Golf Safari 2001
The June long weekend was fast approaching.  Roland is ever vigilant, and knows that he is the man when it comes to organising activities for those special times in the year.  The email went out a month in advance with four options - four!  Just tell us what we’re doing next time Rol.  First we decided on the Budawangs.  Shortbread invited his friend from work, Erica, on that premise.  At least one of us had attempted the Budawangs twice over the past 12 years, and failed to get past “the cave” both times.  It is a tough hike, and Rob decided - with less than a week to go - that we should rethink it.  So the Monday night prior to the LWE, Rob and Shortbread gathered at Rol’s to discuss the alternatives.  The Great North Walk got a look-in, and then the Six Foot Track.  We were just working out the logistics when Rol suggested: “you know we could just play golf in Goulburn.”

We’d been there before about 6 years ago, when Rol’s Subaru broke down near Marulan on our way to the Brindabellas and we stayed overnight in a gazebo, and then played golf in Goulburn, Tumut and Cooma over the ensuing three days.  It was one of our best “hikes” ever.

“Don’t mess with my brain!” said Shortbread, “you know I don’t have to be asked twice.”

So, it was decided.  Erica took a nanosecond to say “I think not” the next day when presented with the new plan.  Which was a pity - after all she does own a GPS unit which would come in rather handy for measuring longest drives.

We left rather later than anticipated, at 3pm on Saturday, in Rol’s new white Commodore.  We stopped for coffee and Roland’s lunch at 5pm at the famous Sutton’s Forest roadhouse.  We decided to head past Goulburn to camp at Wee Jasper in order to play golf at Tumut on the following Sunday morning.  We made it there by 7pm, set up camp - two tents - and scrounged around for firewood.  Rob wondered whether there was a precedent preventing us from walking up to another campsite and just taking their supply: “Well you weren’t using it”, he would explain.

Wee Jasper campsite at dawn, captured magnificently on the $11 camera.
While we built the campfire and endured a misty rainfall, another bunch of campers cracked a whip, over and over.  Shortbread kicked himself.  “Why did I leave the Orange Gun at home?!”  In late ’95 some of us had caved here and the Orange Gun provided useful entertainment.  But now, just to let that mother off in the valley and shut those ejits up!  Rob decided they must be Christians because “they have a guitar”.  Evidently he had not come across Black Sabbath.

Lynda had precooked a lasagne, and we reheated it over the coals of the fire, very successfully.  Everyone agreed it was excellent, and we ate it under the small fly that Roly cobbled together while it rained on and off. 

“Shortbread, tell me a parable,” Rob said, “you know it’s the only religious instruction I ever get.” 

“If ye can wait till tomorrow I shall deliver thee a useful sermon then, brother Robert,” he replied.  And it was so.

We were in bed by 10pm.  It was fairly cold overnight, the icicles on Roly’s car testifying to that fact in the morning, after the rain had cleared up and the moon had lit up the valley.  Rol snored all night like only he can (and his wife, so says Rob, but I couldn’t possibly comment).  Shortbread shared Rol’s tent, but didn’t bother prodding him because we all know that he can snore in any position… and anyway the next one is likely to be louder than the previous.

We arose at 7am.  We had to pack up and go without breakfast, because none of us had thought to bring any milk for the Coco Pops.  Mind you, Rob hadn’t brought any food at all.  So we headed for Tumut along the dirt road, through some lovely mountain country with the sun streaking through the mist.

This was farming country.  There are cows in farms.  Rob saw some cows.  “Let’s go and push that cow over!” said Rob.  Rather a strange thing to say.  Over the next two days we were to hear about pushing cows over quite a bit.  And sheep too.

Sensible cows will stay out of sight.
Rob also entertained us with stories about the extension of his house in Meadowbank.  Apparently there is an underground and possibly illegal source of labour in Sydney, and it is called “The Koreans”.  They have two market differentiators - they’re cheap, and they’re pliable.  When Rob said “pull up that bathroom floor and relay it”, they did.  When Rob said, “I paid $25 per metre for these tiles”, they said “Chezin gualo!  We get for ten dollar!”.  Bundy doesn’t like the Koreans.  He charges premium prices, and he’s not pliable.

Many of the farms had “For Sale” signs on their front gates - in contrast to the beautiful countryside, the conditions must be pretty tough at present, noted Shortbread.  “All you have to do is run it like a business,” declared Roland.  Presumably farmers don’t around here.  [Rol must be getting value for money in his Business degree at Macquarie.  He’s learning all the modern philosophies and phrases: logistics is out, planning is back in.   Rob and Shortbread tried to help him with his latest Uni project - a case study on Starbucks - but their Paleolithic ideas would only cost Roly marks.  Better stay quiet.]

Beautiful country between Wee Jasper and Tumut.
We arrived in town about 9.15am, where we had bacon, egg and cheese rolls and mugs of coffee before landing in the fine golf course on the south side of town.  It was just as we remembered it: green, cool, and empty.

Roland hits straight and long.

Roland, who usually hates golf, was in pretty good form today.  I guess he did have the advantage of playing in hiking boots.  A score of 101 may not sound good but it’s all relative.  Shortbread hit 106 and Rob 111.  But it’s not the final score that matters, it’s the number of 200+m drives!  And there were plenty of those from everyone.  Some of them were even straight.

Rob shows excellent technique with wrists cocked for maximum power.
Shortbread enjoying the fine conditions.
How could you prefer to be anywhere else, Erica?
We finished around 1.30pm, drove back into Tumut to hang out in the Woolworths store (Roland felt “at home” here, having spent four hours at the store opening some time back), bought some lunch and dinner snacks while we were there, then headed back up to the lookout over Tumut for lunch.

About 3pm we headed north towards Goulburn with a view to satisfying Rob’s vague idea of sleeping next to a river somewhere.  We found Burrinjuck dam on the map and turned right off the Hume Hwy near Bookham, drove 20 or so km to a campsite there, paid our dues and found a spot near the water.  This place would be packed in summer we reckon, and there are plenty of grass-free slots to prove it.

In the dark, Rob and Rol set off in the car to find firewood and filled the boot easily.  Whether they borrowed it from someone else’s campfire I wouldn’t care to say.  Shortbread made dinner for himself and Rob: pancake stacks with a mix of tinned tomato, roasted capsicum and sweet corn.  “Shortbread, you are the best,” Rob was thinking but didn’t actually say.  Roland ate leftover rolls from lunch.  Then Rob made us all a fantastic dessert of caramel bananas (sugar, butter and port).  At Mac’s Liquor Tumut, Rob had bought a bottle of Queen Adelaide chardonnay.  “It only cost seven dollars!”  He was delighted with himself.  “Queen Adelaide is our number one best seller,” Roly pitched in.  It was woeful, and none of us made it through even one glass. 

Shortbread delivered on his promise of a parable for Rob.  It was the one about the man who had a great debt to the King, which he could not pay back.  The King wiped out the debt, but the man did not reciprocate the same actions to someone who owed him only a small amount.  The King was angry, and threw the man into gaol.  This was followed by Shortbread’s considered exegesis.

Rob told us fascinating stories about how good feng shui was unable to prevent the collapse of One.Tel.  There must have been bad vibes at Burrinjuck Dam too because soon after we returned home from the trip the News reported that a craft had been found floating aimlessly with its crew gone missing.

Burrinjuck Dam at dawn.
That night Shortbread sensibly switched tents to get a less interrupted kip.  We arose at 7am, ate breakfast and were off by 8am, headed for our golf mecca, Goulburn.  Along the way, Rob told us of his adventures buying appliances for his emerging house.  He had been looking for a microwave oven.  An excited retail assistant showed him a model with a cook-book built into the menu system.  Rob did not share the same level of enthusiasm for this useless marketing concept (“I’d like an oven, not a book, if you don’t mind”, he wished he’d said.)  This weekend, he had left two thousand dollars with Alison to buy a washing machine and a fridge.  “Keep the change he had told her.”  “You know she’s coming home with a bar fridge and a wash-tub, don’t you” said Shortbread.  “And an engagement ring,” said Roland menacingly.  Could Rob get away with a measly two grand Rock?  I don’t think so.

We reached Goulburn at 10am only to find the course unavailable till after lunch - there was a competition in the morning.  Disappointment.  OK, let’s head through the Southern Highlands, we’ll find another one.  11am, we haven’t passed one yet and Roland announces that he is bored and was ready to play golf “two hours ago”.  11.05am and we found the course in Moss Vale.  Pretty classy looking, and unavailable till after lunch.  Bowral at 11.20am - more of the same.  Even Shortbread was losing patience.  At that point we decided to cut our losses and head back home.  “Bad feng shui,” Rob muttered to himself, “Should have brought the gold dragons and a mirror.”
== The End ==
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