January 201@ 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 wad 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¢ Albany to Brisbane and seven days of tarmac

The roads between the west coast of Australia and Adelaide are typically dry,dlabesh. Few
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The land is driven relentlessly by wind and lack of water. There are extremes of temperature. The

truckies and roashouse workers whivave made lives for themselves out here do not live with the
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a different sort of society; transient, but somehow stable in its knowledge of depenaeneach other.

If anythingA (0 Q& -tinielS (likelimdl)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 fulhiiers 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 | drove a 198¢%0ta 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
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crunching and groaning her way across open roads, and through little country towns.

The road from Albany to Port Augusta was mostly uneventfulia$ slow progress, as | was driving very
cautiouslyg fearful of overheating the old engine, not that the temperature was particularly hot. It was

also as if | was out of training, and for the first few days | struggled to get more than ten houngraf dri
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Poochera. lts 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 wsitkng in one position.



On the fourth day | 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
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scary (like driving across the bare desert under a full moon) can take on a slightly more eery significance
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there seemed to be less problem with overheating, but by the time | had finished the day in Cobar | was
having some pretty serious problems getting up and down the gears. The old column shift selector has
always been a bidodgy ever since | got it. Mysteriously it seemed fine the next morning and | fooled

myself into thinkig that everything would be ok, but by the time | had crunched my way out of town |
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any better) and the road between here and there seemed more or less flat and straight, so | thought if |
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gearbox. Luckily after a bit of hunting round | was able to find a guy in Gilgandra who had a bit of time

to look at it¢ a real blessing. It was no reconstructiob,jqust 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 Tamwtbrg 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 comnegtiral
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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 Festit@lperform in front of a big crowd in

the Telstra Roatb Tamworth Music Competition. At least | knew what | would be dealing with (in a
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January.

One final hard day of driving and | made it to Ormeau$osith of Brisbane. Finally | was back in
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van parked in their front yard for the next week while | 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 |
opened my mouth to try to say something, knowing exactly what | wanted to try to get across, but just
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Chapter 2; Cairns/Atherton and Saturday night fever

The next morning | was off early on the train to Brisbane airpofiytto Cairns. | had to leave most of
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times, so for this trip the van was piled up with all sorts of guitar fixing gadgets and spare clothes in case
2F (KS Samktimés bdir fo@ed to travel light is the best thing, because it means you have to
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At Cairns | met Tobias Moldenhauer, a friend from a previous visit to thga¥urra folk festival. He

lives in Yungaburra and | 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.
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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 végggant. 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 aga&ortoo.

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

Unfortunately | spent most of my time in Cairns battling a nasty sickness that took up residence in the
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certainly helped. But the shows have to go on and | guess | 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 tittle 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? platypussie3? this time round. We went backto La®d OK I Y g KA OK L QR



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 bdmddime musician.

Chapter 3; Brisbane and the Rdao Tamworth

After 5 great days in Cairns it was time to head on to Brisbane. | was mostly recovered from my
sickness, which | 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 | 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 therdeich 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. | was able to play a short set which went well. Met a great bluegrass combo who
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award at Tamworth, and violinist George Jackson. Innes was able to give me a few tips on flatpick guitar
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recently).

The following day | played one of the Friday afternoon/evening busking shows at the Queen $t Mall.
had heard that this was a really good gig. Turns out its really good if thgyuestet up down the

bottom of the street where all the people are! | 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 thnbusy mall. | followed their directions to the assigned underground cargpark
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 spotgbtipinged $49 to park
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parking spot was about a fifteen minute walk from where | had to plarich meant two trips loaded

up with guitars, amps and gea Trying to shake the cramps out of your wrist and forearms just before
going on stage to play fingerstyle guitar was a new one!
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beaches which (sprisingly) was 45 minutes away from the city, north up an eight lane freeway! A bit
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When we got home everyone cooked up an Indian dish. It all seemed to click and everydrjesgot i
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 1% January and today | headed off on the road to Tamworth. | had orgatizgide George

Jackson (the violinist | 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. SOl dzaS (KA a OFNJ A& a2 SOOSYGNARO AdGQ
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who (although old enough) must spend all his time playing awesome musiccatime 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 8m, in the middle of an ominous thunderstorm.

Chapter 4 Tamworth Episode Il
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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 upeir 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) | entered the Perth heat of the Telstra Road to
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played my two songs. Amazingly | won the heat and was off to Sydney for thersdmi After three
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Tamworth in mid January. Myuess turned out to be righg which made the tour link up well.
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All music competitions have a big drawbgak K S&@ QNBE O2YLISGAGA 2y aH ¢tKS ¢St 2
competition had a bit of Australian Idol feel tagifortunately not too much. One of the gd points is
that original music is encouraged. Being involved in a musical event like this with some pretty significant
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low-budget style affairs. Theelstra Road to Tamworth had all sorts of staff including stylists, PR people,
LlJdzo f AOA&Ga SGO0O® a2 Ad gla LINBlGGe KdASo . & GKS GA

¢dzSaRIe YyAIKGQE INF YR Falybdofthem2 s 6SNB ySFENIe&g azfR

A 2 4 A x

LGQa a2NJl 2F SELISOGSR GKFG e2dz LXl& 6AGK GKS ol O}
R2y Qi S @S YdzOKA N®2 YLIFIRIN) DRNBE KA BATRI LINR RdAzOGAZ2Y |
were an amazing bunch of players, real prd® could play anything you wanted at the drop of a hat,

and remember it perfectly when showtime came arourithey rehearsed about 25 songs on the day of

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

impressivé

There were lots of media commitments leading up to the slgaxideo interviews, photos and radio
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whole event coming out soon which will be interesting to watch.



On the night of the big showwvas nervous, especially just leading up to my spot, but once on stage |

was surprised how easy it felt. Just like a normal gig really, except with a great crowd and great sound. |
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| could have played any better given another chance.



