
January 2010 ς Tour Diary 

Big experiences in life can feel full of opposites.  Polar forces tugging stubbornly at each other.  Repulsed 

but restrained.  City and land.  Repression and freedom.  Cynicism and idealism.  Despair and hope.  She 

asks you to walk the line between them, unwilling to give one without the other as if seeing something 

pure would pull the whole thing undone.  She asks you to walk carefully. 

These few pages of rambled memories are some of the highlights and lowlights of a tour around 

Australia, meeting people, playing gigs and living out of an old van for the first five weeks of January in 

2010.   

Chapter 1 ς Albany to Brisbane and seven days of tarmac 

The roads between the west coast of Australia and Adelaide are typically dry, flat and harsh.  Few 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾŜ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀǎǘ ŦŀǊƳƭŀƴŘ ǘǊŀŎǘǎ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ 9ǎǇŜǊŀƴŎŜΦ  

The land is driven relentlessly by wind and lack of water.  There are extremes of temperature.  The 

truckies and road-house workers who have made lives for themselves out here do not live with the 

ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊƻǳƎƘƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛǾŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǘŜŀƳΣ ŦƻǊƎƛƴƎ 

a different sort of society; transient, but somehow stable in its knowledge of dependence on each other.  

If anything ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ-timers (like me!) the tourists, gap years and grey nomads, we who can escape 

back to our nice comfortable lives near the coast and running water, who seem to upset the natural 

order of things the most.  The full timers fashion a rough translation of civilized society, holding together 

small outposts that link the roads between here and there.  The main law out here is the land, but the 

dollar is not far behind either. 

In the first seven days of 2010 I drove a 1981 Toyota Hiace van from Albany in the southwest of WA to 

Brisbane.  It was a journey of bonding and trusting in a collection of rusting metal that everybody knew 

ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƭŜƎǎΦ  ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƴŀƳƛƴƎ ŀ ŎŀǊΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǊked on 

ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ΨƻƭŘ ƎƛǊƭΩΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎŜƴŘŜǊΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ ς 

crunching and groaning her way across open roads, and through little country towns.   

 

The road from Albany to Port Augusta was mostly uneventful.  It was slow progress, as I was driving very 

cautiously ς fearful of overheating the old engine, not that the temperature was particularly hot.  It was 

also as if I was out of training, and for the first few days I struggled to get more than ten hours of driving 

ŘƻƴŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎǘƻǇ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 9ǎǇŜǊŀƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ aŀŘǳǊŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ 

Poochera.  Its like a second wind takes over once you get into the rhythm of watching the land go past, 

keeping your body as comfortable as you can while sitting in one position.  



 

On the fourth day I started to run into some car troubles.  The engine got hot while climbing some hills 

on the way out of Port Augusta.  Had to stop in a few small towns to see out the heat of the day, and 

then drive on into the ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜΦ  ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ 

scary (like driving across the bare desert under a full moon) can take on a slightly more eery significance 

ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ǘƻƎether your car is.  The next day 

there seemed to be less problem with overheating, but by the time I had finished the day in Cobar I was 

having some pretty serious problems getting up and down the gears.  The old column shift selector has 

always been a bit dodgy ever since I got it.  Mysteriously it seemed fine the next morning and I fooled 

myself into thinking that everything would be ok, but by the time I had crunched my way out of town I 

ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǎǘƻp in most of the smaller towns, 

ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǘ тΥол ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƳŀǇ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ DƛƭƎŀƴŘǊŀ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƻǿƴ όL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 

any better) and the road between here and there seemed more or less flat and straight, so I thought if I 

could get up into ŦƻǳǊǘƘ LΩŘ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŘƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

gearbox.  Luckily after a bit of hunting round I was able to find a guy in Gilgandra who had a bit of time 

to look at it ς a real blessing.  It was no reconstruction job, just a bit of outback magic.  A couple of home 

made bushers later and it was running much smoother, and willing to go below third gear!  This made 

me a lot less nervous about tackling Brisbane and Sydney in the old girl! 



Stayed the sixth night in Tamworth ς the first hint of a return to city life since setting off.  Its not a huge 

place (maybe 50,000 for 11 months of the year) but something about it feels quite commercial ς the 

types of shops, the sprawling car parks and fast food precincts, and clean cuǘ ƭŀǿƴǎΦ  Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

country town.  It surprised me in a way.  This was the home of country music in Australia.  The linch pin 

of my tour was a week at the Tamworth Country Music Festival ς to perform in front of a big crowd in 

the Telstra Road to Tamworth Music Competition.  At least I knew what I would be dealing with (in a 

ǿŀȅύΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƻǊƛŜƴǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƛƴ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ 

January. 

One final hard day of driving and I made it to Ormeau just south of Brisbane.  Finally I was back in 

ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ DŜƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ WŜƴƴȅ /ƘŜŀƭŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƪƛƴŘƭȅ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

van parked in their front yard for the next week while I flew up to Cairns for the first gigs of the tour.  It 

was weird being in close contact with people again after all that time alone.  There were times when I 

opened my mouth to try to say something, knowing exactly what I wanted to try to get across, but just 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ƳƻǾŜΗ  ¢Ƙe first home cooked dinner and soft bed in a week 

ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΗ  LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ 

Chapter 2 ς Cairns/Atherton and Saturday night fever 

The next morning I was off early on the train to Brisbane airport to fly to Cairns.  I had to leave most of 

Ƴȅ ƎŜŀǊ ƛƴ hǊƳŜŀǳ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇΦ  LΩƳ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊǇŀŎƪŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƻŦ 

times, so for this trip the van was piled up with all sorts of guitar fixing gadgets and spare clothes in case 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨǿƘŀǘ ƛŦǎΩΦ  Sometimes being forced to travel light is the best thing, because it means you have to 

Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ   

At Cairns I met Tobias Moldenhauer, a friend from a previous visit to the Yungaburra folk festival.  He 

lives in Yungaburra and I was lucky to be able to stay with him and his lovely wife Liz.  We had a couple 

of shows booked over the weekend, including a great little house concert that Tobi organized to hold at 

his place.   

The hǳƳƛŘƛǘȅ ƛƴ /ŀƛǊƴǎ ƛƴ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Řƻ 

anything much.  But heading up into the hills and onto the Atherton Tablelands (where Yungaburra is) 

makes all the difference.  The weather up there was very pleasant.  Fortunately the big rains held off for 

the night of the house concert that Tobi organized, though things did get a bit wet for a gig the following 

afternoon down in Cairns.  The music went well though and it was great to hear Tobi play again too.  For 

anyone interested his music is available online at www.myspace.com/tobiasmoldenhauer. 

Unfortunately I spent most of my time in Cairns battling a nasty sickness that took up residence in the 

ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ  9ǾŜƴ [ƛȊΩǎ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊƛŀƭ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƘƻƳŜƻǇŀǘƘƛŎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ς although they 

certainly helped.  But the shows have to go on and I guess I sounded a bit like a croaky Tom Waits at 

some of these gigs!  The next few days were spent doing a bit of bushwalking around around 

Yungaburra, and going to little creeks where we would sit still for minutes in the hope of seeing a 

platypus pluck up the courage to come out of hiding and check us out.  There were lots of turtles but no 

platypuses (platypi? platypussies? J) this time round.  We went back to Lake 9ŀŎƘŀƳΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩŘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ 



with Tobi a few years earlier.  A place of amazing blue fresh water where you can swim among little 

turtles and other lake fish.  We also visited his friend Eric, a glass blower and fine musician. 

Chapter 3 ς Brisbane and the Road to Tamworth 

After 5 great days in Cairns it was time to head on to Brisbane.  I was mostly recovered from my 

sickness, which I think was a lot to do with the strain of the drive.  Funny how it seems to hit you the 

moment you let your body relax though.   

I have a friend from my old college days at UWA called Liam who I was able to stay with for a few days in 

Brisbane.  The first show in Brissy was on a Thursday night at an old fashioned pub in Annerley called the 

Muddy Farmer.  They have a folk club there which used to be called the MadAss, but has changed 

management and in now called Brisbane Unplugged.  Great little club with a nice attentive audience and 

a sweet PA system.  I was able to play a short set which went well.  Met a great bluegrass combo who 

ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƳŜΦ  ! ƎǳƛǘŀǊƛǎǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ LƴƴŜǎ όŦǊƻƳ LǊŜƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜύ ǿƘƻ ǿƻƴ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŦƭŀǘǇƛŎƪ ƎǳƛǘŀǊ 

award at Tamworth, and violinist George Jackson.  Innes was able to give me a few tips on flatpick guitar 

ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩƳ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ an interest in (especially after seeing Beppe Gumbetta play 

recently). 

The following day I played one of the Friday afternoon/evening busking shows at the Queen St Mall.  I 

had heard that this was a really good gig.  Turns out its really good if they let you set up down the 

bottom of the street where all the people are!  I was a first timer and so got a stage up the top of the 

street.  Still went ok though.  They set you up with a nice PA, you just have to get all your gear there, 

which can be tricky in the busy mall.  I followed their directions to the assigned underground car park ς 

and there to my horror found that my campervan would not fit in there!  Had to back out with people 

waiting behind who were not impressed!  Eventually found another spot, but got pinged $49 to park 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǳǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛƎ όǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŦƛƴŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ǊŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǎōŀƴŜ /.5ύΦ  ¢ƘŜ 

parking spot was about a fifteen minute walk from where I had to play ς which meant two trips loaded 

up with guitars, amps and gear.   Trying to shake the cramps out of your wrist and forearms just before 

going on stage to play fingerstyle guitar was a new one! 

hƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Řŀȅ ƛƴ .ǊƛǎōŀƴŜ [ƛŀƳΣ YŀǘŜ όƘƛǎ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘύ ŀƴŘ L ŘǊƻǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ .ǊƛǎōŀƴŜΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ ŘŜŎŜƴǘ 

beaches which (surprisingly) was 45 minutes away from the city, north up an eight lane freeway!  A bit 

ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǇƻƛƭǘ ²! ƭŀŘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ   

When we got home everyone cooked up an Indian dish.  It all seemed to click and everyone got it just 

right.  The feast was stunning, enjoyed on a balmy Brisbane night on the grass out the back of the old 

Queenslander house.  A great way to say goodbye to Brisbane. 

Sunday 17th January and today I headed off on the road to Tamworth.  I had organized to give George 

Jackson (the violinist I met at the Muddy Farmer) a lift, so picked him up early and we headed off.  First 

it was south to Lismore and then inland across the Great Dividing Range.  Its tough driving, taxing on 

both the car and your stamina.  .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǊ ƛǎ ǎƻ ŜŎŎŜƴǘǊƛŎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 

a turn of driving ς ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ  !ƴȅǿŀȅ DŜƻǊƎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ  IŜΩǎ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ǿƛƻƭƛƴ ǇǊƻŘƛƎȅ 



who (although old enough) must spend all his time playing awesome music and no time bothering with 

getting his licence.  It was great to have his company though, definitely made the drive more interesting.  

It took all day to cover the road to Tamworth, had to stop a few times to let the engine cool.  We finally 

arrived about 8pm, in the middle of an ominous thunderstorm.   

Chapter 4 ς Tamworth Episode II 

¢ƘŜ ¢ŀƳǿƻǊǘƘ /ƻǳƴǘǊȅ aǳǎƛŎ CŜǎǘƛǾŀƭ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ  IǳƎŜ 

ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ȅŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǎŜŀōƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ music venue, from pubs 

to shopping centres and bowling alleys, gets taken over by musicians and die hard country music fans.   

The main drag (Peel St) is famous for busking during the festival and is literally elbow to elbow with 

buskers, all cranking up their PAs which are set up within just a few metres of each other.  Everyone 

seems to have a story to tell (and a cd to sell!). 

I was in Tamworth because in October 2009 (on a whim) I entered the Perth heat of the Telstra Road to 

Tamworth music competitionΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ άŎƻǳƴǘǊȅέ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜǎ 

(who included James Blundell ς aǊ ά[ƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ-working on the la-ŀƴŘέύΦ  .ǳǘ L Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǎǘŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ 

played my two songs.  Amazingly I won the heat and was off to Sydney for the semi finals.  After three 

Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǿƻǊƪǎƘƻǇǎ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ му Ǝƻǘ ǿƘƛǘǘƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ мл ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛȄΦ  LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ 

ƎŀƳōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊ ǿŀǎ ōƻƻƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ōŜ ƛƴ 

Tamworth in mid January.  My guess turned out to be right ς which made the tour link up well. 

All music competitions have a big drawback ς ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴǎΗ  ¢ƘŜ ¢ŜƭǎǘǊŀ wƻŀŘ ǘƻ ¢ŀƳǿƻǊǘƘ 

competition had a bit of Australian Idol feel to it ς fortunately not too much.  One of the good points is 

that original music is encouraged.  Being involved in a musical event like this with some pretty significant 

ŦǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ŜƭǎǘǊŀ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ  aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛƎǎ LΩƳ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣ 

low-budget style affairs.  The Telstra Road to Tamworth had all sorts of staff including stylists, PR people, 

ǇǳōƭƛŎƛǎǘǎ ŜǘŎΦ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƘǳƎŜΦ  .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ aƻƴŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘǎ ŦƻǊ 

¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƎǊŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǎƘƻǿ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ς all 1200 of them! 

LǘΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜǎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŎǊŜŀǘƛǾƛǘȅ ς ƛǘΩǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ōƛƎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōŀŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀƴŘ 

were an amazing bunch of players, real pros who could play anything you wanted at the drop of a hat, 

and remember it perfectly when showtime came around.  They rehearsed about 25 songs on the day of 

the show for about 10 minutes each and then reproduced them flawlessly on the night.  Very 

impressive! 

There were lots of media commitments leading up to the show ς video interviews, photos and radio 

ǎǇƻǘǎ ŜǘŎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŀ 

ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŎǳǊǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ Řƛfferent way of trying to be creative I guess, and requires 

ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ŘǾŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

whole event coming out soon which will be interesting to watch. 



 

On the night of the big show I was nervous, especially just leading up to my spot, but once on stage I 

was surprised how easy it felt.  Just like a normal gig really, except with a great crowd and great sound.  I 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǎǘŀƎŜ όŀǎ they say).  I played Peace is the 

wƻŀŘ ŀƴŘ CŜǊǘƛƭŜ [ŀƴŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƻƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

I could have played any better given another chance. 


