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My Journey

God, I am coming to You.
You wait for me at the end of the rocky path,

You stand quietly expecting me at the end of the diffi  cult climb.
You know I am coming.

My eyes can only see the mountain,
My feet can only feel the pain.

You gently lift my spirit
For me to know I will continue

My journey.

Suddenly I am in Your Presence,
We are together, You and I.

Th e Question and the Answer
Th e Lonely and the Comforter
Th e Incomplete and the Whole.
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Together for this moment,
Together for Infi nity,

Together for the Parting.
My Parting; I leave You

To return to the Here and Now of my journey,
Th is journey uniquely mine.

I return to it all,
Th e joy of hope, the sadness of despair,

Knowing You are there
When I want to see.

You will answer my questions
In Your own way,

Will comfort me when I let You,
Will make me whole

When I hand over to You

My Journey.
God, I am coming to You.

vi vii



Contents

Dedication iii

My Journey v

Introduction ix

The Spirit of Adventure 1

Nepal 5

Annapurna, Come Trekking 6

The Annapurna Circuit – Nepal 8

Tigers and Goats 10

Peace and Understanding in the Himalayas  12

The Beggar Boy   16

My Home   18

Locked Out  20

Transport of Delight   22

New Zealand 25

A Trip to New Zealand with Des and Jürgen in 1992   26

Lindis Pass in New Zealand   28

vi vii



Tongariro National Park    30

Steaming Pool, New Zealand    32

My Friend, Jürgen  34

Miscellaneous 39

Ormiston Gorge, Northern Territory   40

Steam’s Up   42

Perseverance   44

A Photographer’s Nightmare    50

Death of a Tree  52

Gogodala Man 1     56

Gogodala Man 2     58

Fireside Chat   60

Paul’s Haircut   62

Paul and His Wheels    64

Mentors/Australian Photographic Society Services Guides    70

viii ix



Introduction

viii ix



My Journey – Words and Pictures from a Life

x

Introduction

1



x

Introduction

1

The Spirit of Adventure

n 1982, I was encouraged by my husband, Norm, to go with a Council of Adult Education tour 
of the outback, taking in the Flinders Ranges, Lake Mungo and the Warrumbungles. 

The theme of the tour was an aboriginal and archaeological perspective of the history and geology of 
these places. The aboriginal theme was explained to us by Ernie Dingo. This was before he became 
the well-known and popular actor, comedian and host in film and television. With his delightful 
personality, Ernie helped us understand the traditions and culture relating to this ancient landscape.

The Flinders Ranges were formed over millions of years, as layer after layer of sediment settled on 
the sea bed. The movement of the earth pushed the sea bed up into folds higher than the Himalayas 
are now. Gradually, over the centuries, these massive folds have eroded until they are the height and 
shape they are today.

The Aboriginal dreamtime legends tell us of Arkaroo, a giant serpent, living in the Mainwater Pound 
in the Gammon Ranges, who slithered down to the plains to quench his thirst. On his return, his 
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heavily laden body carved out the deep, sinuous gorge now known as Arkaroola. As Arkaroo rested, 
he formed springs and water-holes along the way. He now sleeps in the Gammon Ranges in a hide-
away at the Yacki Water-hole.

My husband, Norm, knew that he could not go on the tour because his health was deteriorating. 
However, he thought this trip might be a holiday I would be able to join in with and enjoy, as one 
did not need a partner. 

On our first night of camping in the outback, when tents were being allocated, I was approached by 
Robin, also travelling on her own, who came over to ask if she could share a tent with me.

“Yes! Certainly!” was my reply.

We shared a tent for the rest of the holiday.

Robin was a diabetic and so needed to test her blood every morning before injecting herself with 
insulin each day. Each morning, I got up and left her in peace in the tent while I had a wash. 
Robin and I got on very well. A wonderful camaraderie developed between us after each busy day 
of learning and sharing new experiences with the group; I thoroughly enjoyed myself. I offered my 
home as a venue for a reunion planned about a month after our Outback Tour ended as I wanted 
Norm to meet this group with whom I had shared so many new and wonderful experiences.

So successful was my first experience of touring with a group that I booked another trip with the 
Council of Adult Education in July of 1983. This time our itinerary included Alice Springs, Kakadu 
National Park, then a journey across to the Barkly Tablelands and a return to Alice Springs. 

Norm had genuinely enjoyed my descriptions of my outback adventure, meeting my fellow 
adventurers at the reunion at our home, and looking at my photographs. He also appreciated the 
improvement in my self-confidence.
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Suddenly, but not unexpectedly, Norm died on the 15th of April in 1983.

My first reaction was to cancel the trip, but my family and friends were unanimous in the view that 
I must go. I missed having Norm with whom to talk the decision over, but I went ahead with my 
preparations and duly set off to Alice Springs. Change and challenge combined; I was anxious and 
scared, but I gathered the strength to meet my fears one day at a time and tried not to let my fear of 
the future overwhelm me.

Sailing up Katherine Gorge, aware of the millions of years the rocks and cliffs had been there, puts 
one’s life into perspective. Tranquility, stately beauty and a point in the universe where everything 
comes together with meaning and the fulfillment of nature surrounded me.

We camped near the East Alligator River in Kakadu. In this beautiful place, we met Bill Neiji, 
(an Aboriginal elder), the head of the Aboriginal elders, who took us up the river into Arnhem 
land looking for crocodiles by spotlight. The water was glassy, the sunset intense as it enriched the 
colours of the rocks, slowly turning them purple then grey, until they became black silhouettes in the 
moonlight. A barbeque meal awaited us. This was a lovely peaceful time, as our group stood together 
talking with Bill Neiji and his elders, until it was time to return. We rounded the night off by sitting 
around the campfire talking with the Aborigines. Magic!

The 20th of July would have been Norm’s 50th birthday. 

On that day, we were bush camping at Carabrini Lagoon, a tranquil spot with the escarpment 
behind us and the open plain stretching before us. The group wanted to go to Borroloola. However, 
I chose to stay at the camp site and spent most of the day on a narrow strip of land between the end 
of the lagoon and a small pool. I watched the birds come and go: a sacred kingfisher, some barred 
finches, an azure kingfisher and masked finches. Endangered lilac crowned wrens played at the foot 
of a tree in the cool shade. I saw honey eaters, a bower bird and willy wag tails. I had been lent a bird 
book to help me identify this wonderful range of bird species.
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As I sat there on my folding stool, I noticed, from the corner of my eye, something moving. Turning 
my head slightly, I watched in awe as a long brown snake slid silently past, just two feet away from 
me. I had missed seeing its head, which had already disappeared into some low growing greenery, 
but the snake’s body kept sliding on and on. It was a very long snake. I kept as still as I could and 
held my breath.

The water lilies glowed like jewels with the sun shining through them. This area was a beautiful 
peaceful spot. I thought of Norm a lot through the day; I felt very sad about his death. I cried a few 
times, gentle tears, as my memories stirred my emotions. Norm was kind and wise in encouraging 
me to go on these CAE holidays. I quickly learnt to be confident travelling by myself, joining a 
group and fitting in with other people. I took five of these trips, and enjoyed them all.

When Adrian, our leader, returned to the campsite, I described the snake to him. 

He replied, “That was a King Brown snake. They are deadly. You did the right thing by keeping 
perfectly still, Jean.”
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Annapurna, Come Trekking

eading The Age newspaper on a Saturday morning, my eye caught an advertisement: 
“Come Trekking in Nepal.”

Why not? I said to myself.

At this stage of my life, I lived alone. I had been on five outback adventure trips in Australia 
with the Council of Adult Education and felt confident that I could manage another adventure  
further afield.

I followed up this idea and found myself flying into Kathmandu, Nepal, from where I would trek 
around the Annapurna Circuit for nine days, followed by three days of white water rafting down the 
Trisuli River, then three days exploring the Chitwan National Park.

R
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The Annapurna Circuit – Nepal

he mountain which dominates the Annapurna Circuit is the Fish Tail mountain, known as 
Machapuchare (height 6993m), which is a sacred mountain. No-one is allowed to set foot 

on this mountain; it is still a virgin, unclimbed peak. Permission to climb the mountain is strictly 
withheld.

My nine-day trek started at Pokhara. It required a long slow bus ride from Kathmandu up into the 
mountains. I was as prepared as I could be for this trek. Each day, for two months, I practised hiking 
up and down Coach Road in Newborough, near my home, a four kilometre walk up and down the 
local hill, wearing my new boots to break them in. I also carried my lighter day backpack to get used 
to the weight of my camera and other equipment.

We set up camp beside a river near Pokhara, and enjoyed a good sleep. The next morning, we could 
see a comfortable walk along the riverside, or an immediately very steep track across from the river. 
(Twice as steep as Coach Road!). We took the very steep track immediately after breakfast. I was 
pleased with my ability to manage this track, and my boots were comfortable.

In this part of the world, the only transport is by foot. This photograph shows the track, the ever 
present Fish Tail mountain in the background, and even the kitchen sink being transported.

T
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Tigers and Goats

nother photograph shows some of our group playing Tigers and Goats, better known as 
Bagha Chal; a national Nepalese game, which has been played for centuries.

One player has four 4 tigers, the other has 20 goats. The 4 tigers are placed, one in each corner. The 
goats are placed on the board, one at a time. One tiger is allowed to move as a goat is added to the 
game. In one move, a tiger may move from one point to the next or may jump over a goat following 
the straight lines. The goat is then captured and removed from the board. The goats can defend 
themselves by ensuring there is no open point on which the tiger can land when looking for a goat 
to leap over. The capture of five goats means the game is lost to the tigers. However, if the goats can 
encircle the tigers so there is no movement possible in any direction, the goats have won the game.

As you can see, this game can be played on any surface with twigs and stones, or whatever is available.

A
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Peace and Understanding in the Himalayas 

was trekking the Annapurna Circuit in the Himalayas, Nepal; a special trek where you constantly 
have in view the group of mountains called the Annapurna, dominated by the dramatic pyramid 

peak of Machapuchare, also called the Fish Tail.

We passed through villages where people lived just as they had done for centuries, terracing the 
mountainsides, living off the land and following the seasons.

I climbed over rocky paths in a part of the world where trekking is the only form of transport. Four 
days into our trek, I felt acutely aware that I was just one small person in this high, majestic, sacred 
land; the rhythm of the Universe pulsing all around me.

I came to an oak forest which was held in the still, cool, damp grasp of a soft fog; the silver rocks 
muted by the dark green velvet moss, the trees draped with lichen. Alone, I followed the lightly 
trodden path through the forest. The rest of the group had galloped ahead. As long as I stayed on the 
barely visible track I need not wait for the guide. I could see where I was going as I set foot lightly 
where the oak leaves had fallen. It was Autumn.

I
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An oak leaf landing on the already fallen leaves reminded me of the Cycle of Life; Spring, Summer, 
Autumn, Winter. I stopped to listen. I could faintly hear the running water of hidden streams and 
the gentle sigh of an oak leaf as it met the other fallen leaves, landing where it must, to enrich the 
forest floor for future trees to grow.

I was alone at this point.

Silence surrounded me.

I stood very still.

I was part of the Universe at a convergent point of its energy.

The Universe knew I was there.

Standing still, being part of the forest, in this moment of eternity, I experienced a deep sense of peace 
and understanding; the acceptance of death as a natural part of life, the acceptance of God’s love for 
His Creation, including me, and the acceptance of myself just as I am.

A profound peace of the heart and mind.

The moment passed. I moved on. The busy world scooped me up again. I emerged into the bright 
light of the fogless atmosphere to find the rest of the group playing with a frisbee.

I have not been able to fully hold onto this wonderful peaceful feeling.

But I know that I have experienced it in my life, so I am richer for this and I draw strength from this 
knowledge.
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I thank God for His Universe.
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The Beggar Boy  

am a beggar. I cannot see. Something happened to my eyes when I was born. I spend every day 
here outside this open doorway, holding up my hands in the hope that people will notice me and 

put money into them. I carefully close my hands over a coin, lower it into my lap and fold my robe 
over it to keep it safe. Then, I hold my hands up again.

My sister brings me here every morning. She visits me during the day to make sure I am all right in 
the street.

I recognise the sounds and the smells of my favourite place to beg. I wish I could play and run 
around but I have to help my family by begging. It is something that I am good at. I can hear the 
other children who can see, calling out and running around as they pass by me. Sometimes, people 
stop and talk to me for a few seconds, but I don’t have anyone who wants to talk to me for fun.

I hand over to my father all the money I am given, because he knows what we need. 

I think I am six years old.
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