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The award-winning travel narrative Waltzing Australia recounts the six-month, 20,000-mile
journey around and across Australia that marked the author’s departure from the corporate world
to pursue a writing career. It is a captivating tale of adventure and personal discovery, but most
of all, it is a vivid portrayal of Australia, its history and legends, its wonders, its people, and its
enduring beauty.From cities to wilderness, rainforest to desert, seashore to outback, the reader
is swept along as the author explores the astonishing, often surprising, and occasionally
challenging land Down Under.
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Paterson Where I Went WALTZINGQUEENSLANDSometimes things work out. Dreams come
true, though usually not as quickly as one hopes. In fact, my dreams have taken a lot of time—
and a lot of work. However, once the dream took on the solidity of real life, the risk, the worry,
and the hardship began to fade, leaving me with what I had accomplished—and the memory of
the dream.My dream still whispers to me sometimes, speaks to me not as the present reality but
as the dream that once was. Even now it makes my heart beat faster, as I remember the
beginning of the dream, the hope and eagerness with which I set off on the path down which it
sent me.I pull a battered loose-leaf binder off the shelf. It bulges with lined notebook paper—
hundreds of pages, some dirty or torn, all hand written with an exhilaration that I can still feel
when I think back to the early days of the dream. It is the record of the first step. I had known that
it would take a drastic step to get me headed in the right direction, to cut me free from what I had
always done. But I had underestimated how much it would change me. It seems long ago—and
yesterday. The road that has led me to where I am today has been long, but I know that it is the
right road—and for me, Australia was the beginning of that road. Settling down to read and
remember, I turn to the first page. . . Wednesday, August 17Sitting at a small desk in a small hotel
room, I gaze at my surroundings and wonder out loud what I’ve gotten myself into. I think of all
the studying and work that went into getting me here and try to imagine where it will lead. As I
organize pens, writing paper, and the few books I thought worth bringing, I think of all the work
that will be needed to justify having come. Starting from scratch is not easy—but then, nothing
important is.There are so many dreams tied up in this: starting over; writing; Australia; finding out
what I can do, what I need, and maybe who I am. The prospects are both wonderful and
frightening.Starting over is a relatively recent dream, not more than six years old. I have for too
long been a prisoner of expectations and what I thought was my career. I worked hard, then



harder, till there was nothing except work, and it was not enough. I continued to work and started
graduate school part time. Still, it was not enough. I spent ten years working my way up the
corporate ladder, trying not to notice the persistent dream that kept whispering, “Jump.”Writing is
an enduring friend and my oldest dream. I have always loved it, and have spent free moments
since childhood jotting down thoughts, stories, poems. Even as my corporate career eclipsed
everything else, I still wrote. In hotel rooms on business trips, during pauses between meetings, I
would dash off poems filled with bits of dreams and memories and burdened with longing for
beauty and a different life. But my writing became as tied to the corporate world as I was, and
soon I produced little besides business documents, marketing plans, and press releases. I
wanted to write something else, but I didn’t do anything else.Australia is the love affair that
tipped the scales toward leaving. For as long as I can remember, Australia was there, waiting for
me, though it is only in the last three years that she has become an obsession. Photographs and
stories through the years built my fascination, but then something clicked, and it became my
focus, the one thing I had to discover. Expectations, security, and fear outweighed my dreams of
writing and of starting over, but as this new obsession grew, the balance changed. Australia
beckoned, and I had to go.The dreams are different, yet all are tied together, each affecting the
others. My desire to write helps me justify coming, but I would have come anyway, I think—
unless, of course, it is because I am a writer that I have such dreams. Who knows for sure? What
I do know is that if I’d stayed at home, in the corporate world, the dream would have died.So I
studied and planned, went to Australian movies and read Australian books. I sold my wine
collection, books, music, clothes, and, finally, my car. I bought a plane ticket, quit my job, and
came. The dream is coming true.This morning, after eternity in flight, Sydney slid beneath my
wings, the harbor, the Opera House, all startlingly familiar. I just touched down before turning
north, but I shall return. I traveled on to Brisbane, to—what? the beginning of a new life? a will-o’-
the-wisp? I guess time will tell.At this point, all I have, besides my dreams, is this hotel room, two
pieces of over-stuffed luggage, several broken ribs (I thought horse riding lessons would help
prepare me for the trip), and a rough idea what I want to see over here—everything. But I am in
Australia, and right now, that is all I need.So here I sit, cup of tea nearby, pen in hand, and try to
do one of those things for which I came—write: write about Australia, about change and
learning, about dreams coming true. I don’t know what will happen, but dreams evolve in
unexpected ways, so I shall just let it unfold, day by day. Thursday, August 18Just after dawn, a
gentle, perfumed breeze slid past the curtains and touched my hair, and I awoke as if it had
been lightning. I’m really here. Whatever doubts or fears I had dissolved in Brisbane’s clear,
innocent, morning light. I arose and strolled out into my new life.I am not the first to start a new
life in Brisbane. Australia’s history is largely a history of new starts: convicts, explorers, soldiers,
refugees of war or poverty, scholars, fortune-hunters, and dreamers have, for 200 years, come
here and begun again.Like much of Australia, Brisbane has a history that begins with convicts.
In 1823, explorer John Oxley headed north from Sydney to find a site for a new convict
settlement. Entering Moreton Bay, which was mapped by Captain Cook in 1770, Oxley



discovered a large river, which he named for Thomas Brisbane, Governor of New South Wales.
The soon-to-be-notorious Moreton Bay penal settlement was established 12 miles above the
river’s mouth. The first convict “settlers” and their guards began to build (some of their work still
stands) and farm. The area developed, though slowly and often painfully.In time, and in defiance
of a government ban on free settlement, free men came—explorers, land-seekers, cattle and
sheep ranchers—and pushed back the boundaries, opened new land, developed the port,
domesticated the settlement. Brisbane, named for the river it straddles, was declared a town in
1834, and in 1859, became the capital of the newly independent state of Queensland.I started
off early to explore this lovely town so inauspiciously begun. Brisbane spread voluptuously
before me, a sea of red tile roofs and green trees washing over low, rolling hills. I breathed
deeply the tropical air and stopped to examine every tree, flower, building, and sign as I walked
along Albert Street, past Wickham Park and the Roma Street Gardens, down the hill to City Hall,
with its soaring clock tower, and across King George Square. The sunny, open square, with its
crowds, fountain, and highly polished, dark-wood benches, is like a broad foyer for the city’s
heart.The central downtown area nestles in a bend of the broad, meandering Brisbane River.
Bright towers of glass and steel stand behind historic churches or spring up at the ends of
blocks of stately, old buildings with elaborate façades of carved wood or iron lace. Shops have
awnings or overhangs that extend to the curb, so the sidewalk seems like a broad veranda
around the whole of each city block.Through the shaded streets I wandered, arriving before long
at the Queensland Government Tourist Bureau. I have been a tourist before, but not an
“adventurer.” I started in a city because I know cities. When I was very young—before I loved
theatre, cinema, ballet, and before I wore make-up, or worried about my hair, or took on any of
the other baggage that makes the wilderness seem overwhelmingly inconvenient—I loved the
out-of-doors. I have always remembered that love, have written love poems to that memory, but I
no longer know the wild places and do not know how I shall react to them now, after so many
years. Slowly, I’ll edge away from civilization—day runs into the mountains, trips to animal
reserves—and ease myself into a lifestyle where blue suits and high heels have no part.I made
plans for seeing sights around Brisbane and made hotel reservations for other destinations in
Queensland. Despite all the maps I’ve seen, it is only now, as I plan to cross her, that Australia’s
vastness is really registering. There’s so much I want to see and do, and I can’t fit it all in. I’ve
been here one day, and I already feel like I’m running out of time!I strolled on through Brisbane,
past many of the city’s beautiful, 19th-century buildings: Parliament House, designed along
French Renaissance lines; the profusely detailed, Italian Renaissance-style Old Treasury
Building; the General Post Office, adorned with colonnaded balcony and arched entry-ways.
This Second Empire opulence nestled amid palm trees, hibiscus, and bougainvillea appears
odd but charming. Combined with the surrounding red tile roofs and Victorian gingerbread, it
seems more eclectic than incongruous: a delicious mélange of London, New Orleans, and
Santa Barbara.Crossing through the city, I headed toward the Botanic Gardens. Sunlight danced
in the swaying palms and sparkled on the nearby water. Surrounded by strange trees and



brilliant flowers, I became giddy with delight. I raised my face to the sun and laughed out loud.
The joy and beauty of the day reconfirmed for me that coming to Australia was the right thing to
do, and this was the right place to start. This fragrant, sun-washed city soothes my soul, and my
tightly wound, rat-racing soul needs to be soothed.Jet lag, compounded by exposure to
unaccustomed amounts of fresh air, caught up with me after sundown. So, with the flickering-on
of the streetlights, I wended my way wearily, happily, back to the hotel. Friday, August 19One
week ago, I still had a job. I had given notice, but I was still at work. I’m not certain how much it
has sunk in that I’m not going back, that I’m unemployed and without prospects. I’ve managed to
snatch a few one-week vacations over the years, so I haven’t actually been gone long enough to
truly believe that I won’t have to go to the office on Monday. I wonder how long it will take my
head to catch up with my actions. However, it’s another glorious day—dazzling, clear, warm—
and I find it impossible to really worry about it.The warmth here in Brisbane seems to come from
more than just the sun. There is a warmth of spirit that flows from the country itself and is
reflected in its people. A joyous energy pervades the air, like the first spring day after a hard
winter. The warmth and energy have wrapped around me, filled me, augmenting my excitement,
and at the same time making me feel at home.I spent the early morning wandering,
photographing old houses and strange trees. Most of the older houses are built up on “stumps,”
wood or concrete stilts that permit breezes to pass beneath houses to cool them. Newer homes
have air conditioners, which are probably more effective, but are not nearly as picturesque. As
for trees, I loved the African tulip trees, with their circles of bright, orange, cup-shaped flowers,
and the dramatic, leafless coral trees, with their clusters of hard, spiky, curving, scarlet blooms.
Odder still were the sausage trees, which bear long, sausage-shaped fruit that hang down on
cord-like stalks.Around 9:30, I headed up past the Grecian-columned Anzac Memorial and over
to the Central Railway Station for a short ride to the fairgrounds. From the train, I could see the
tall, glittering rides of the fairway, the sea of metal-roofed exhibition halls, and the milling crowds
of people and animals as we approached. This is the last day of the Royal Brisbane Show.The
show is a celebration of Queensland, of the land—farming, ranching, mining, nature—and of the
people. Here, I found myself immersed in the vigorous, healthy exuberance of an Australia that
seemed even more enthusiastic, friendly, and sporting than I had imagined.The miles of exhibits
delighted me. Here was a concentrated dose, a rich cross-section of everything I’ve read,
everything I associate with vast, sprawling Queensland: sugar refining and bauxite mining;
forestry and wildlife; exotic fruit and brilliant flowers; horses, dogs, sheep; and people—lots of
wonderful, outgoing people. Food vendors, ranchers, guides, exhibitors, other visitors, all would
stop whatever they were doing to have a chat with (apparently) the only American at the show.
They were cheerful, charming, proud of Australia, Queensland, their hometowns, or their prize
bulls, and glad to have someone to share it with.At home, I am accustomed to “Hanging in there”
or “Not too bad” as the response to “How are you today?” (even from my own lips). Here,
everyone is “Fantastic,” “Terrific,” “Any better and I’d be dangerous.” The difference is startling,
refreshing, and encouraging. The easy, natural joy seems to be contagious.I wandered for hours



among elaborate arrangements of vegetables and fruit, pens of newborn lambs and calves,
resource conservation displays, rows of bright tractors, contests for every skill and/or animal
imaginable, and demonstrations of everything from weaving to mining. Everything was raised to
the level of high entertainment by the unrelenting, wry wit of the Aussies.Australian humor is sort
of a cross between the dry understatement of England and the wild hyperbole of the American
West, but tempered and augmented (and a little twisted) by the hardships and peculiarities of
Australia. Everyone today had a joke or a witty rejoinder (e.g., when asked if he’d lived here his
whole life, a farmer responded, “Not yet.”).At the exciting finals of the state wood-chopping
competition, I met Harold, a station owner from north of Brisbane. (A station is what we Yanks
refer to as a ranch.) White-haired and broadly smiling, with his bushman’s hat pushed back from
a deeply tanned, well-creased face, he appeared the quintessential rural Aussie.Harold flooded
me with information about the area, the show, and raising cattle. He explained the classes of
wood-chopping events, and told me about the competitors in the contest (many of whom are
policemen—no wonder the crime rate’s so low). Time is used for handicapping, with the top
choppers starting later than their challengers. And, boy, could the champs make the chips fly.His
grandfather, Harold told me, was among the earliest settlers in the area near Conandale where
his family now lives. He described a place near his home named Maleny. “It’s so beautiful,” he
said, “they had to shoot someone to start the cemetery—no one wanted to leave.”Harold talked
of his station, of the horses needed to run it, and of the skillful riders he employs. He created for
me visions of hearty stockmen riding flat out through the scrub, ringing the mob (rounding up the
herd) and driving it across wide, golden plains. I was truly sorry to have to tell Harold that I’ve
planned too much and couldn’t accept his invitation to come out and ride the range for a few
days. It’s only been a week since the last horse I rode pitched me into a wall, breaking my ribs—
but that probably wouldn’t keep me from trying if I had the time. It is a part of the Australia I want
to know. Perhaps someday I shall have another chance.Parting company with Harold, I
wandered off to enjoy an evening filled with horses. Australians have always been a people who
love horses and admire skilled horsemen, so neither the quality of the equestrian events nor the
crowds in attendance came as a surprise. From the formal elegance of dressage to the
excitement of Roman chariot races, the skill of the riders, and the beauty and power of those
glorious animals delighted everyone.Totally new to me was tent-pegging, a sport of skill and
daring, in which mounted lancers try to spear wooden pegs (originally the tent pegs in an enemy
camp) while riding at a full gallop. I was enthralled.Finally, near midnight, a huge fireworks
display brought my bright day to a dazzling close. Time to find the train station and head
“home.” Saturday, August 20It was a brilliant day, and the sunlight sparkled on the dancing, silver-
edged surf. My southbound bus stopped frequently to drop off swimmers and sunners, then
continued down the coast, till at last I disembarked near the lush, wooded Currumbin Bird
Sanctuary.I walked through the entryway, past the visitors’ center, and out into the sanctuary, the
wonderful sanctuary. Something snapped, like an over-wound spring, and I felt the reserve and
the years fall away, and I was a kid in a candy store, capable of few comments more



sophisticated than “Wow.”Among the tall gum trees, dozens of koalas nibbled leaves or slept,
curled into tight balls, wedged in the forks of higher branches. A mother koala ambled from limb
to limb, her baby clinging to the fur on her back.Winding paths led me between shade trees and
across grassy clearings, where kangaroos and wallabies wandered, grazed, relaxed, played,
and watched their visitors. As I walked along, kangaroo after kangaroo bounded past me or
crossed my path. Grazing or resting they look something like over-sized rabbits, but in “flight”
they are a delightfully strange sight, with their powerful legs and big feet bouncing them along,
and their great tails balancing them. I thought of Rudyard Kipling’s “Sing-Song of Old Man
Kangaroo,” where the kangaroo asks of the Big God Nqong, “Make me different from all other
animals.” Nqong was very successful.More than anything else, at Currumbin I saw birds, and
Australia has some wonderful ones. Emus, five feet tall, stalked between paperbarks and grass
trees. Sulphur-crested cockatoos searched for gum nuts, or greeted visitors with a tilted head
and a rasping “hraw.” Parrots competed in brilliance with flowering hibiscus and other exotic
blooms. Mud hens, black with red faces, dashed through the papyrus, and pale gray Cape
Barren geese snorted through the shrubs. Egrets waded and pelicans glided across the lake.
The rarest birds were in cages, but everything else flew, fluttered or strolled around the grounds.
Particularly abundant were the rainbow lorikeets, dazzling, multi-colored little parrots, which
come by the thousands to feed at the sanctuary each day.I even saw a kookaburra (as in the
song “Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree”—which, when I learned it as a child, I thought was
about a make-believe creature). The kookaburra is the largest member of the kingfisher family
and is best known for its rollicking “laughter.” (“. . .merry, merry king of the bush is he.”) However,
this stocky, brown and white bird with the light blue-spattered wings sat in absolute silence, just
staring back at onlookers. But its over-sized beak did seem ever-so-slightly curved up at the
edges into a little smile.Dinner at the hotel brought me into contact with another of Australia’s
delights—the hospitable Australian. At the little restaurant at the hotel, Margot is hostess,
waitress, and cashier, and her husband Carl is the cook. After relaying my order to Carl, Margot
pulled up a chair and sat with me until my food arrived, asking what I’ve been doing and what my
plans are.After dinner, Margot returned, this time with a steaming kettle. She poured two cups of
tea, and we chatted until Carl was through in the kitchen and could join us. Statistics indicate
that Australians are generally well read (in fact, among the biggest book buyers per capita in the
world), and Margot and Carl certainly seemed to bear this out, so we had no problem finding
topics of conversation. Talking until after 10:30, we covered topics ranging from history to current
politics, and pumpkin scones to wheat prices. Of course, they also wanted to know if I like
Australia. Absolutely! Sunday, August 21Passing the Old Mill, a convict-built relic of Brisbane’s
early history, I headed into town to catch a tour to a different part of the area’s history. I was soon
speeding southward, toward Beenleigh and the famous Beenleigh Rum Distillery and Rum
Museum.The Rum Museum was filled with artifacts and displays detailing the part rum played in
the early days of colonial Australia. It was a more significant factor than might be imagined.
Always a valued commodity in a harsh, thirsty land, rum, with the help of the New South Wales



Corps, became the colony’s primary currency. Wages were paid and purchases made with rum.
Through import monopolies, the Corps maintained control of the trade and, therefore, of the
colony, for nearly 20 years.Such liquid assets were easily forged, and illegal stills abounded. Of
course, the problems involved in an economy built almost entirely on an illicit liquor trade are
legion, and England eventually sent a stern disciplinarian out to solve the problems. Captain
William Bligh (of Bounty fame) was installed as Australia’s fourth Governor.The scope of the
problem had been underestimated, as almost all military officers and free settlers were involved
in the rum trade at some level, and Bligh’s interference and accusations merely served to
precipitate the Rum Rebellion. Bligh was arrested by Major Johnston, Commander of the New
South Wales Corps, in January 1808, and spent more than a year in confinement. When news
finally reached London, a new Governor, Lachlan Macquarie, was sent out, this time
accompanied by a full Regiment to back up any orders he might wish to make. Macquarie was a
bit more judicious than Bligh, and, rather than directly attacking the rum trade, he simply worked
on expanding and developing the colony until land became more profitable than
rum.Interestingly, the current legal distillery was founded in 1884 from an earlier, illegal distillery
that was housed offshore on a ship. Moored not far from the entrance of the distillery’s amiably
sprawling wooden buildings and walkways is a 3/4-size replica of that ship, the Walrus. I guess it
shouldn’t be surprising that a land that cherishes its convict past would fondly remember past
bootlegging.Aside from the history lesson, I also learned about rum making. It is distilled from
molasses, which arrives in great carriers from the sugar refineries up north. The smell of the rum
aging in oak casks was delicious and heady—but the fumes are highly flammable, and signs
abound warning visitors not to light anything.On the bus again, we were off for what proved to be
the highlight of my day—Mt. Tamborine and the rainforest. As we ascended Mt. Tamborine, our
guide stopped to point out the ancient and primitive macrozamia palms. These stunted, shaggy,
rather fern-like palms, also known as cycads, are living relics of prehistoric times. Many of the
slow-growing little palms are hundreds—some even estimate a thousand or more—years old. A
spectacular view of plains stretching toward the ocean greeted us as we crested the mountain.
Then we were dropped off at the beginning of a narrow, rough path, and on foot, we descended
into the rainforest.
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Sue Hoerauf, “Instills desire to go to land down under. Great book. Informative and
interesting.nice”

C.J.S. Hayward, “A dream, but real. "You pull your arms to your side and glide through the water.
On your left is a fountain of bubbles, upside down, beneath a waterfall; the bubbles shoot down
and then cascade out and to the surface. To your right swims a school of colorful fish, red and
blue with thin black stripes. The water is cool, and you can feel the currents gently pushing and
pulling on your body. Ahead of you, seaweed above and long, bright green leaves below wave
back and forth, flowing and bending. You pull your arms, again, with a powerful stroke which
shoots you forward under the seaweed; your back feels cool in the shade. You kick, and you feel
the warmth of the sun again, soaking in and through your skin and muscles. Bands of light dance
on the sand beneath you, as the light is bent and turned by the waves."There is a time of rest
and stillness; all is at a deep and serene peace. The slow motion of the waves, the dancing lights
below and above, the supple bending of the plants, all form part of a stillness. It is soothing, like
the soft, smooth notes of a lullaby."That is how I began "A Dream of Light," included in 
  
A Cord of Seven Strands

  
  
, and it may be the one of my works that most resembles Cynthia Clampitt's "Waltzing
Australia". But there is a difference. "A Dream of Light" is a work of fantasy, and it does not exist
except in the reader's and author's imaginations. It moves through beautiful places, but without
even the pretension that they are real places, out there to be found. "Waltzing Australia" is also
the tale of a voyage, and it is both mesmeric and vivid, but there is an important difference. It is
the tale of a voyage to a place that, in addition to being a wonder, is REAL.There are some pretty
vivid passages, but one vignette that sticks in my mind is a description of a wildlife preserve in a
land where much of the wildlife does not fear people, and can be approached as one
approaches a pet: "One sad, homely little [kanga]roo stood off to the side, alone, staring at the
ground, obviously aware that he was not as popular as the adorable wallabies. He looked so
dejected--he reminded me of Eeyore. I went over and fed and petted him, and he happily



followed me around till it was time for us to leave. I was sorry I couldn't take him home with
me."Clampitt's writing flows with dreamlike beauty, and not only when she treats haunting
Aboriginal Dreaming and Dreamtime, whilst retaining a very solid grounding in the realities of the
people, places, and cultures. I've read historical fiction, and for that matter historical scholarship,
that missed the mark in terms of understanding the cultures in question. Her treatment of
cultures is one that rings true, and left me wishing she had treated cultures at greater length,
perhaps the one thing I wish she'd done differently.If you like "Waltzing Australia," you might like
"A Dream of Light" in 
  
A Cord of Seven Strands

  
  
    . But as the author of the other work, I'd say that if you choose one, pick "Waltzing Australia".”

Gary Dale Cearley, “Well written and interesting book. I have been to Australia three times, from
East to West. At least I thought I had been to Australia until reading Cynthia Clampitt's Waltzing
Australia.Waltzing Australia is Cynthia Clampitt's record of a long trip she took to the world's
largest island, the driest continent - the only nation that is a continent. Through her record we
share this trip. This book is not your normal travel story...First of all Cynthia didn't go to Australia
for vacation. She didn't go for altruistic reasons, to help the locals. And she damned sure didn't
go for business opportunities.She had an obsession.Cynthia quit her job and off she was for five
months in Australia. Starting out in Queensland she headed in a westerly direction then looped
back around and headed East until she got to Sydney. And she soaked up everything. Nature.
History. Geology. People.Waltzing Australia is a well written account of this trip, written almost
as if it were a lengthy personal journal (just over 500 pages). But I say "almost as if" this were a
journal because Cynthia didn't just keep track of her experiences - she kept track of the essence
of this large, dry continent.When reading Waltzing Australia I got the distinct feeling that Cynthia
Clampitt and I have lots in common. Well, then again, maybe not. I have traveled the world but
have done it in a much different way. Cynthia started with Australia out of college. I started with
the Navy after high school. Cynthia moved back into "normal life" in the United States. After a
few decades, I, on the other hand, am still overseas. Cynthia chose a location to know well and
chose to live frugally. I chose to build my businesses around an area so that coming and going



were up to me. But we have that wanderlust in common. In reading her opening chapters I
understood this obsession of Clampitt's. I had the same obsession growing up in rural
Arkansas, wanting for the life of a world traveler. And of all the enchanting places that I have
been, whether I lived there or only visited, I share the sentiment of the bittersweet description
Cynthia Clampitt gave of leaving Australia.It will always still be there...”

April M. Hanson, “Will make you want to go to Australia immediately!. Cynthia Clampitt had a
secure job with a steady paycheck and decided to leave it all behind to pursue her dream of
becoming a writer. She packed up her stuff and headed to Australia where she spent the next 6
months recording everything she saw, did and felt. She spent time in the cities but really
connected with the country and bush areas of the continent. She did everything from hiking,
climbing, and horseback riding to shopping, eating great food, and relaxing. She experienced as
much as she could in those 6 months and turned those experiences into, "Waltzing Australia",
one of the best travel books I have ever read.Within the pages of this fabulous travelogue Ms.
Clampitt manages to express the beauty of the places she visits in a way that makes it easy for
the reader to picture. She also throws in a little history here and there which made it even more
interesting to me. However, what I enjoyed the most were her descriptions of her encounters
with the people of Australia. When I was there I found the people to be extremely friendly and
helpful and it was nice to see that Ms. Clampitt had the same experience with those she met
throughout her journey.Whether you have been to Australia or not, I highly recommend "Waltzing
Australia" as either a great introduction to one of the most spectacular places on Earth or as a
wonderful reminder of your past trip. Either way, this beautifully written book that will have you
planning a first trip or a return visit in no time!”

The book by Cynthia Clampitt has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 14 people have provided feedback.



Language: English
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Lending: Enabled
File size: 1093 KB
Print length: 510 pages
Screen Reader: Supported

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

