
an ordeal. We had plenty of time. 

We dropped in at Algebuckina bridge, but not for long as it was now about 38c and the flies were dreadful. Any 
thought we had of bush camping here instantly vanished. We got to Oodnadatta at about 3pm and checked the 
campground behind the Pink Roadhouse. Those that have been there will understand why we got a little site cabin 
for the night. It was over 40c by then, and we only had the little tent. As soon as the sun set it cooled down and we 
had a dip in the pool (cold). In the evening it was quite a pleasant place. We heated ‘Velish’ soup on the little gas 
cooker, and had it sitting outside on the deck. Our neighbours from Coward Springs stopped there also, so we 
shared coffee and biccies with them later on that evening. 
A change come through overnight and the morning was cool. We had a look around while waiting for the road-
house to open. Jen had been up to Alice on the old Ghan on a school trip, and remembered some of the buildings 
in the station yard. We had a good cooked breakfast in the Pink Roadhouse, got some petrol, had a chat to Adam 
about tyres,  and headed off towards the Painted Desert. 



It started to rain lightly as we left Oodnadatta, but not for too long. The road was again fairly slow, but the country 
that originally seemed to us to be desolate now seemed beautiful and rich in variety. The road curved gently 
across gibber plains and through pleasant creek beds. We stopped at a couple of places in the Painted Desert for 

photos and to stretch our legs. We had a look in at Copper 
Hills to see if we wanted to camp there, but although it was 
pleasant enough we decided to push on to Coober Pedy.  
Now here we found something strange – the Sturt Highway 
went through exactly the same sort of country as we had 
been through before – gibber plains – but it did not feel the 
same – it felt, um, civilised and normal. At Coober Pedy we 
got an underground campsite at Riba’s – what a hoot! - and 
highly recommended. That night we could see lightning in the 
distance. 

�������� � 
 � � � � 
 � � � � � �



� � � � � � � � 	 
 � � � � � � � ������	�

Because I had confidence in the car I did no special vehicle preparation except for a scheduled service a month be-
fore, and checked fluid levels and tyre pressures the night before. I suppose we were lucky, but nothing fell off or 
even rattled. Its only shortcoming was the low profile tyres – we could not have them aired down enough to cope with 
the stony surface without risking rim damage. We were very, very pleased with the Outback, and had it detailed 
when we got back as a thank-you for looking after us so well. 

Next day we took a couple of photos of the weirdness that is Coober Pedy, and left for Woomera and Roxby 
Downs. We did not stop at Woomera, but went straight up to the green and pleasant Roxby, where we got a nice, 
grassy camping spot in a big caravan park. I think we were the only ‘tourists’ there – all the rest were permanents. 
In the morning we drove out to Andamooka – even weirder that Coober Pedy -  looked at the old stone cottages, 
took some pix and left. After a nice latte in the information centre at Roxby we caught the bus tour of the Olympic 
Dam mine. It was a bit overcast. At the mine we watched a video for 30 minutes or so, and by the time we came 
out to hop on the bus again, the heavens had opened. Big time. There was water everywhere – pouring off the 
roofs, overflowing the street gutters - feet deep in places, with lightning striking the taller parts like the winch towers 
and refinery buildings. The tour bus splashed around the mine with us all gawking at the chaos outside. Unfortu-
nately I did not think to sneak some pix or video (not permitted in the mine site). We heard later that Andamooka, 
just a few km to the east, got 40mm of rain and was cut off by floodwaters. After lunch we headed off south stop-
ping in Woomera to look at the museum, then continued on to Port Augusta driving in the rain all afternoon and 
found a room in a motel after a bit of ringing around. Not wanting to hurry home, we wandered down towards the 
Coorong, stopping at Port Germein and Clare, passing through what must be among the most pleasant scenery in 
the whole of Oz, namely the green rolling hills of the southern Flinders. We found a simply gorgeous campsite at 
Parnka Point, on the Coorong just south of Meningie. Another pleasant day’s drive took us around the coast with 
stops at Kingston (fish and chips from the Lacepede Fish Shop), Robe, Beachport and the Cape Jaffa winery, fi-
nally to Port Fairy and a spot on the grass under an old cypress pine in another nice caravan park, surprisingly 
nearly empty on the last weekend of the Vic school holidays. On the final day got to our home in the leafy green 
eastern suburbs of Melbourne in the early afternoon. We had to go home, but our hearts were still in the desert.  

Things we were glad we took:  
- 2 burner gas cooker 
- self-inflating mattress and our doona 
- Bedourie oven 
- $15 compressor and $100 tyre repair kit 
- heavy leather gardening gloves - handy 

Things we took but never used: 
- large fly sheet and poles 
- a colander 
- jaffle irons 
- hiking boots 
- parkas (old habit for Melbourne people) 

Things that would have been handy: 
- better storage system for the back of the 
car and/or a roof pod 
- somewhere to carry the spare wheel (it is 
buried under the floor in the back) 

Best thing about the trip: 
- spending 2 days at Coward Springs 
Worst thing about the trip: 
- can’t think of anything! 

We travelled about 5300km in 15 days and fuel consumption was about 8.5lt/100. 



APPLICATION TO GO FOUR WHEEL DRIVING  
To be filled out no less than two days prior to the outing 
 
Name of Boyfriend/Fiancé/Husband: ____________________________________________ 
 
 
I request permission for a leave of absence from the highest authority in my life for the following period: 
 
 
Date:___________________ Time of departure:______________ Time of return:_____________  
 
Should permission be granted, I do solemnly swear to only visit the locations stated below. Nor shall I speak to another female 
other than those listed without gaining verbal permission one hour beforehand. I will not turn off my mobile after two pots, nor 
shall I consume above the allocated volume of alcohol without first phoning ahead. I understand that even if mobile coverage is 
unattainable, this is no excuse for being uncontactable. I also understand that even if permission is granted, my girl-
friend/fiancé/wife retains the right to be pissed off with me the following week for no valid reason what so ever. 
 
 
 
Amount of alcohol allowed (units) __________________ 
 
 
Locations likely to be visited______________________ 
 
 
Females likely to be encountered__________________ 
 
 
Number of days permitted________________________ 
 
 
I, the man in this relationship agree to obey your rules & regulations. I understand that this is going to cost me great heartache and 
negotiation. You reserve the right go out when ever you wish to do so, as usual. I hereby promise to sleep overnight on a park 
bench next to a tramp should I not return home by the time approved below. On my way home, I will not side track to a friend's 
house to discuss days activities. I also understand that should clothes become soiled in any way, I will not leave them on the bath-
room floor but throw them onto the laundry floor. Once the car is washed, I will proceed to clean the driveway of all debris.  
 
 
I declare that to the best of my knowledge, the above information is correct.  
 
Signed - Boyfriend/Fiancé/Husband: _______________________________________________ 
 
 
Dated:_________________________ 
 
 
 
Request is APPROVED / TURNED DOWN 
 
 
This decision is not open to negotiation other than on my terms. 
 
" ......................................... 
 
Permission for my boyfriend/fiancé/husband to be away for the following period of time: 
 
 
Date:_________ Time of departure:___________________ Time of return: NOT LATE 
 
 
Signed - Minister of War & Finance: 
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If you read the “must have” four wheel drive maga-
zines, you will probably have seen articles that at-
tempt to determine what the essentials for vehicular 
touring are.  There are lists of tools, spares, first aid 
kits, roof racks, radios and the like. Not often do 
these articles focus on sleeping gear.  I reckon a 
good sleep at night is the first thing to get right on a 
trip away. If you don’t sleep well, you and every 
one associated 
with you will suffer 
in the days ahead.  
I reckon it is worth 
investing consider-
able thought, time 
and money, to get 
this aspect correct.  
There is no reason 
to be cold or un-
comfortable just 
because you and 
your family are 
camping. 
You can’t get com-
fort in the Mediter-
ranean regions of 
Australia on a blow 
up mattress.  They 
require consider-
able effort to inflate, and by design provide a cold, 
uninsulated area under your body. A swag fits the 
bill. 
Most enthusiastic campers and four wheel drivers 
have heard about sleeping in swags. 
What does this in-
fer? Is it not just a 
fancy way of using 
a sleeping bag? Is 
carrying a swag on 
your roof rack a 
symbol of authen-
ticity?  And are 
they comfortable?  
What limitations do 
they have? 
 A swag is princi-
pally an all weather 
sleeping shelter.  
Historically it was 
the traditional bed-
ding used by 
“swagmen”, the 
Australian characters who roamed and sometimes 
worked in the outback.  It was carried as a sausage 
shaped roll, and contained their few personal be-
longings, clothing and blankets.  Often the blankets 
were blue, and these were visible to the passer-by.  
Hence you passed someone who was humping his 
bluey or waltzing matilda.  Later it became the stan-

dard sleeping equipment of stockmen and drovers, and 
was renowned for simplicity and durability.   
Traditional swags were a canvas sheet of about 12 ft x 
10 ft.  Back then there were no metric systems of meas-
urement in Australia.  It was proofed cotton, and some-
times lined with a material incorporating wool.  It had a 
pocket at the head to carry a pillow and personal gear, 
and a roomy pocket at the other end to protect the feet 

from rain and cold.  The two 
canvas side flaps that lie on 
each side of the prone sleeper 
were thrown over to give extra 
warmth, and to ensure a wa-
terproof swag.  When rolled for 
transport, leather straps - often 
repaired stirrup leathers - were 
used to secure the swag. 
Nowadays, 4.W.D. users and 
adventure tour operators use 
swags instead of tents, as they 
are simpler and easier to use, 
tougher and more convenient.  
Swags take only seconds to 
unpack, and you can then be 
ready to emit the odd zzzed.  
Of course, the real advantage 
is being able to sleep under the 
stars.  Once you’ve tried this, it 

is hard to go back to the stuffy confines of a tent.  In the 
morning, a minute’s work is all it takes before you are 
ready to roll. 
In the last twenty years, swags have become available 
in a variety of sizes, from doubles, king size, and stan-

dard singles.  However, any 
name may be used by a 
manufacturer.  Homestead, 
Bush, Discovery, Biker, De-
luxe, Explorer, Jumbuck, 
Emu, Matilda, Drover, Kakadu 
and Stockman are all swag 
names that represent a par-
ticular configuration. 
Canvas is the only acceptable 
material used as the outer of 
a swag.  Some swags have a 
waterproof bottom.  While it is 
possible to use vinyls and 
PVC materials, the purist 
would scorn these.  The qual-
ity of canvas is usually deter-
mined by its weight, again ex-

pressed in imperial terms.  A good swag canvas is usu-
ally 14 or 15 oz (ounces), or 450gsm.  Cotton canvas 
for a swag should be proofed; that is water and rot 
proofed. 
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Traditional swag 

Top of the Wozza swag 

By Rick Moore 
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Often a swag manufacturer will provide zips or press studs with which to do up the swag.  These can mean that 
the swag becomes like a canvas sleeping bag. “Flash Harry” swags have raised sections that incorporate 
meshed windows. 
The idea is to provide some ventilation, and to offer protection from annoying insects.  The mesh/mozzie net sec-
tions can be at either the head end, on top, or both.  When the mozzie nets are on top, they serve as access 
points.   
Sometimes swags have heavy duty chrome “D” rings are attached to each corner for pegging in extreme windy 
conditions.  Mind you, if it is windy enough to trouble a body in a swag, you’d have to reckon it was worth moving 
on.  
Showery evenings meant these campers “tented” their swags to assist the rain to run off. The bloke that did not 
had a puddle from on top run into his swag when he arose in the morning. 
Now, if you remember lying on the ground as a kid in your sleeping bag, you’ll also remember that the ground 
gets uncomfortable in the wee small hours.  Therefore, it makes sense to use a mattress.  High density foam, 50 
to 75 mm thick, is the go here. Good quality foam will provide comfort that doesn’t collapse with age.  Some mak-
ers will supply duo density foam, where a medium density top layer is for comfort, and the bottom layer is high 
density for support.  The top layer is full size, while the bottom layer supports the torso only.  Most mattresses are 
cotton covered.  If you are buying your own foam, cover it with sheets. Our kids sleep on self inflating mattresses.  
These are great for them, but a bit narrow for me now that gravity has altered the shape of my body.  

Many people insert a sleeping bag into their swags.  I believe it is important to have as much under you as above 
you when sleeping outdoors, so a sleeping bag could suffice.  Bags and bedding should allow for temperatures 
that often get well below freezing point in the mountain and inland regions.  I well remember wearing all my 
clothes, including three pairs of socks and two jumpers, in my swag while at Wiluna, Western Australia.  At dawn, 
when I decided it was too cold to lie there any more, the ice in the billy was three inches thick!  It was then that I 
learnt that three woollen blankets were not enough. 
So there are many factors that comprise a good swag.  Comfort and warmth are paramount in my swag.  I prefer 
the original 12’ x 10’ camp sheet, with a 2” x 7’ density mattress and a thin foam overlay.  The mattress has a thin 
wool doona over it and a bulkier doona on top that I can adjust for temperature. By placing the mattress toward 
one side of the camp sheet, there is ample room to undress and store my clothes along side me.  That way, I’m 
not stepping into dirt or sand when removing my boots.  Everything remains close and dry, and my pillow doesn’t 
fall into the dirt when I wriggle a bit. Then I throw the flaps over me.  Sure, the swag is bulky.  But that is OK, for it 
belongs on the roof rack.  It seems to be a good swag, for in 1974 I slept in it every night bar two, and I still sleep 
in it when on four wheel drive trips.  It is looking worn, but because I invested in quality, is still serviceable.  A bit 
like its owner. 



G'day Darren Callary here, I live in Adelaide - Onkaparinga Hills. I am married with two kids (girls) my little angel's. I 
really enjoy getting out of the city in my 4wd. Don't get to ''go bush'' as often as we would like to but when we do we 
really appreciate the great outdoors. Places I have been since I was introduced to the wonderful world of 4WD by my 
bro-in law about eight years ago include: 
-Whyalla numerous times (as this is where my bro-in law lives). A fantastic place to go off road, so much variety of 
terrain : sand, rock, mud (wet season), steep hills, beach driving + much more to offer not only off road but in town 
and some spectacular views of surrounding areas such as Fitzgerald bay and dolphins in the Whyalla Marina, also a 
great place to go fishing. 
 -Chambers Gorge, great place to go bush camping. I went there in the dry season but only for a short time, I hope to 
return when the water is running through there. Beautiful environment. 
 -Flinders Ranges - Arkaroola, Leigh Creek and surrounding areas. Again only a short trip and would like to return to 
these places again. 
 -Robe and Beachport (great pie's at the shop there). Awesome sand driving and have been there 3 or 4 times. Each 
time it has been great. 
 
I am also a member of Mount Lofty Rangers 4wd Club. Great bunch of people, all ages and very knowledgeable. 
Since joining 2 years ago and doing a Driver Training Course I have learned plenty from the course. This course is 
worth doing no matter how good or bad you are in your 4wd. What I learned in basic training was priceless. I have 
owned four 4wd's, a 90 model Nissan Navara ute, a MQ Nissan Patrol Diesel wagon, a 90 model 2.4 petrol Toyota 4 
Runner (nice vehicle but not enough guts) and now I own an 80 Series Turbo Diesel Landcruiser. It has a 3 inch Old 
Man Emu lift kit, 3 inch exhaust by Exhaust Technology, a snorkel plus many more features. 
 
I hope you all have as much fun as I do. This is a hobby that can take you to some fun and interesting places. It can 
be enjoyed by yourself, with friends and family or in a club atmosphere. Please remember to respect the environment 
and your vehicle and we should all be able to enjoy 4 wheel driving for many years to come. 
 
yours in 4 Wheel Driving 
BUGGA-0 
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Andamooka to Farina 4x4 Trail 

by Steve & Jenny Jones 
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On the weekend of 23rd & 24th of August 2003, the Whyalla & 
Districts 4WD Club hosted a weekend of Four Wheel Driving 
in and around Whyalla for members of SAAFWDC Clubs. It 
was, rather optimistically, billed as the “First Annual 4WD 
Weekend in Whyalla”. Camping and most activities were 
based at the Whyalla Showgrounds, including a purpose built 
challenging 4WD demonstration track for participants to test 
their vehicles and 4WDing skills. Vehicles from all over 
SouthOz started arriving at lunch time on Friday and Whyalla 
had turned on some superb 
sunny Spring weather and every-
thing was in readiness for a big 
weekend. Unfortunately by late 
afternoon the storm clouds had 
rolled in, but being 4WDers a bit 
of rain was only going to make 
the weekend more challenging. 
For most visitors the first stop 
after registration was the camp 
area, then the large campfire 
and finally a night drive. around 
the demonstration track. The track was more diffi-

cult than it appeared and 
many had to make two or 
three attempts at some of 
the obstacles. They soon 

realised that this wasn’t your normal sanitised basic track. By 
10:00pm over 50 vehicles had arrived and the campfire was 
the place to be. And then it rained. A lot. And then it rained 
even harder at 5am. The first tagalong group to the Middle-
back Ranges was due to leave at 8am, but it was delayed 
while organisers tried to contact the station owners, whose 
tracks we would be using, to see if their roads were still open. 
Being unable to contact the owners (they were shearing!) a 
decision was made to visit a different area. At 8:30am the 
first two groups, totalling 27 vehicles, left for the Secret 
Rocks area (can’t tell you where, it’s a secret).  

Story by Andrew Hiscock 
Photos by various participants 
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The other groups of between 12 and 15 vehicles left every half hour after them. We travelled as tail end for the 
fifth group. First stop was at the abandoned mining town of Iron Baron. It’s one of those strange places with bitu-
men roads, kerbs, driveways but no houses. From Iron Baron we headed out onto the old Whyalla to Kimba road 
to Secret Rocks (oops, there goes the secret) and met up with the earlier 
groups coming the other way. 
It was decided here on the road that a visit to the abandoned Iron Cavalier 
mine area would be an ideal replacement for the original planned trip to 
Cook North. The last group to leave Whyalla (behind us) had met up with 
the station owners and they were doing the Cook North track. 

We continued on to Se-
cret Rocks and climbed 
over them, drove around 
them and photographed 
the rocks, and the view 
from atop, before head-
ing back to the Iron 
Cavalier turnoff. The run 
out to Iron Cavalier was 
scenic and challenging 
enough due to the driz-
zling rain on the clay 
tracks. Upon arrival at 
the mine we stopped for 
photos before attempting 
the climb out in single 
file. 

The first couple of vehicles managed the slippery clay hill before Chris’ Hi-
lux Dual Cab ran out of grip and slid slowly backwards into the trees. Mike 
in the Defender was watching from below and, after examining Chris’ pre-
dicament, elected to drive up to firm ground and winch him out. An al-
mighty combined winch and tow had the Hilux up on top of the hill in no 
time. 

The rest of the group 
elected to bypass the hill 
as the track was now 
badly cut up and very 
very wet. The four hour 
tagalong trip had taken 
nearly six hours, but 
given the exceptional 
scenery and challenging 
tracks there were no complaints. 


