Road Trippin’ 

Today I went with Team Zulu (Matt’s patrol) and Katie’s patrol road tripping. Our plans for the day consisted of leaving the Red Cross School and turning left onto the main road. From there, in Kathy’s station wagon and a hired Hilux Ute, we just drove. After stopping frequently for photo opportunities we finally drove into a small village called Visale. An old and highly decorated church caught our eyes so we decided to stop and investigate. Matt (our faithful and “competent” leader) chatted with the village Chief and we were immediately welcomed. Katy (who was voted “least threatening”) invited the curious children to play Duck-Duck-Goose. After teaching this to them, they couldn’t get enough. White people (that aren’t part of RAMSI) become more rare as you go west. It felt very rewarding to be treated so kindly by the people whose territory we had entered. Eventually the time came to continue on, as we drove off, the children ran behind us waving to us like old friends. 

Back on the road, those of us in the tray of the Ute consumed more than our lifetime supply of dirt and grit but it was worth it. The “air-conditioning” AKA how fast Cam was driving, kept us cool as we enjoyed the tropical paradise all around us. I continually found myself asking, “why do I live in Canberra and not here??”. 

Our last stop before turning around was in a village called Lambi. The locals were extremely wary of us to begin with but after giving all the children lollies and asking permission from the Chief to swim and look around, they were less hostile. Faced with a long drive home and a deadline to return the hired car, we could only swim in the picture perfect bay for half an hour before needing to return home. 

The drive home was fairly uneventful. The drivers swapped periodically giving each of them a chance to attempt to bounce us out of the tray in the particularly nasty potholes. Word of our visit to Visale had spread and as we again drove through the surrounding area, everyone was very excited and happy to see us again.

We arrive at the Red Cross School with 10 minutes to wash the Ute and return it…  That didn’t happen… But the hire car company didn’t seem to mind at all. Extremely dirty, sunburnt, hungry and tired both patrols are expected to have an early night and fall asleep filled with pleasant memories of a day-off well spent.

Amanda

