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AY1
Our trip starts in Cairns in Far North Queensland. Firstly we load the vehicles

with our luggage and then go to one of the large shopping malls for a big
grocery shop in preparation for our adventure into Cape York. We spend our
first night in Kuranda in a beautiful camp ground surrounded by rainforest.
After dinner we enjoy our first nlght under the Australian star-lit sky. As it gets
darker the wildlife in the rainforest starts to wake up. Wallabies hop around close by and a
bandicoot passes us again and again. The long journey, jet lag and the time difference have
taken their toll and tiredness sets in. We make it an early night.
DAY 2

At 9am the following morning we depart for the Black Mountain Track, again surrounded by
rainforest. The distance is about 60 km of track and gravel road with a section of bitumen
road straight after it. Despite this section only being 2.5km, this is a welcome relief after all
the shaking on the track. We eventually reach the Daintree and straight away look for a place
to stay and set up our tents. ln this area there are heaps of frogs and toads, which Claudia
and I are not too thrilled about. We arrange a two hour boat trip on the Daintree River with
Simon (the owner of the camp site) for the next morning and then we start cooking. Pat and
Roland are the Barbeque Masters; everything else is the responsibility of Claudia and l. We
enjoy a great meal and just like the previous night, we fall exhausted onto our camping mats
and go straight to sleep.
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DAY 3
Each morning we seem to wake up with the sun. Simon comes and picks us up at the river
bank. After he gives us some facts and a history of the Daintree and the environment, we
see our first crocodiles which are sunbaking on the river bank. The female is about 8 feet
long while the male is shorter but still around the 6 foot mark. We stop for Pat and Roland to
film and photograph them and then our journey continues. Unfortunately, apart f rom plenty of
birds, we don't see any other wildlife. After our boat trip we take our car and drive across the
Daintree river. The crossing had already been checked out by the men the day before. This
was my first ever river crossing. I was a bit worried, especially as we had just seen those two
huge crocodiles in the same river two hours ago.
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With the first part of the Creb Track behind us, we begin
the drive on a small path through rainforest and bushland
(approximately 50 km). The soil changes within metres from
red to white to yellow. About two thirds into this section we turn
off the track and drive to the Roaring Meg Falls. After parking, it
is still a short walk to the falls. After this detour we return to the
Creb Track. Past Ayton and Rossville, we reach Home Rule
where we stay for the night. After we set up the tents, we drive
in complete darkness to the Lions Den Hotel. lt looks more like
a pub with some beds than a hotel (translators note: A hotel
in Switzerland is similar to a motel where you go for holidays).
The pub still looks as it did 100 years ago but the meals are
excellent and there is more than enough food on the plates.
DAY 4

The following morning after a long breakfast, Pat and Roland
decide to walk to the Home Rule Falls. On the way there they
encounter their very first snake in Australia! ln the meantime
Claudia and I have a bit of a relaxing time; reading and doing
some washing because our clothes are already starting to
show the signs of a few days on the road. When the others
return they tell us the story about the snake and Roland's dip in
the cold water under the falls.
DAY 5

Our goal for the day is to arrive in Melville which is north of
Cooktown. First we drive through Helenvale to Cooktown. On
the 50 km journey we take a break at a nearby billabong. As per
usual, as soon as Pat is out of the car, he strips off his clothes
and jumps into the billabong. Once we arrive in Cooktown we
visit the lighthouse. After we stock up on groceries, we are back
on the road. Finally at 1Opm we arrive at our destination. We
are relieved, especially after the last three hours driving along
a very rough and shaky road which truly tested our four-wheeldriving skills. lt is blowing a gale which does not make it easy
to put up our tents at the beach. This writer is already in bed as
the other three travellers eat their spaghetti.
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Above: Caution is called for when crossing the log bridge at Cypress Creek. Below: Chili Beach - straight out of a
Bounty Chocolate advert. Opposite Page Top: Crossing the Daintree River upstream. Opposite Page below: Tropical
Paradise - camp site near Chili Beach.
DAY 6
After a very windy night and breakfast, we pack and drive about
two hours back till we reach the fork in the road at the Wakooka
Ruins. This is an old cattle station but only a few rusty cars and
a hut remain. We have a good laugh when Floland finds a jar of

Vegemite. lt's hard to believe this is a very popular Australian
bread spread - most tourists don't like it because of the strong
and strange taste.
We drive in a westerly direction through Lakefield National
Park to Musgrave Roadhouse. There is a very nice camp site
surrounded by horses, chickens and all kinds of odds and
ends. Next to the campsite is a dirt airstrip and a fuel station. ln
earlier times this was a relay station for the telegraph line from
Cooktown to Cape York. These days it is an important stop for
groceries, fuel and there is also an auto repairer for those on
their way to the 'tip'.
There is still a fairly long journey in front of us as we want to
reach Chili Beach while it is still daylight. We are very excited to
hear that at the Archer River Roadhouse you can get the biggest

hamburger on the Peninsula. Of course when we get there we
test the theory and discover that it must be true. We also see
a taipan which had snuck into the roadhouse. Fortunately for
us the

snake has been conserved in a glass jar. Stomachs full

after our'biggest burgers in the Cape', we continue the journey
north. Not long after the Archer, we reach the fork in the PDR

and Cape Weymouth.
Late in the afternoon we arrive at Chili Beach which is
quite windy - it looks like something out of a Bounty chocolate
advertisement. We find a place for the tent away from the wind
to Chili Beach

and the beach, back in the shelter of coconut palm trees. Roland

climbs a palm tree and brings a coconut down, which we open

and eat. The taste is amazing. Feeling like true adventurers
and like we are somewhere in the Caribbean, we light up a
camp fire. Despite the wind blowing a gale all night, we sleep

,

,\
1

11

1

,1

-'

."e

*llrilrr*:ii ll'rd}yi . s,,
il'':n',Y'@'

ri ;r

This Page and Opposite Page: The Gunshot Experience.
It doesn't matter which track you take, Gunshot Creek
always leaves you with a tale to tell.
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The next day we drive through the spectacular lron Range
National Park. After 55km. we reach the turnoff to Frenchman's

Track. Soon we are confronted with the much-talked about
crossing to the Pascoe River which, even in the dry season, is
a fairly deep and fast flowing river. lt is a treacherous crossing
with steep ramps and lots of rock embedded in the track.

We pass Moreton Telegraph Station and further on,
a short stop, we finally Ieave the
Peninsula Development Road and move over to the Old

Bramwell Junction. After

Telegraph Road. This route is considered one of Australia's
last surviving serious off-road adventures. Today, we drive just

a short part of it and arrive late afternoon at the bush camp at
the Dulhunty Biver. Again we put up our tents - something we
can almost do in our sleep by now.
ü[a't' ü
The Old Telegraph Road is an off-road roller coaster- a senes
of deep river crossings - which takes us further north until we
reach the in{amous Gun Shot Creek. Awaiting us are four
metre high. almost perpendicular embankments. But there
are also a few bypasses for this rough section ... obviously for
good reason. After a thorough inspection by the boys, Roland
decides to drive his car through the passage. He takes the very
narrow and steep slope on the right hand side. Pat takes the
other track which is not as narrow but still steep and slanting.
The car goes on a bad incline and promptly gets bogged in the
mud. Without a winch, there is little chance of getting it out. So
Roland puts his car in position to help Pat out with the aid of a
snatch strap. The release action makes the rescue a success.
Adrenalin pumping, the men breathe a sigh of relief and enjoy
a hard earned beer after their little adventure together.
We decide to turn off the main route and visit the Fruit Bat
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Falls where you can take a dip. The water is very clear and
cool and we enloy a refreshing bath. We drive on, with river
crossings becoming a familiar hurdle. Some are less daunting
than others. Some have hidden obstacles. Another challenge
is the crossing at Cannibal Creek lt does have a bridge (if you
can call it a bridge) which is built from a couple of logs but
some are broken or rotten. There is no other way to cross, so
as we say in Switzerland, 'just close your eyes and hope for the
best'. The crossing needs some concentration and experience
behind the wheel. Thanks to radio communication. we get both
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Opposite Page: A ferry provides the only suitable way to cross the Jardine River. Above: The dreaded Frenchman's Track
crossing - dry season means it is only a fraction of the usual flow. A steep, rubbled entry and exit, plus ever present
Pascoe River crocs, provide

for a nervous crossing. Above Right: Claudia, Patrick, Nathalie and Roland take in 'the tip'.

Afew pictures and some filming and we are on the way back.
from the top now, we decide to take an Eastern
turn to visit Somerset ruins. But we get a bit disappointed
Driving away

because we cannot seem to find them, unaware that all that
remains are the

three old cannons and a great view. The track

brings us out along the beach with more great views. ln the
first bay someone
before we realised
the sand.

appeared to be giving us a wave; that was
that the person waving had his car stuck in

We end up towing him up and out of the sand and are
campsite by 6pm.

back at the

DAY 1O
We leave

Seisia and want to go to the Twin Falls. A couple of

hours later we arrive at a nice campsite very close to the falls.
The Fruit Bat Falls and the Twin Falls are two places on the
Peninsula where you can jump into the water without fear of
crocodiles. After a short stroll, we are there. We enjoy our swim
and settle in for a comfortable afternoon. Like every other night
so far we have a great meal, cooked by Pat. Tonight it is rice
with curry and coconut sauce and pineapple slices - it seems
to go perfectly with our tropical surrounds.

DAY 11
After a hearty breakfast, we drive towards the town of Weipa
on the west coast of Cape York Peninsula. We want to visit the
bauxite mine there. After four hours of drlving we arrive but on
the way the suspension in Roland and Claudia's car gives way.
So we are unable to make any other plans for the rest of the
day other than a bit of relaxing and some dinner.

DAY 12
Pat and Roland take the car to a car repairer. Because it will
take more than one day, we decide to stay another night at
the camp ground. We take a morning tour of the bauxite mine.
Australia has 24 percent of the world market for bauxite and
Weipa produces 10 percent of this. But the tour is a bit of

a horror trip for us. We end up sitting for two hours in the
bus with a group of kids - loud, screaming kids! After a last
night at the camp site we are more than happy to move on
in the morning. After nearly two weeks in the bush we have
discovered that we are not used to noise and crowded spaces
anymore. And it makes us wonder how we will ever cope with
city living again.

A NEWSWORTHY STORY
ln all our journeying, the crossing at Gunshot Creek was for us the most
adrenalin-fuelled adventure. Off course there were other innumerable
challenges lor driver and vehicle along the Old Telegraph Track. We have
so many lasting memories that we could write a whole book concerning our
Cape York trip - so many beautiful, interesting, nerve-racking and special
moments that we were able to experience. But there is one story that must
still be told.
On the return trip we made plans to visit the Palmer River Goldfields
and the ruins of Maytown. The landscape there is spectacular. We decided
to take the Old Coach Road from Laura - a track for experienced offroaders.
Before we had completed our journey along this track we found a local
traveller who was fighting for his life. The man had broken down east of
Maytown, where he had been stuck with his 4WD. For three days nobody
had passed him. Eventually he decided to try and walk toward Maytown
for help. lt was only by pure coincidence that we found him. We supplied

him with food and drink then raised the alarm with our radio beacon for
the Queensland Air Rescue. Four hours later Kenneth was collected by
helicopter and flown to Cairns Base Hospital. Our story made front page
news in the Cairns Post.

THANSLATORS NOTE

Patrick, Roland, Claudia and Nathalie
travelled another two weeks around in
the Atherton Tablelands before returning
back to their homd country Switzerland.
Patrick and Roland are permanent fire
fighters in Basel, Switzerland. Claudia

and the writer of this journey diary,
Nathalie, are Patrick and Roland's long
term girlfriends. They are all involved
in the company www.bird-exploring.ch
which organises off-road rallies in Europe,
Africa and Australia. The translator
worked together with the boys in the fire
brigade before immigrating to Australia to
Iive in the country of his wife. Because he

translated the story as a friend and not
a professional translator, he may have
shortened some sentences or extended
them. But he also tried to translate as
close as posslble to the original text.
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cars over the bridge without too many problems.
We move on and at about 4.30pm arrive at the Jardine River
Ferry. The ferry takes us over the river for the bargain price
of $AUD88... per car of course. We are told that the last time
a car crossed the river successfully was about 15 years ago.
Around 10 years ago there was a car which was stuck in the

sand and the local Aborigines had to winch him out with an
anchor. Today this kind of fun will easily cost you $AUD3000
or more. Apparently it is dangerous because ol the crocodiles
in the river.

One hour later we arrive in Bamaga and find a camp ground
in Seisia. lt could almost be considered luxurious compared to
our previous camps, ie we have water, power and finally we
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can charge all our batteries. After a nice walk on the beach at
sunset, we go for dinner and watch Roland's video show which
depicts our trip so far. Like every other night, we fall asleep
early.
DAY 9
The next day we drive to an old airfield where everywhere there
are old derelict planes standing where they were grounded, dating
back to World War ll. After the history lesson we make for the
'tip'. Another 34 km on gravel road and track and we park near
the closed Pajinka Lodge. We then complete the 20 minute walk,
passing another beautiful beach with turquoise water and finally
reach what we came here for - the northern-most tip of Australia.

