A Supplement to the Sydney Herald of Wednesday
4 August 1841 criticised the condition of the Grdarth Road:

"... You are aware that the new or great nortld ieaghe direct line of transit
between us and although as a work of enterprideritsation was highly
creditable to the government of the day, and orext#nsive labour from the
mountainous and uneven nature of the country thraufgch it runs, | may
guestion whether travellers of the present daygwleey aware of the after
difficulties to be encountered before arriving atbugall's flat, would not either
prefer the grand route of steam, to chance thenveriences of the line direct.
However incompatible this may appear to the gerietatests of the district, it is
nevertheless a conviction arising from experieao, | fearlessly affirm, that in
the present dilapidated state of many portionsiefrbad, and the unsafe condition
in which some of the bridges are, at present,ghesdter part of the passage to
Wollombi is a formidable undertaking, even on hbesek, and if by carriage an
exploit. How in the name of fortune drays and simdumbrous vehicles contrive
to accommodate their unwieldy bodies to the torsusinuosities of the present
path, | cannot conceive; to contemplate, in soraeqd, the chaotic masses to be
surmounted, the idea appears altogether to beoimoilable. | have understood
that the road in question was considered a pebpeance of our worthy Surveyor
General, if so we hail Sir Thomas' return as anroofduture good to ourselves;
and entertain a hope that, in his well-known attaehts to and non-desertion of
old favourites, he may prove our friend in need assist in once more placing the
new road in passable repair.

Another inconvenience which presses heavily upertdveller is the want of
suitable accommodations and the scarcity of waiehe sure there is Paley's at
the Ten Mile Hollow, where you may obtain accomntaaawith a cup of tea for
yourself and feed for your horse. At Hungry Flatr{ast ill-boding appellation)
you may again refresh yourself with water; aftefolihwoe betide the
improvident for the next fifteen miles where yowsdend into the Devil's Hollow
(ominous still) and may get accommodation at Nedkxiother solitary
farmhouse) with a bed and breakfast; from thendbdastates of Messrs
Wiseman, the first real symptom of 'the world"' agéiis four long miles. From
this point we again date being amongst the hauntseao.

| have been thus minute partly from a desire touuthten myself of a species of
ennui which | contracted amidst these mountainttsignd partly because | may
perhaps thereby be instrumental in interesting sgpiréted individual to remedy
the crying evil (which, as the summer approachestmecessarily be
proportionably greater) by establishing a mid-wagtklIry for instance,
converting the present Hungry Flat into an edilpletsA speculation which, with
a little expenditure upon the road, would surelptout profitably. In the present
state of things, the execrable highway, horriblerew its profound solitude, is
only fitted to engender misanthropy, and conjureligheartening comparisons;
and one while clambering up an ill-cut ascent, stwwnbling over broken
fragments, and anon toiling through sandy bott@ndyked by yawning gullies
and enwalled beyond by rude breastworks of misshapeck, with naught but the
distant tinkling of the bellbird to break the dréddnonotony ..."



