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ARTESIAN SPRINGS ARE THE _
CURE FOR MOBERN LIFE:
MELISSA SWEET MAKES A
SPLASH IN'AS OF OLD

_EUROPENNNTHE BACK."‘\

he first wave of smiugness hits as we approach the check-in desk

at Sydney Airport early one winter’s morning, and sail past the
line of people queuing for the plane to Hamilton Island. No
such hassle awaits those bound for the lesser-known holiday
destination of Moree, a wealthy agricultural town about 630km north-
west of Sydney, and we congratulate ourselves on avoiding the hordes.
Not that everyone had shared our enthusiasm. Why on earth would
you want to go there? That was the typical puzzled reaction of friends
when we announced our plans.
It is surprising how many people haven’t heard of Moree’s wonderfully
warm artesian waters. They were first tapped with a bore in 1895, and
a public pool complex has operated on that site ever since.
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[56] TIME OUT

SHEER POETRY: Moree's bush
poet, Ron O'Mullane, swims at
the complex every day.

It’s changed a lot from the days when
men and women were strictly segregated
but retains the no-frills feel of an
old-fashioned municipal swimming
pool. There are two communal baths,
running at 37 and 39 degrees during our
visit, and an Olympic pool that is heated
during winter.

According to Moree Hot Mineral Baths’
operators, the waters gushing into the
complex are thought to have last seen
the light of day around one million years
ago, when they fell as rain in south-eastern
Queensland. They’ve been flowing ever
since through the porous rocks of the
Great Artesian Basin and picking up
the minerals and salts which make for such
a blisstul soak.

Our four days in Moree provide ample
opportunity for pondering — as we ‘take
the waters’ at all hours of the day and
night — what is so special about our choice
of holiday.

It is not only the magical sense of escape
that arrives when you lie back in warm
water, watching the mist drift off into the
freezing temperatures above, and gaze into
the stars of a crisp winter’s night or the soft
light just before dawn (most days the baths
open from 6am till 8.30pm).

It is also the sense of satisfaction that
comes from discovering a bargain — while
the spa experience in plush resorts can cost
hundreds of dollars, you can enjoy a
luxurious soak in Moree for around $5, or
even less with a multiple entry ticket.

Moree is also special because it is where a
little bit of Europe meets the outback. We
can’t understand most of the announcements
over the speakers because they are in various
languages, reflecting the baths’ popularity
with those of European heritage.

When I ask one woman where she is
from, she instinctively replies “Italy”,
before correcting herself. Actually, she has
lived in Sydney for 36 years and brought
up her children and grandchildren there.
She and her husband are regulars at the
baths, which help the shoulder injury he
sustained working on their flower farm.

Gordana Klicic, formerly of Bosnia, has
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