I boarded the REX plane to Broken Hill, feeling like I was getting on a minibus with wings and the hostess’ instruction to “ensure you can see the nearest exit” making me smile as I could see the entire inside of the plane form my seat with barely turning my head. After flying across a black nothingness for quite a distance, the lights of Broken Hill coming out of the darkness presented a sharp finishing point, not petering out as they had when leaving Sydney. It felt like the town was at sea, with water causing the sharp delineation of town and beyond. I was surprised to hear the captain quoting the "local time", and so found out that while still in NSW, for some odd reason Broken Hill operates on Adelaide time, adding to the odd sense of having entered another world.

I was picked up by two other students (from CRANC) and we headed into town, where the Breaathhe girls were waiting. Over dinner, we talked about the RFDS tour they had been on earlier in the day and planned for the next day, working out which activities we would run. Gutsy Gus proved to be a good dinner companion and a conversation-starter with the other guests at the hostel, providing introduction to a couple who were on their way back from a car rally to Darwin fundraising for the RFDS as well as travelers from around the world. 

The next morning, we picked up supplies for the day and headed to Broken Hill High School, where we set up and waited for the students to arrive. We then ran sessions as the students cycled through. It was a bit of a challenge, as we found out only as we arrived that we would be presenting to high school students rather than to younger students as we had expected. Still, we had fun and hopefully taught the students something. 

We ran two main activities, healthy eating and Gutsy Gus. In the healthy eating section, we taped a circle on the ground divided up into sections representing the amount of each food group that you should have on your plate, and asked students to stand in each part. We then asked them which food group they represented, depending on the size of the portion, and examples of these food types. We also discussed differences between types of foods, e.g. whole grain versus white bread and why one is healthier than the other. We then did a section on the sugar content of different drinks, spooning out the amount of sugar in soft drink, fruit drink and fruit juice. We finished with the apple peeler and corer (an amazing little device that peels, cores and cuts the apple into a slinky), which was very popular, I never knew apples could be so exciting, and the students were much happier to ask questions when they were getting crunchy slices.

For Gutsy Gus, we went through the body, asking students to name the organs, what makes them healthy and what makes them sick. This led to discussion of lifestyle factors affecting health. The kids liked this, and it was particularly popular with a number of students who had trouble seeing and liked to feel the shape of the different organs. It was amazing to see a blind girl take out, name, and then reassemble Gutsy, with barely a hesitation.

Plastering and face painting also went well, with a large line for multi-coloured casts and Aboriginal flags.

In the afternoon, we watched the films that the students had made; it was very interesting seeing the students we had taught in their own movies, and to learn about the nearby towns and the lives of the students. 

That evening, we went up to some rock sculptures for the sunset. These were set on top of one the many hills that give Broken Hill its name, with the rocks giving the impression of having been split into pieces. As we drove back into town, the skies were full of colours as rain clouds were stained by the sun, giving the most spectacular sunset I have ever seen.

We then headed to a restaurant set on top of an old slag heap from the mines (Broken Hill was built on silver mining and still has an operating mine). Here, we experienced bush food, eating kangaroo, emu, and barramundi wrapped in paperbark. Then it was a couple of hours sleep and onto the train home for me. Throughout the nest day, I watched the landscape slowly change as I headed back east, turning red to yellow to green, houses gradually making their way back into the view, and I thought of returning to such a beautiful and interesting part of the world.

