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Turning
Point
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by Rusty Miller

BYRON HAS ALWAYS BEEN A PLACE OF BIG CHANGE, WHICH IS
A MAJOR COMMON DENOMINATOR OF COMMENT AND COMMUNICATION.

It has been a challenging time, as we are now
feeling a delayed effect from the Global Financial Crisis that has
rocked the world. The word on the street in Byron is that we
haven’t seen this kind of change for 30 years since the farming
economy declined dramatically and new-agers symbolically, and then
literally, took the helm in the Age of Aquarius. So what is our
next era of change? Will it be of our community’s choosing? Or will
it come upon us like the rising tide of climate change? Here, I
believe it will be somewhere near the centre way because we are a
community with strong people who are not only interested in, but
absolutely dedicated to, influencing the future of our
community.

Meanwhile, being vibrant with the desire to
live here and maintain this environment comes down to working hard
- not dropping out but dropping in.

The elements that make up this community are
incredibly diverse. It is composed of young families with kids,
wealthy entrepreneurs who have turned their hand to philanthropy,
young people who come here to learn English and study at Southern
Cross University or SAE, schoolies, wealthy business people from
the cities who holiday rent in Wategos, visiting families who stay
throughout the town, surfers who drive down from Brisbane when the
waves are happening, single-parent families and retirees. Despite
what people may think there is no one dominant age group or
socio-economic background in the shire. Byron is rare in its social
composition, a rainbow of locals, drifters, holiday makers, old
timers, intellectuals...

It is this atmosphere of variety that often
creates personal desire for discovering features about one’s self.
Byron is a spiritual convergence zone where tropical meets
subtropical, bird flyways end and ocean currents mix.

The Byron community is dedicated to being
‘crew’, rather than ‘passengers’ on our voyage through life. We
always have large turnouts to presentations which challenge current
main stream societal standards. David Suzuki came back for his 5th
visit to Byron in 2010, pointing out that there is no separation
between humans and their environment and that it is our duty to
look after our place in the same way we look after ourselves and
our families. The renowned scientist says, "We must realize that
the laws of nature have priority over the forces of economics. Lets
put the eco back into economics."

Australia’s most eminent social scientist,
Hugh Mackay, talking to a Chamber of Commerce breakfast crowd at
the Byron Bay Brewery next to the Buddha Bar, told us of the ten
desires that make us tick. He noted that love is the deepest desire
of all.

The balance challenge is between keeping in
touch with the world and the events and currents of the community
you live in, and being in touch with the part of yourself which
wants to engage in open-minded thought about what you wish to
achieve in your life.

Welcome to the turning point.



RUSTY MILLER is a surfer, musician and photographer
who is often seen on the beach drawing strange stick figure
pictures in the sand. This, he says, is his form of teaching people
how to surf. He has lived in Byron Shire since 1970. www.rustymillersurf.com
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On the Beach at Byron

photo copyright Common Ground www.commongroundbyron.com






* * * * * * *

 What makes us Tick?

HUGH MACKAY is an Australian author, psychologist and
social researcher. In his book 'What Makes Us Tick?' (2010) he
looks at the ten desires that drive us. They are:

1. to be taken seriously

2. for ‘my place’

3. for something to believe in

4. to connect

5. to be useful

6. to belong

7. for more

8. for control

9. for something to happen

10. for love

www.hughmackay.com.au
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A POET'S WELCOME
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by Tamsin Smith

Dare I begin with a digression? In my experience,
it’s the off road ramble that usually becomes the unexpected high
point of any journey. Thus, I roam.

For me, writing is an act of discovery akin
to traveling and so, when I have the luxury of time, I wander with
words. Along the way, I sample and riff off of the airy nothings
that breach the surface of my imagination. I may not set out with a
specific destination in mind, but this random patterning of
thoughts tends to lead me closer to what I need to see. I wonder if
we all don’t have a chest full of mysterious maps inside of us,
each waiting to be unscrolled, when the time is right.

Do you think you’ve opened all the maps
within you yet? Have you peeked at even one? There are plenty of
manufactured charts out there that try to tell us how to see the
world. I rather suspect you have grown tired of following these
off-the-shelf instructionals. I say this because you are reading
Rusty’s Byron Guide. You too like to roam; and whether you live in
Byron Bay, hope to visit, or are fantasizing about a return to this
magical place, something draws you here. The time is now.

Like an antipodal true north Byron Bay resets
the compass, pointing us back towards our better selves. We take
our pilgrimages here to relax with friends, renew the spirit, share
music, discover art, play in water, taste the bounty of the land,
and quite simply to see and feel beauty around us. Many travel
guides would characterise these activities as a retreat from the
sound and fury of so-called everyday life. But the very nature of
Rusty’s Guide makes clear that community and a special sense of
coming together is elemental to the Byron experience.

I left after a week long visit to Byron this
February, feeling as though I knew half the people in town and most
of the ones in the water. I returned to San Francisco, craving the
camaraderie of the Top Shop crowd (not to mention Andy’s long
blacks) and the amity of surf-stoked brethren at The Pass (not to
mention the warm, peeling waves). But rather than lament a loss,
I’m determined to embrace again. I want to bring a little Byron
into my daily life. How so? Beyond deeper indulgence in thick
coffee and more time wave sliding, both thankfully possible here in
Northern California, I’ve set a more reflective goal. I want to
build a stronger culture of connection in my own backyard. I’ll
strive to see the people around me more clearly as hidden treasures
on a map of my own making. I’ll be more curious about their
off-road details and seldom told tales. I want my encounters to
make me, and those I’m meeting, feel that I really have known them,
rather than just passing through like a tourist on a bus. We take
this approach with places, but not enough with fellow human beings.
Communion is a concept long over-due for revival.

We need look no further for our muses than the
street signs of Byron. The names of the world’s greatest poets
grace popular intersections in Byron Shire, reminding us that a
common humanity binds us throughout the ages. When we read the
poems of Keats, Marvell, Milton, Wordsworth, Browning and Tennyson,
we aren’t hearing something new, we are being reminded of something
so deep within ourselves that it can feel like recovering a dream
we had once known intimately but forgotten long ago. Let’s look
harder at these signposts, at ourselves and at each other. Let us
listen to the music of the poets of communion. They are all around.
As the wonderful poet Mary Oliver reminds us, let us feel the world
offer itself to our imaginations. Byron may well be your place in
the family of things. You will certainly feel welcomed in
Byron.

TAMSIN SMITH forms creative collaborations that
advance pro-social impacts. She is the founder of slipstreamstrategy.com and was President of
(PRODUCT) RED, and an initiative that she launched with Bono and
Bobby Shriver in the fight against AIDS in Africa. She lives in San
Francisco with her two kids, a quiver of surfboards and towering
piles of poetry.
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Broken Head Morning

photo copyright Rusty Miller www.rustymillersurf.com
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 Inspiration for 'The
Byron Journals'
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by Daniel Ducrou

I grew up in Adelaide. Yep, the Radelaide Badlands,
Australia’s Bermuda Triangle, home to weird pedophile rings,
bizarre murders and mega litres of brutal shiraz. For most kids,
the place you grow up is your world; you don’t know anything
different.

I grew up landlocked in the eastern suburbs,
learning to surf on weekends at Goolwa, a shark infested beach near
the River Murray’s dirty anus. The water is brown, the waves
crumble to shore from miles out and the wind turns onshore at 10am
every morning. Of course, my brothers and I thought Goolwa was
paradise – the icy water, refreshing; the gutless waves, perfect;
the regular sightings of great white sharks the size of mini-buses,
completely normal.

You can imagine my surprise when I chanced
upon Byron Bay in the late nineties on a surf trip with my older
brother. I was dazed by the summery sexiness of the place, the
decadent lifestyle, the opulence of the natural environment. On our
second day in town, we bought a bag of weed, smoked a joint and set
out to explore Byron’s surrounds, with vague plans to discover new
surf breaks and name them after ourselves. We motored up a dirt
road into the National Park in my two-hundred-dollar Toyota, parked
between two existing tracks, glanced at each other, boards under
arms, and pushed our way into the rainforest. The foliage and
spider webs thickened until we couldn’t work out if it made more
sense to turn back or keep going. Twenty minutes later, we could
hear waves breaking and pushed forward, certain we were close to
something. What we were close to was a cliff face with a sheer drop
to rocks and ocean. We edged along the cliff until we reached a
worn track, then stopped, awestruck. The rainforest swooped down
the hill in a natural amphitheatre and the ocean glittered blue
with a lone surfer in the water. At the bottom of the track we came
across a large group of girls sun-tanning topless on the rocks. One
of them smiled and waved as we walked past and my brother and I
looked at each other and nodded in agreement. This place is
unbelievable.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/66313
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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