THE AUSTRALIAN OUTBACK
a Journey into the Heart of a Sunburnt Country
Dini Martinez, travel writer, inspirational speaker and international yogini, recalls one of her most memorable camping
holidays ever: over 1,500 kilometres with a bunch of friends into the red centre of a country she now calls home.

Ayers Rock, a massive 700 million years old sandstone, Uluru-Kata Tjuta National Park

O

ur journey through the
Australian Outback started
in
Adelaide,
South
Australia’s coastal capital.
After picking up our rental
camper van, we only spend
a day exploring this free
settlement, which was the
first in the world to give
women the right to vote and legalise abortion. My
friends are keen to move on into the wine country
and spend the first night outside the city’s
boundaries.

Day 2
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I wake up on a picturesque little hill overlooking the

The five hours’ drive gives us the first feeling of
being ‘on the road’. Arriving at Flinders Ranges, the
largest mountain range in South Australia, we go
for a little walk. Each step feels like stepping back in
time into a beautiful rugged 540 million-year-old
landscape. At dusk we find ourselves a camping
spot next to a lonely old man playing sweet tunes on
his guitar by a fire and his billy can.

simply unbeatable. We wake early to the sound of
grazing wallabies and nosy echidnas for our halfday hike to the Wangara Lookouts which promise
magnificent views of Wilpena Pound, a natural
amphitheatre of mountains for which words do no
justice. Scattered signs and the remains of old
houses tell us about the original settler families and
their struggles with the harsh Australian
conditions. After that, our humble conditions in the
van seem like big luxury as we crack open a cold
beer at the end of an invigorating and naturally
inspirational day.

Day 4

Day 5

The smell of coffee brewing over an open fire
among river red gum trees just as the sun rises is

More than 700 kilometres since another spectacular
sunrise over the ranges, the scene looks totally

Barossa Valley. A day of delicious wine-tasting
follows – the end of which I only remember vaguely.

Day 3

different. As the South Australian Outback left and
right of the long and straight Stuart Highway
becomes more and more flat, barren and
featureless, we approach Cooper Pedy, the so-called
opal capital of the world. Mullock heaps (the waste
excavated from opal mines) dot the landscape, opal
mining machinery is silhouetted against the
horizon and dust clouds indicate active diggings.
Otherwise, life for the just over a thousand
inhabitants plus a few tourists happens mainly
underground.
At dusk we hit a Salt Lake just off the Highway.
We light a fire and start remembering scary stories
of vanished outback travellers. None of us sleeps
very well that night. And still, I wouldn’t have
wanted to change anything for that eerie scene

under a billion stars and the Southern Cross.

Day 6
The morning starts with a naked outdoors camping
shower. Then we hit the road again. There’s not one
stop until Uluru, almost 800 kilometres later. The
vastness of this red, simple and immense desert has
a fascination to it which gives me the sensation of
not only travelling into the heart of an ancient land,
but also into the depth of my soul.
At the fantastic visitor centre of Uluru-Kata Tjuta
National Park we learn that traditionally, amongst
Aborigines, certain things are not talked about, but
otherwise communicated. This is an interesting
concept to ponder as we silently track the
obligatory route around Ayers Rock, the massive

700-million-years-old sandstone monolith most
sacred to indigenous Australians. Later in the day
we watch the sun set behind it in the most
florescent colours of bright yellow, orange, pink
and red.

Day 7
Wary kangaroos and the occasional sprinting emu
in the distance have become part of the daily
landscape as we keep heading north. We don’t
regret our several hundred kilometres’ detour to
Kings Canyon. This western end of the George Gill
Range makes for another great hike, some smalltalk with the only other two travellers who have
made it this far and a welcome diversification of the
otherwise barren, flat scenery. »
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Day 8
The roughly 400 kilometres to Alice Springs seem like
nothing after having become used to the expansive
dimensions of the Outback. Over a week into seeing
mainly red sand, we have started to slow down our own
pace. Our days’ highlight can include something as
humble as passing another car and saluting him with
the mandatory outback greeting by lifting the index and
middle finger slightly up and off the steering wheel.
If living in a crunched up city is giving you a suffocating
feeling, then a holiday through the desert is probably the
most restorative thing to do. It means expansiveness,
vastness and tranquillity on a physical and mental level,
with hours on end left for nothing else but day-dreaming,
breathing deeply and meditating on the moment.
A sign exemplifies the slower pace of life out there. In
the parking area at one of the few water holes, well
over a thousand miles away from any substantial sign
of civilisation it reads: ‘If the car park is full, the water
hole is full. Come back later!’

Days 9 and 10
Our last days are spent sightseeing and accelerating –
albeit only slightly – to the city pace in Alice Springs, a
remote town in the centre of Australia. Places we visit
that stand out include the School of Air which covers
1.3 million square kilometres and since 1951 has
allowed children on rural Australian farms to stay upto-date with the national scholastic curriculum; the
original base of the Royal Flying Doctors Services
which provides emergency and health care to people
in remote areas; and the Reptile Centre, where I have
my first cuddly encounter with a live olive python and
a few others of Australia’s most venomous animals.
When it’s time for us to leave behind this precious
and unique red land, I find a famous Australian
proverb on some airport flyer summarising our
voyage: We are all visitors to this time, this place. We
are just passing through. Our purpose here is to observe,
to learn, to grow, to love and then, we return home.
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From top: Wilpena Pound, a natural amphitheatre of mountains; Cooper Pedy; An Echidna; A red Kangaroo; Flinders
Ranges, largest mountain range in South Australia; Kings Canyon

