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SICE We WeiY
anvway, we ploughed straight through the
deep holes of the creek, impatient to see what
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AFTER TREATING OUR boats as toboggans
for two days, we couldn't wait to launch on
this stretch of water. But before we did, we
quickly poked our noses around the corner at
X
where many a hardy soul tried to make their
forrune. Back in the mid- to late-1800s, the
Upper Dargo was abuzz with numerous gold

the

a Flat bautery site just upstream,

mines and settlements, all tucked away in this
remaote valley, miles from anywhere. It's
amazing how resilient and determined these
folk must've been. Where we had lunch was
the site of a restaurant called Tobias’ back

in 1867
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the Dargo a last. Straight from
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and various lines, It was har |
the river was flowing so well
ot Kilometres below its source,
A treat
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the bank, scattered with rock 1w
old miner’s huts. For interest sake.
brought an old Brocket towns
us, which outlined the survw
sale back in the day Time was fast
our remaining daylight, though,
concentrated on reaching the
the east and west branches of
a rare campsite was rumoured:
among the thick vegetation,

Sure enough, the junction ap
through the bucketing rain
more kilometers. Preparing for
camp, we joked about the p
overnight flood. It all felt eer
shared experience at the Lodd
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had tied up our boat four metre










