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DON'T LOO
DOWN.

When desperate fimes call for desperate measures, Alice Hansen takes a leap south

. ‘the only way isup’. Tm telling
il you, the hest way is qtra:gh.t
L dewn., I had heen suffering 8 serious case

'} of wm:er’s block f:’or months - not fan when N
: fijcothe is attanhml 1o mm;gereah* epente .

 paper. Finally, I found miyself in a desperate

state: Eeoﬂdn’tkeapgamghkethas Notif -
‘Idxdntwmtospendmerestufm days . 5
' ‘__Asforthepronuseufnntswearmg the -
" Gordon Dam has suddenly become the -
] vhestamphi:thea eforevervbadwordx
"'canmuste

; megonnoudles e

- My invitation back mto the land of the .

hvmg begins with a small Liand gesrure
“ . Tap tap, E,aes ‘his. handqn therail,
m}lmvedbyaverycasua}, up}ouhnp AT

* is as relaxed as a Blackjack player tappmg B

. the table for amother card but it sxgnals ' f
. something far more ominobs; . -
* Tlook down dt the ram»—splattered rml
- and wonder, again, why the hell ' thought
. this was the answer. In the sideways misty
Tain of souﬁz~western Tasmama, my

" new-found mam —~a Kiwi instructor mth

impenstrably dark sunglasses ~ is asking me."_-
“to literally swinga leg overa near«hmﬂder— .

high guard rail at the Gordon Dam. -

My;.exttask‘?ToabqexhéOmctms&m = L
LISy Beutthemomentlcienchthemshm,a _
chieery, "aly, look! You're spinning around,”

fthewmid’shsghestconm&malabm Hsa

kwmmea}ugherthan standing atop Sydney’
" Harbour Bridge, andmdshacksomnesme _' ;

. amount of waterthan&xe harbour rts-:lﬁ
.~ - Moments earher, rd watchet’ an
* Amerigan boldly clinib gver the raill

" Moments before that, he'd shared the story

“of his fight with a shark in the waters off .
? Mexwo, in which he lost halfhis ealf- 1d:

: reckoned the Gordon Dam Ahseil wmx}dbe S
" to contiol my speed -1 have torelyon
o my ‘mate upstairs for that. He seems to be
© i enjoying my shrieks as he gently controls -
- noy descent. Because of the curvature of the

& valkmtheparkforhxm But as I bid him.
- favewell and he went over the edge; the feax_'
* inhis eyes was like m:thmg T'd ever seen.

: Gmnt round saucers stared ahead a mix of' .

foetis and fear, asexpletlves flew. Then... he
was gone.
For some reason, I feel compe]led to
declare that I won’t dare swear. I step up.

- - o _‘

stshatE el eon T‘

.~ e

-

5 t,mycfdssnéads;égoodﬁié‘nd‘”a
" will sit by your side and tell you

 Significant instructions of how to release .
“the rope in my right hard on descent are -
. met with my tiervous but misinterpreted .-

- nod: they think I'm ready to do this. Al ef
"* d sudden I'm on the wrong side of the vail.” -
* Then I do something mcredl‘n’y faohsh I tdt ¥

my head southward. -

“Ihe one thing you mustn’t do is. Iook
dow,” one of the instructors, a young
Scottish girl, had warned as I chmbeduver

. My lmely New Zealand p:xl is telling

. me to take my feet off the wall. Sitting -
‘fn mid-air 140 metres up, staring aten . .
- Ti-nillimetre thick Tife line,’ I reach a new
. - -paint where even naughtywcrds can’t pass
i my Lips. 1 fall silent with terror. -

. Fd heard one lady had campleted the.

£ ;oumey fron top to bottony with her oyes .
-~ closed, Appaxenﬂy shewas temiled of
':'hexght“ {ean’t understand: uhy} A1 cmch

my way down, cenhmetres at atime with

my eyes on'the wall, her me'thod suddenly

seenis quite Appealing.

comes from above: "Take,alooka,t the -
dlorious view, Iupen one eyeandto my

L . distress, see that I have full view of just
. how horrifically highup T 2. Yes, the wew ;
.18 spectacular ~ rocks... trezes waterand

Stuﬂ but 1 am focused on ‘survival: : !
. By thls stage I am so terrified that iy’
ha;xd;s are shaking uncontrollably, unable .

dam, P'm dangling about 15 metres out from

the wall. It’s a lonely life midway down... -

and eerily silent.
It’s amazing what goes through your

mmd al;tzmes Iikethis I amsmked te my
. skin. Tam near tears. T start xmagimng tha,t
I’m an amhuiance offiver, foreed todo this .

B to save somepne’s lify Ifmakesmoresense

- tobe suspended fmmahfeﬁndmg hexght

for some better purpose, ' © . o=
' But while the weather and dreau is
bleak, it is equally beautiﬁx. This is the

' sonth-west in one of her vrildest moods - .
- a mix of relentless rain, unforgiving cold -

and forebeding fog. As the rope decides

to spin me round again, revealmg the
3 breathmkxng panorama, I realise thls

nmmenhsmcredlb}:y special. e T
Tlook out to the craggy cliffs, the -

.- dense forest, look up to the encouraging : 
- instruetors, and 1 feel a sense of pride. I've . .
" -accomplished something. I am in careful,

trusted, safe hands. I have conquered fear

~ Rtistimeto enjoy the journey.

Am:l itis spectamﬂsr For a mement.

e I breathe in'some of the freshest airon
the planet. For a moment, I absorbthe . .
" béauty of the surrounds, and the menmade -
i -"mmmlhneattothzs region. For amoment, ;
tfee] more alive than I've felt in years. Fer
- g moment... hell, Iamstﬂlfartoolnghw
«:-,’:"‘smvivexftheropefsllsshart, -

Butwhenmoﬁnauytouehdo@ihm J

s that American, still as wide-eyed as T'd

' ‘left bim up top but this time with a sense of
" rush and bewildermerit. We wwould have had
f_‘_ a mng‘r&hﬂatory bandshake, but contact is

. difficult when ynw' hands are still shaking
0 immensely you can't unhook yourself

. from the soggy, nappy-type contraption

" we're both still wearing.

Was it worth the guide-rail leap? More
than anything. Would I be caught climbing
it again? Not likely. But one thing is for
sure - those 11 millimetres of rope will
send you on a journey that will test your
spirit, challenge your courage, and leave
you buoyed with the knowledge that you
can tackle anything... even a blank page. B




